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  Chapter 1: Six Hundred Years
Yunxiao Sect had a ten-thousand-year-old ancient tree named Wangtian.

Its trunk stood straight, branches flourishing with dense leaves, piercing directly into the sea of clouds. Looking up, one could not see its end, as if draping the floating clouds above with green gauze.

Master Qin Jianglan lived atop the Wangtian Tree. He was now sixteen hundred years old, the number one cultivator in Yunxiao Sect and even the entire Canglang Realm. It was said he was only one step away from ascension.

“Master devotes himself to cultivation, pure of heart and few desires, no longer managing worldly affairs. Come, all of you, come over and kowtow to Master beneath the tree. All new disciples of our Yunxiao Sect must pay respects to Master here…”

Below the tree, an elite disciple wearing white robes with white jade embedded in his waist sash called the new disciples to form a circle under the tree and kneel to kowtow to Master Qin Jianglan. The newly initiated disciples all held extreme respect for the number one person of Canglang Realm, kowtowing solidly, each banging their heads with loud thumps until red marks appeared on their foreheads.

Su Zhuyi lay at the edge of the bamboo house, squinting as she looked down from the Wangtian Tree. Through the layers upon layers of green leaves, she could see several small children through the gaps. She curled her lips: “Old Dog Qin, your Yunxiao Sect’s little things are getting worse with each generation.”

Qin Jianglan sat upright in the center of the tree house, eyes closed in meditation, not even lifting an eyelid, completely ignoring Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi pointed with her hand. Her sleeves were rolled up to her shoulders, revealing smooth, rounded shoulders and slender, white, tender arms that at first glance looked like the finest mutton-fat jade. She pointed at the small children barely visible below the tree: “Just these few children—if placed in our Demonic Path, they’d all be dead within three days.” She extended her small tongue to lightly lick her lips. “When I was their age, I killed ten fellow disciples of the same age before qualifying to enter the Demonic Path.”

Only then did Qin Jianglan slowly open his eyes. He had been serene, but the moment he opened his eyes, it was as if countless stars lit up within them. Those pupils contained pale ink-colored mountains, vast star rivers, and all things in the world, profound and boundless.

“Su Zhuyi, you have listened to me recite the Pure Heart Incantation for six hundred years, yet your heart remains so violent and bloodthirsty.” His voice was clear, cold, and distant. Though just ordinary words spoken in a calm tone, it was like plucking harp strings or knocking jade ornaments together.

Hearing Qin Jianglan’s words, Su Zhuyi directly rolled around in the bamboo house. She had been lying at the edge of the bamboo house, but now lay on her back, her long hair spilled like spilled ink, spreading thickly beneath her, making her jade-white skin and flower-like beauty even more striking.

Her chest rose and fell, lips slightly parted as she smiled: “I am a demoness of the demonic path—did you expect me to reform and turn righteous?” Su Zhuyi suddenly flipped up to sit. “My meridians are completely severed, my cultivation entirely lost. What meaning is there in living? Qin Jianglan, why don’t you just kill me?”

Su Zhuyi moved beside Qin Jianglan, her hand lightly covering his face, her breath like orchids: “Or can’t you bear to?”

Qin Jianglan said nothing. He had closed his eyes again, expressionless like a stone statue. Su Zhuyi pressed close to him, discovering his eyelashes were particularly long, those lashes trembling slightly as if they could brush against her face.

Calm on the surface, but waves had long since risen in his heart. Seeing this, Su Zhuyi smiled with pursed lips: “You’ve imprisoned me for six hundred years. Now my cultivation is completely lost, my meridians entirely severed. Even if I went out, I couldn’t stir up any storms. Why don’t you release me? I’ll find some mortal town and peacefully spend my remaining years.”

She reached out, picking up a strand of silver hair from Qin Jianglan’s temple: “Look, your cultivation has made no progress these years. Your time limit approaches because you have dust in your heart. I am that speck of dust clinging to you, stuck to your body. Quickly sweep me away, and you can ascend to immortality and enjoy the eternal life of the Great Dao.”

“In the third year of Yonghe, Changning Village was massacred by Xueluo Sect, who took away twelve boys and girls for training. A month later, only you formally joined the Xueluo Sect.” Qin Jianglan said flatly.

“Xueluo Sect’s initiation trial was kill or be killed—what’s there to debate?” Su Zhuyi shrugged with complete indifference.

“You were seven years old that year.” Qin Jianglan ignored her and continued.

Su Zhuyi snorted coldly. She had heard these words until her ears grew calluses—nothing more than recounting her crimes one by one, then saying her sins were too deep to let her leave.

“In the seventh year of Yonghe, Yongan Town was attacked by the demonic path. The cultivation family Su in town was annihilated, with no survivors. Many of them were your blood relatives. You were eleven that year.”

“They harmed my grandfather and drove my mother to death, leaving me to struggle alone. How wonderful that I destroyed their entire family—then no one else would ever feel the loneliness and helplessness I felt.” She wrapped both arms around Qin Jianglan’s neck. “When a whole family dies together, they have companions on the road to the Yellow Springs—not lonely at all, how nice? If any lived, they’d still exhaust themselves seeking revenge. How tiring. Don’t you think so?”

“In the fifteenth year of Yonghe, a female disciple of the small southern border sect, Yuling Sect, had her face carved with ten thousand cuts, then committed suicide. Yuling Sect sought revenge for her, but overnight, their entire sect was destroyed.” Qin Jianglan had been calm, but saying this, he suddenly looked up, coldly glancing at Su Zhuyi.

That glance chilled Su Zhuyi’s heart, yet she still snorted lightly, stubbornly saying: “Who told her to call me seductive, saying I was tempting her senior brother, and even whipping my face?” She pointed at her cheek. “Look, look—how terrible it would be if whip marks were left on this face.”

Those cheeks flushed like sunset clouds. Seeing them up close made Qin Jianglan’s heart skip, and the coldness in his eyes softened considerably.

He didn’t want to look at her anymore.

Out of sight, out of mind.

“You were nineteen that year.”

“Wang Zihan of Xundao Sect, Zhang Shu of Yulin Sect, Gu Feiyue of Gujian Sect…” Qin Jianglan recited another string of names, but Su Zhuyi had little impression of them. She only said: “Men? These men all said they truly loved me and were willing to die for me, so I took their hearts. What’s wrong with that?”

Qin Jianglan’s forehead twitched slightly. Six hundred years, and her thinking hadn’t changed one bit—still so unreasonably argumentative.

“Later, to repair the Liuguang Mirror, how many living beings did you slaughter?”

“You speak as if you don’t kill.” Su Zhuyi suddenly grabbed Qin Jianglan’s lapels. “Your robes are woven from shark scales—didn’t you kill the deep-sea shark clan? To weave such a magical treasure, you’d need to scrape scales from over a thousand shark people!” She reached in through the collar, touching that burning skin, fingers lightly scratching a few times, lingering at the collarbone before Su Zhuyi narrowed her phoenix eyes, smiling as she pulled out the pendant from his chest. “Your spatial magical treasure, Yuansheng Pearl, is also refined from spirit beast cosmic eye pearls.”

Qin Jianglan sat cross-legged on a cushion. She directly straddled his legs, one hand touching the crown binding his hair: “This is carved from phoenix bone, and your Longlin Dagger…”

“When you slaughtered the island, did you care about the cultivators on it?”

“Should I have shouted ‘I’m going to destroy the island, you all leave quickly’ when slaughtering the island? Then I would have been the one to die. You know, many people in the Canglang Realm want to kill me. I live in fear every day.”

She reached out to lightly pat Qin Jianglan’s cheek: “Old Dog Qin, you’ve lived over a thousand years—how can you still be so naive?” She brought her red lips to his ear, whispering: “If I don’t kill people, I have to die—die at age seven or even earlier, die in a wild dog’s mouth. You see, I’m different from you. I only wanted to live.”

To live freely and unrestrained, carefree and unbound, with no one in the world able to bully or humiliate me, never again speaking a word against me.

Unfortunately, she failed.

Betrayed and severely injured by the only friend she had ever trusted, she was finally hunted by the righteous path until her meridians were severed and her cultivation was lost. The world thought she had been reduced to ashes. Who would imagine that Qin Jianglan, the person with the highest cultivation under heaven, would save her and imprison her at a ten-thousand-foot height, not letting her leave for six hundred years?

“Six hundred and one years ago, you carved three thousand six hundred cuts on Su Qingxun of Yunxiao Sect and threw her into the Ten Thousand Snake Den.” Speaking of this, Qin Jianglan’s voice suddenly turned cold, and the leaves of the Wangtian Tree instantly formed a layer of ice.

“Who told her to betray me, set an ambush to harm me, and lure me into a trap?” Of the twelve boys and girls from Changning Village that year, she only killed ten—there was one more she helped escape. That person was Su Qingxun. Even after she became the universally despised demoness, she and Su Qingxun, who had found an opportunity to join the Yunxiao Sect, were not enemies. She considered Su Qingxun a friend.

Her only one.

However, Su Qingxun led her into the inescapable net laid by righteous path cultivators.

“Qin Jianglan.” Su Zhuyi paid no attention to the cold aura Qin Jianglan suddenly released. She had lost all cultivation now and couldn’t withstand the cold. Her white, tender skin turned red from the cold, and her bare arms developed a thin layer of frost. But she completely ignored it, just shivering as she moved closer to Qin Jianglan, extending both arms inside his clothes to warm herself.

Her red lips pressed against his lips, squeezing out a few words through gritted teeth: “You hypocritical, false gentleman, Su Qingxun was your only last disciple. You didn’t kill me to avenge her, but instead…”

Her slender hands stripped off that azure-green robe woven from shark scales. She extended her leg, her delicate foot kicking over the lamp burning shark tears in the corner of the tree house. The egg-sized pearl lost its glow once it left the lamp stand, rolling to the wall corner. The light in the room suddenly dimmed. Su Zhuyi lightly nibbled his earlobe: “Instead, you’re entangled with me, this demoness.”

Qin Jianglan was three hundred years older than Su Zhuyi.

When Xueluo Sect captured boys and girls for trials, he had just descended the mountain for training, wandering near the barren northwestern lands around Changning Village. At that time, the Xueluo Sect had a master elder nearby. Qin Jianglan’s strength was limited—he could only temporarily save one. With Su Zhuyi’s cooperation, he saved Su Qingxun.

When he led the sect elders who came after hearing the news to rescue people, the Xueluo Sect had already left for their stronghold, and Su Zhuyi had long since disappeared.

Later, she became the feared female demon head.

The Heart-Eating Demoness of the demonic path—Su Zhuyi.

She was the bloodthirsty female demon head in the world’s eyes, and also the demon in Qin Jianglan’s heart.

From the moment he left with Su Qingxun, that small figure had been carved into his heart. Pure heart and few desires, ascending to great achievement? Qin Jianglan smiled bitterly. How could he sever these tangled emotional threads? How could he leave this fragrant, sweet poison?

She was right—he was indeed a hypocritical, false gentleman.

Suddenly, he flipped over to sit up, pressing Su Zhuyi beneath him. His clear, pond-like eyes showed red threads, like dark brown water plants appearing in the pond water, tangling together and adding waves. His strong, solid arms pressed down on Su Zhuyi, one hand gripping her arm that tried to rise. His touch was full of smooth softness, his hands and heart filled with tempting sweet fragrance.

“What, want to strangle me?” Su Zhuyi blinked. Her body was flexible, and being pressed down now, she directly lifted her head, stretching her neck to quickly lick Qin Jianglan’s chin: “Hurry up and do it—anyway, I’m so tired of living.”

The moment her tongue touched his skin, Su Zhuyi noticed Qin Jianglan’s body tremble slightly. His body shook slightly, hot sweat sliding down his chin and falling into his hollow neck, looking quite tempting. And his state seemed as if he was enduring something with difficulty.

“Hypocrite, what are you enduring?” She was pressed down, but her legs could still move. She lightly curved her legs around Qin Jianglan’s body, a faint smile appearing at the corner of her mouth. At this moment, Qin Jianglan suddenly lifted her horizontally and placed her on the couch where he usually rested. His breathing was rapid, his gasps growing heavier. What was he enduring?

He could no longer endure it long ago. He untied his pants and pressed down on her again.

Eh?

Qin Jianglan had always been like a block of stone before. Even when she aroused him to reaction, he would sit rigidly motionless. Such an initiative had never happened before, making Su Zhuyi somewhat surprised, staring at him stupidly for a moment without reacting.

When those kisses bloomed like plum blossoms on her body, when the robe on her body completely slipped off, she finally came to her senses, giggling twice, her legs tightly wrapping around his waist.

“You see, six hundred years—I haven’t changed.”

“You have changed.”

…

This demon head, Su Zhuyi, had lived very difficult days as a child.

To become stronger, she dared try anything, looked at and learned everything—righteous cultivation methods and heretical evil paths, she dabbled in all, using every trick in the book. Because she knew a little of everything, even though her meridians were severed six hundred years ago, over these years she had secretly used some secret methods to slowly nourish some back.

After being trapped on the Wangtian Tree, she spent a hundred years recovering, barely clinging to life. The following five hundred years were spent seducing Qin Jianglan. Only in recent years had she succeeded. Now she rarely had real opportunities to taste the fruit, and this was the first time Qin Jianglan took the initiative.

Such dual cultivation was beneficial to her. She could absorb tiny amounts of spiritual energy through yin-yang harmony. Of course, not for herself, but for the Liuguang Mirror.

If it were for herself, it would be discovered by Qin Jianglan before making one circuit through her meridians. But nourishing the Liuguang Mirror was different. The Liuguang Mirror was a legendary dao artifact that could resist heavenly dao rules. No matter how powerful Qin Jianglan was, he couldn’t sense changes in a dao artifact. He thought the Liuguang Mirror was already destroyed. How could he know that mirror was embedded in her heart and would soon be completely repaired?

Heaven can be mended, seas can be filled, and Southern Mountain can be moved. But time, once past, cannot be pursued.

In this world, only time is mercilessly irreversible, and the Liuguang Mirror’s power was to reverse time’s flow. Such a heaven-defying magical treasure was not tolerated by heavenly dao, so after successful refinement, it provoked heaven’s wrath and brought down divine punishment. But how could the Liuguang Mirror be easily destroyed? Su Zhuyi learned of the Liuguang Mirror’s existence by chance from several ancient incomplete scrolls, then spent a full three hundred years searching for it. After finding it, she spent another hundred years repairing the mirror, slaughtering living beings to sacrifice to the mirror. Just when success was in sight, she was hunted by the righteous path and nearly lost her life.

Repair the Liuguang Mirror, return to the past—then everything could begin anew. She could seize resources in advance, avoid dangers, cultivate diligently, and stand at the pinnacle of the cultivation world, looking down upon all living beings. At that time, she would fear nothing.

Su Zhuyi’s mind was full of thoughts about repairing the Liuguang Mirror, but this time Qin Jianglan thrust into her like a dog in heat, making her somewhat unable to bear it. She lay on her back, gasping heavily, as if all her strength disappeared with his advances, as if she had lost armor and abandoned weapons before him.

She had never seen Qin Jianglan like this.

His formerly meticulously arranged topknot had come loose, with several strands of hair hanging by his cheeks and lips, adding a touch of wickedness. His formerly perfectly smooth robes, without a single wrinkle, were wrinkled, thrown aside by him, while her thin robe had long been torn to pieces by him. His formerly cold eyes seemed to burn with two flames, the fierce fire burning his heart, making even her heart feel slightly warm.

Su Zhuyi felt her consciousness becoming somewhat blurred, her body rising and falling with him, reaching a wonderful realm she had never experienced before—like floating to the clouds or sinking to the lake bottom. Her heart grew hotter and hotter, so hot her heart seemed to catch fire.

Just when she could barely endure it anymore, a large hand pressed on her already reddened heart.

“Liuguang Mirror, Liuguang Mirror…” Even with her consciousness already somewhat blurred, Su Zhuyi knew that place couldn’t be touched—she had embedded the Liuguang Mirror in her heart! She struggled desperately to move away, but that palm pressed tightly against her. No matter which direction she moved, she couldn’t escape his five-finger mountain.

His hand cupped snow lotus, pinched red plums in snow, carefully kneading and playing. Threads of cool air flowed from that burning palm into her body and surged into the Liuguang Mirror. Su Zhuyi hummed softly in comfort. She opened her eyes to see that the firelight in Qin Jianglan’s eyes had disappeared, replaced by bottomless cold pools, clear and freezing.

He was awake? He had detected the Liuguang Mirror’s existence?

Su Zhuyi reached out to grab something to cover herself, but unexpectedly Qin Jianglan suddenly reached out to lock her firmly in place, then with a “wa” sound, spat out a mouthful of fresh blood that splashed right onto her heart. Su Zhuyi was startled, then felt the Liuguang Mirror move slightly. The next moment, the Wangtian Tree suddenly shook.

With a thunderous boom, a lightning bolt struck down, hitting the Wangtian Tree.

Was the Liuguang Mirror successfully repaired? It drew out heavenly dao divine punishment? This fellow Qin Jianglan built his house on the Wangtian Tree—the divine punishment’s power would be doubled! Su Zhuyi looked at the flashing lightning outside the house, feeling panic and fear for the first time. Such divine punishment power was something she, with almost no cultivation now, could not resist.

But at this moment, Qin Jianglan dove down, pressing her directly beneath him.

His lips moved but made no sound.

In her ears was only the rumbling thunder. The entire Wangtian Tree was struck and broken by heavenly thunder. Her body rolled toward a corner of the bamboo house, then fell directly from the ten-thousand-foot height.

From beginning to end, Qin Jianglan held her tightly.

She suddenly thought, if by chance they didn’t die, what would those Yunxiao Sect disciples think seeing their master naked with the female demon head falling from the tree together? But the next moment, she understood—they couldn’t escape alive.

That lightning wove densely like a net, targeting her who carried the Liuguang Mirror.

“Demoness.”

She seemed to hear Qin Jianglan ask her: “If you could return to the past, would you… Would you still enter the demonic path?”

“I want to become the world’s number one person. I want to seek the Great Dao and eternal life. Whoever dares obstruct me, I will kill. Whether righteous path or demonic path, this is my dao.” Before dying, she also wanted to shout a domineering slogan, but Su Zhuyi’s words seemed insignificant before the rumbling thunder, without any sense of looking down upon the world.

She wanted to say more, but her head hurt more and more, her eyelids grew heavier and heavier, until finally she could no longer support herself and fainted.

Death and dao extinction—no matter how she had struggled to survive before, in the end, she still…

Could not escape death.

Chapter 2: Changning Village
Deep in the night, heavy rain poured down.

A bolt of lightning tore through the night sky, striking the large tree at the entrance of Changning Village. The entire tree was severed at its waist, flames sprouting from it before being instantly extinguished by the torrential rain.

Su Zhuyi groggily opened her eyes. She found herself lying beside a tree that had been struck and broken by lightning, with most of her body sunken into mud. Rainwater struck her body, ice-cold, making her shiver violently as her upper and lower teeth chattered together grinding with rattling sounds.

Was she dead? Or not dead? Was this the lightning-struck Wangtian Tree?

Her mind was confused and muddled, her eyes couldn’t see clearly. She only felt as if her entire body had been run over by a cart—everything hurt all over. She barely managed to prop herself up and crawl forward, leaving that puddle that was nearly swallowing her body whole. She lay down on a rock, and after completing all this, the exhausted Su Zhuyi fainted again…

“Get away, get away…”

In her daze, Su Zhuyi heard a little girl’s frightened cry. She opened her eyes as intense light stabbed into them, causing her to tear up immediately. The sky had been washed crystal clear by rain, the scent of earth rushing into her nostrils. Mixed within was also a faint bloody smell and a disgusting dog odor that made her frown slightly. She blinked, and when the scene before her eyes became completely clear, Su Zhuyi was first stunned, then looked down at her own body…

A skeletal, thin, small body, many dog bite wounds on her arms, tattered and ragged clothes…

She stared blankly at her small palm, standing stupefied for a long while before throwing back her head and laughing wildly.

She had returned.

Time had reversed. The Liuguang Mirror had brought her back over a thousand years. Yes, this was Changning Village. She should only be five years old now, still fighting with dogs for food every day…

“Don’t come over, get away!” The girl child in front of her, with her back turned, was waving a willow branch, trying to drive away a vicious dog. She was only six or seven years old. Though Su Zhuyi couldn’t see her face, though this had happened over a thousand years ago, Su Zhuyi remembered what that girl child looked like, remembered her expression then, even remembered her every movement…

She was Su Qingxun.

Su Qingxun, whom she had protected with all her might during the Xueluo Sect days. When someone came to rescue them, she had given the opportunity to Su Qingxun. Many years later, when her hands were covered in fresh blood and she had killed countless people, she never touched Su Qingxun. She would even occasionally show great mercy and spare the senior brothers and sisters with her. It was also Su Qingxun who ultimately led her into a trap and caused her downfall.

Su Zhuyi’s gaze was sharp as a blade. She stared coldly at Su Qingxun’s back, thinking: “How fucking stupid was she back then? Just because this damn girl waved tree branches to drive away wild dogs twice, she gave her entire life, her very existence to her.”

She sneered inwardly, then lowered her head to pick up a small pebble from beside her.

Su Zhuyi slightly curved her fingers. As long as this pebble shot out, it could penetrate that thin, small body and eliminate her early, saving future annoyance. She smiled with wicked intent, flicked her finger, and saw the pebble fly crookedly about three feet before it didn’t even touch a corner of Su Qingxun’s clothes.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Damn it, she had forgotten that her current self had absolutely no cultivation and she still wanted to kill someone with a pebble. She was so excited that she had become stupid!

The slight commotion of throwing the pebble aroused the wild dog’s ferocity. The wild dog howled, crouched low in an attacking posture, ready to pounce. Su Zhuyi frowned, her ears twitching slightly as she sensed rapid footsteps approaching from behind. She steeled her heart, flipped over, climbed up, and shouted: “I’ll help you.”

Then she ran forward one step, deliberately tripped herself, and directly knocked Su Qingxun toward the wild dog that was just pouncing. Just as she was about to enjoy watching the wild dog open its big mouth and tear at the girl child with its fangs, Su Zhuyi suddenly felt a piercing pain in her heart that made her let out a miserable howl of agony. The commotion was too great, the sound too sharp, directly frightening the wild dog into a shudder. She clutched her heart and rolled on the ground—it hurt so much she wished she were dead. What the hell was happening?

Just then, a stone fell from the sky and struck the wild dog’s head. At the same time, a deep voice shouted: “Get lost!”

The wild dog immediately cowered, tucked its tail, and ran away!

The man behind them was Su Qingxun’s father, Su Xiang. He now strode forward and looked Su Qingxun up and down, confirming she wasn’t hurt before breathing a sigh of relief. Then he said unhappily, “I told you not to run around everywhere. This area is full of beggars—what are you doing here?”

Su Qingxun looked delighted, her eyes wet as she said crisply: “Father, my kite fell over here. When I came to get it, I saw that dog trying to bite someone, so I wanted to drive the dog away…”

She looked down at Su Zhuyi curled up on the ground: “Father, what’s wrong with her?”

“Don’t meddle in other people’s business.” Su Xiang coldly glanced at Su Zhuyi. “This is someone driven out by the main Su family of Yongan Town. If anyone sees us helping her, it will cause big trouble.” He took Su Qingxun’s hand to leave, but seeing Su Qingxun standing still, looking at the dirty girl on the ground without moving, he immediately said impatiently: “Stop looking, don’t look anymore.”

He reached out and pulled, directly lifting Su Qingxun to sit on his shoulders, laughing heartily: “Come on, let’s go home. Your mother made pancakes today.”

“Mm.” Su Qingxun nodded in response.

But after walking some distance, she looked back at the small figure curled up on the ground, showing a pitying expression on her palm-sized face. She thought for a moment, took out a piece of candy from her pocket, gently tossed it out, and threw it beside Su Zhuyi’s feet.

…

Only after Su Qingxun and her father had gone far away did the pain in Su Zhuyi’s heart ease. She slowly propped herself up to sit, looking at the small piece of candy on the ground and the pebble that happened to lie together with the candy. She reached out and tightly grasped both the candy and the stone in her hand.

After sitting in place for a moment to rest, Su Zhuyi caught her breath. She slowly moved to sit on a bluestone by the roadside, lifted her thin layer of clothing a bit, and looked at the area around her heart.

A five-year-old body with a flat chest like a washboard—the difference was huge.

She had barely any flesh on her, hungry like skin and bones. On her chest was a red mark that looked somewhat ominous. Su Zhuyi had never had any birthmarks on her body before. Could that be the Liuguang Mirror? She touched it but didn’t feel anything inside. Right, where had the Liuguang Mirror gone? She couldn’t sense the Liuguang Mirror’s existence. Had it disappeared after one use?

Su Zhuyi rubbed the red mark on her chest twice. It didn’t hurt now, but the mark’s color grew deeper the more she rubbed it, looking like blood had seeped out. Also, after rubbing off the black mud and dirt on her body, the mark’s range had expanded somewhat, looking like…

She pulled her collar wide open, even burying her head inside her robe to look, then lifted her head and tore another hole in the already broken robe. Su Zhuyi cursed angrily: “Old Dog Qin, your damned ghost won’t leave me alone!”

No wonder he had spat that mouthful of blood on her heart then!

He had placed a Zhuxin Curse on her in such a short time!

This curse was carved right on her heart. As long as she did anything that violated the caster’s wishes, she would suffer heart-eating agony.

She didn’t know exactly what curse Old Dog Qin had placed on her!

Just now, when she tried to harm Su Qingxun, her heart hurt like ten thousand swords had pierced it. Was it forbidding her from killing his precious disciple, or forbidding her from killing and harming people in general? The former would be slightly better, but if it were the latter, Su Zhuyi felt her revenge enterprise and her Great Dao eternal life had suffered a fatal blow, like a basin of cold water poured over her head, extinguishing half her ambitions.

“Damn you, Old Dog Qin, setting me up even before dying. I curse you to be struck to ash by heavenly thunder and die without a burial place.” After cursing for a long time, Su Zhuyi suddenly thought that if the caster died, this curse would also cease to exist. But now this curse was still fine, meaning Old Dog Qin was also living well.

The Qin Jianglan from over a thousand years ago was indeed living well now…

Since time had reversed and everything started over, how could this damned curse still exist? Su Zhuyi couldn’t understand. She only wanted to immediately rush to the Yunxiao Sect and slaughter Qin Jianglan! She stood up with a whoosh, but before she could show her might, she felt dizzy and her stomach rumbled several times—she was truly panicking from hunger…

Su Zhuyi opened her hand and looked at the two small things in it, sighing softly after a long while.

She opened her fingers, letting the small pebble in her hand fall through the gaps between her fingers to the ground, then took out the candy, unwrapped it, and put it in her mouth, crunching it to pieces in a few bites.

The candy was sweet.

The sweet taste melted and spread on her tongue tip, filling her entire mouth with a clear, sweet fragrance, like flowers blooming between her teeth with an endless aftertaste.

Su Zhuyi looked up at the sky, and after a long while, smacked her lips: “Fine, since you won’t let me kill your disciple, I won’t kill her. After all, I already got my revenge and took her life in my previous lifetime. This time, I’ll spare her life.”

When she had just obtained the Liuguang Mirror, she had countless times imagined what she would do after repairing it and being reborn.

If she returned to childhood, she would kill in advance all those who humiliated her, harmed her, and avoided her like a viper—killing gods if gods blocked her way, killing Buddhas if Buddhas blocked her way. But now that she had truly lived again, looking at the small bamboo buildings of Changning Village, she suddenly no longer had that intense desire to personally destroy everything.

The Pure Heart Incantation that Qin Jianglan had recited for six hundred years probably had some effect after all. Su Zhuyi looked at the rows upon rows of bamboo buildings and houses at the other end of the small village, looked at the post-rain rainbow beyond the verdant distant mountains, and smiled with narrowed eyes.

Anyway, they would all die—she didn’t need to act in advance.

Su Zhuyi smiled, stood up, straightened her robe, and slowly walked toward the riverside. Under the sunlight, her thin weak body cast a long slender shadow. Her body was frail and delicate, but within it contained the energy to reverse time.

No one would know that hidden in that small, fragile body was someone who had once been covered in blood and made countless people tremble with fear—a female demon head.

Everything starting anew was truly wonderful.

Of course, it would be even better if Qin Jianglan were dead.

Thinking of the Zhuxin Curse on her heart, Su Zhuyi felt a headache coming on. Forget it, forget it—she’d take things one step at a time.

Chapter 3: The Dog’s Woe
Reaching the riverside, Su Zhuyi stripped off her tattered clothes and entered the water. The moment she entered, the thick layer of filth on her body turned the clear river water black.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Though she was a demoness despised by all, she was also a peerless beauty who outshone all others. Otherwise, how could she have deceived so many men? She had been beautiful for over a thousand years. Suddenly returning to childhood and seeing herself so dirty—her hair tangled like a bird’s nest, her fingers unable to penetrate the knots when inserted, greasy and rancid to the point of making her shudder—she felt as if insects were crawling in her heart. At this moment, Su Zhuyi’s mood was truly indescribably sour.

She washed for a full hour before cleaning off the filth from her body. Though her body was clean, her hair had rarely been tended to and was infested with lice. Su Zhuyi looked around, picked up a thin stone, and ground it down. Using the water surface as a mirror, she cut her hair. When only an inch remained, she saw scars on her scalp and simply shaved herself completely bald. This way, the lice were finally cleaned out, too.

Her clothes had been drying on the stone slab and were about dry now. After putting on the ragged robe, she found a shady spot to sit and rest, crossing her legs and sensing the spiritual energy within her body.

Su Zhuyi had excellent cultivation aptitude and high talent. Children from prestigious families were fed pills and soaked in medicinal herbs from childhood to nourish their meridians. Around age six, when their meridians stabilized, they could begin cultivating techniques to absorb heaven and earth spiritual energy, widen meridians, improve cultivation, open the consciousness sea, form golden cores, and so on. Everyone understood that cultivation should not start too late or too early—no earlier than six years old, no later than twenty.

Starting too early meant the meridians weren’t fully developed yet. Rashly introducing spiritual energy into immature meridians would damage them. In her previous life, Su Zhuyi had read extensively and found a meridian-moistening technique specifically for use when meridians were still undeveloped in youth. Having caught her breath, she recalled the technique completely, then slowly closed her eyes, relaxed her entire body, and tried to enter the unity of heaven and man meditation posture. Sitting quietly on the bluestone, seeking spiritual energy between heaven and earth, drawing spiritual energy into her body to nourish her meridians…

Usually, she could easily enter meditation upon closing her eyes, but this time…

Her stomach rumbled incessantly. Inside, her stomach felt like a fire was burning, about to burn through her stomach walls.

Having avoided eating for years, she had forgotten what hunger felt like. She had also thought that, as a great figure who had cultivated for a thousand years, why would she need to concern herself with eating and defecating? Who knew this hunger was unbearable—she couldn’t even enter meditation.

Su Zhuyi looked around and found a bitter thistle grass in the stone crevices. This grass contained weak spiritual energy, but because of its bitter taste and the tongue numbness it caused after consumption, many people considered it poisonous grass, so no one picked it. Su Zhuyi pulled up several stalks of grass and slowly chewed and swallowed them, then walked to the small river, staring wide-eyed at the small fish occasionally showing shadows in the water.

After cultivators practiced, they would open their consciousness sea and gradually strengthen their primordial spirit power. Eventually, the primordial spirit could become substantial and attack others.

Those with high cultivation and strong primordial spirits could casually glance at you, press down with primordial spirit pressure like a thunderbolt striking your mind or a mountain pressing on your head, killing directly without moving a hand.

Su Zhuyi called this “staring someone to death.” When she killed those very weak, low-level cultivators before, just one look could take a life.

However, now…

She stared until her eyes ached, but the fish still swam happily in the water.

This made no sense! She had over a thousand years of memories, the Zhuxin Curse truly existed, and though her primordial spirit was indeed weakened, she could still see her dantian consciousness sea existed. How could she not even kill a fish?

Because her body was too weak, if her primordial spirit were too strong, her body definitely couldn’t bear it and would likely cause her to explode and die. Since the Liuguang Mirror brought her back, it naturally wouldn’t let her die directly. Her primordial spirit power must also be sealed, only unlocking step by step as her cultivation improves.

Besides this, Su Zhuyi couldn’t think of any other reason.

She resignedly went to sharpen a pointed tree branch and stood by the water, spearing fish. Fortunately, her years of killing experience remained—her hand-eye coordination wasn’t bad. After practicing for about a quarter hour, she successfully speared a fish. Su Zhuyi was too lazy to cook it over the fire and ate the fish raw. Only after eating her fill did she begin sitting in meditation, circulating the meridian-moistening technique.

Closing her eyes to rest her spirit, comprehending heaven and earth spiritual energy, drawing qi into her body, nourishing her physical meridians…

However, Changning Village was located in the barren northwestern lands. Though it had mountains and water, it had no spiritual veins or spiritual springs. Therefore, despite long meditation, she only drew in the faintest wisps of spiritual energy. After circulating it once, she felt no change at all, but her stomach was hungry again.

Su Zhuyi felt somewhat troubled. If she had been reborn at an older age, it would be much more convenient. Now her body was too weak with no abilities. Wanting to cultivate, she couldn’t find resources. She had a wealth of cultivation techniques, but couldn’t find the slightest resources to support her practice.

She was too weak now—even spearing a fish to eat was tiring.

Changning Village was also barren. The villagers rarely practiced cultivation and were all ordinary mortals. The village chief was Su Qingxun’s father, a servant of the Su family in Yongan Town. Because Su Xiang’s ancestors had performed meritorious service, they were granted the Su surname. Later generations declined, so they were sent to guard Changning Village.

Su Zhuyi had been driven out by the Su family. She was constantly bullied in town, so she avoided people and walked alone, eventually reaching Changning Village. The villagers here also knew her identity and avoided her like the plague. They never gave her even leftover food, and they even set dogs on her to drive her away.

Su Zhuyi sat on the bluestone and sighed. How tough was her life? A small girl child had been tormented like this without dying—no wonder she could wreak havoc in the cultivation world for a thousand years when grown.

The only person in Changning Village who understood some cultivation was Su Xiang, but his little bit of practice barely counted as entry-level. He practiced only the most basic body techniques—just harder fists, a more robust build than ordinary people, and better martial arts skills. Nothing more. If Su Zhuyi wanted to cultivate, staying in Changning Village definitely wouldn’t work. There was too little spiritual energy for any real cultivation.

But if she went to Yongan Town now, she would be driven away. What should she do? Going to other places meant long journeys with too many wild beasts in the forests. With her current abilities, forcing her way through dense forests would be delivering meat…

Before rebirth, she wanted to be reborn. After rebirth…

Su Zhuyi stood up and sighed to the heavens: “Bah, why the hell is life so difficult!”

While cursing, she speared another fish with her wooden stick. After filling her stomach, her thinking became somewhat sharper. Su Zhuyi suddenly thought—since Changning Village was so impoverished and wretched, why had Xueluo Sect cultivators come to this remote mountain corner in the first place?

You must know, among the cultivators who came from Xueluo Sect was an elder with profound cultivation. If they simply wanted to destroy Changning Village and select disciples, there was no need to send an elder. Any random disciple could easily massacre the village.

She supported her chin with her left hand and rubbed her temple with her right, sitting on the bluestone deep in thought. What exactly was near Changning Village? What major events happened in the Xueluo Sect afterward? Too many memories were blurred, like covered in mist. She sat in the center of the fog, unable to see a way out in any direction, appearing somewhat lost.

Xueluo Sect was originally a second-rate sect in the demonic path without many notorious, fierce characters. However, after Su Zhuyi, the Xueluo Sect trained many disciples with high cultivation and ruthless methods. This group later became Xueluo Sect’s new blood, eventually elevating Xueluo Sect into a first-rate sect.

For a sect’s development and growth, cultivation techniques were one thing, but the most important was cultivation resources.

When Su Zhuyi cultivated initially, the Xueluo Sect provided quite abundant resources. But if they always had such capability, they wouldn’t have remained second-rate before. Cultivation resources were originally ordinary, then suddenly increased dramatically. After increasing, they didn’t hoard them but used them all on disciples, training large numbers of Blood Asuras and greatly improving the sect’s strength…

She held the fish spear, absentmindedly poking the ground. Northwestern barren lands, Changning Village…

She suddenly remembered a fragment of unofficial history she had seen before. One section mentioned that five thousand years ago, a ruthless demonic cultivator named Ji Wuxin fell in love with a female disciple from a famous righteous sect. When he abducted her and was discovered, it drew the sect’s mighty ones to surround and intercept him. However, the demonic cultivator’s methods were brilliant. He not only broke through the encirclement but also escaped northwest with that female disciple. From then on, both disappeared without a trace.

Ji Wuxin was a great demon head of that time with many magical treasures and presumably no shortage of spirit stones. Having killed so many people, his storage bags must have been packed full.

That female disciple from the famous righteous sect, being able to draw the sect’s mighty ones into action, definitely had a high status and position. She couldn’t be poor either. If these two died, their remains would certainly be extremely rich.

Could Ji Wuxin be related to the Xueluo Sect? Did Xueluo Sect come to Changning Village and find Ji Wuxin’s remains, causing their sect’s strength to surge afterward?

The more Su Zhuyi thought about it, the more possible it seemed. She decided to first explore Changning Village thoroughly. Perhaps she would discover the old demon’s remains, and then her reign as king would be just around the corner!

At this time, the sky gradually darkened. Su Zhuyi slowly walked from the small river behind the village toward the village. Living at the village’s end was a hunter who kept three or four hunting dogs. He lived there to guard the village against wild beasts from the mountains attacking villagers.

The hunter wasn’t home. Only an old dog was tied up in the fenced yard at his door. Presumably, he had taken the other hunting dogs up the mountain. Su Zhuyi remembered that old dog. Every time she entered or left the village, it would chase and bite her. Later, she found a broken wooden bucket and would hide inside it and slowly move past whenever she passed here. The old dog was quite clever in its age—it never left the fence. As long as she passed the fence, it wouldn’t chase.

In her previous life, besides being called the Heart-Eating Demoness, Su Zhuyi had another nickname: The Dog’s Woe.

She was someone who repaid every grievance. Being severely bitten by dogs as a child, she killed dogs when she grew up. She killed every dog she saw, didn’t spare wolves that looked like dogs, and even badgers suffered under her hand. Back then, there was a small beast-taming sect in the cultivation world. Newly initiated disciples would usually catch a spirit dog to contract as a spirit beast. She found it displeasing and secretly destroyed that entire small sect. When she did this, her reputation wasn’t yet prominent, so when Qin Jianglan came to settle accounts with her, he missed this incident.

She stood outside the fence, restraining her breath and concentrating her spirit. The tiny bit of spiritual energy in her body slowly flowed into the fish spear in her hand. Then she squinted slightly and hurled the fish spear forcefully. The dog kicked its hind legs, didn’t even whimper, and died instantly. Su Zhuyi’s spiritual energy was completely drained, leaving her weak all over. She didn’t even retrieve the fish spear, went around the fence wall into the village, snuck to a neighboring household, and stole two eggs, eating them raw as usual.

Returning to her youth, the first step of revenge: stealing chickens and killing dogs…

While slurping egg white, Su Zhuyi silently despised herself.

Then she thought—if Ji Wuxin escaped to Changning Village, where would he have died?

The villagers of Changning Village all slept early. Now that it was dark, the streets were empty. Su Zhuyi stood at the village entrance, looking out, feeling that everything was gray and misty with no spiritual energy anywhere. It didn’t look like a place where any great treasure was buried.

Demonic path, demonic path…

Since it was a great demon head’s remains, perhaps it required a blood sacrifice to activate, which was why Xueluo Sect massacred the village? Su Zhuyi looked at the crooked-necked tree at the village entrance, feeling quite worried. If it truly was a demonic path inheritance requiring blood sacrifice, Su Zhuyi wouldn’t have any psychological burden. What worried her wasn’t killing people, but how she could massacre the village.

With her current state, killing one dog exhausted all her strength. Still wanting to massacre the village for blood sacrifice in a short time was too difficult, wasn’t it?

All beginnings are difficult—the ancients truly didn’t deceive me!

Chapter 4: Little Monk
Changning Village had large trees at both ends. When Su Zhuyi awakened, the tree had been struck and broken by lightning, but despite such a massive thunderstorm, the crooked-necked old tree at the other end of the village was completely unharmed, still lush and verdant.

That old tree was probably several thousand years old.

After Xueluo Sect massacred the village back then, they set it ablaze. The old tree was also burned to nothing, flames leaping up to the ninth heaven, dyeing the clouds at the horizon crimson red.

Su Zhuyi suddenly remembered that day when Changning Village was ablaze with soaring flames. They, a group of over ten children, were tied together with rope like a string of little quails, hanging stupidly in midair, watching the village where they lived being devoured by great fire, those familiar people struggling and wailing in agony in the firelight, watching that peaceful village transform into a living hell.

Several children were frightened unconscious, and the few who remained awake cried heartbreakingly. The only one who stayed calm without shedding a single tear was Su Zhuyi herself.

She had no feelings for Changning Village.

There was even a trace of joy in her heart, a strange sense of pleasure, like a tingling sensation crawling up her spine from her tailbone, making even the back of her neck feel hot, causing her whole body to tremble—that was the shudder of excitement. So she was born a demon head. Qin Jianglan reciting the Pure Heart Incantation for six hundred years, thinking he could make her reform, was truly wishful thinking.

When young Su Zhuyi faced the village massacre and death, she wasn’t afraid. Instead, she felt satisfaction and excitement. Who told you all to bully me and set dogs on me? Now it’s good—you’re all dead!

“I want to become strong too, as powerful as those people, able to kill whoever I want!”

She was silent and calm, gazing down at that sea of fire with cold eyes, observing that destruction that made blood boil. It was precisely this calmness and coldness that made her stand out among the twelve boys and girls, earning special attention from the Xueluo Sect cultivators.

Now, looking at this crooked-necked old tree again and recalling that scene, Su Zhuyi suddenly remembered certain things she hadn’t cared about as a child, certain things she had forgotten that contained intriguing secrets.

During the village massacre, the fire burned for a day and night, and they, this group of children, were hanged upside down for an entire day. In the end, only she remained conscious. She even received a pill as a reward for this, something the other children knew nothing about. Without that pill, she probably wouldn’t have been able to persist through the subsequent training, not due to insufficient will, but because her body was too frail.

Su Zhuyi remembered that other things in the village burned quickly, but that old tree burned for a very long time. The Xueluo Sect cultivators would occasionally make hand seals and throw things onto the tree. After the tree burned completely, they even set up a barrier beneath it.

She had seen it then but didn’t know what those cultivators were doing. Later, struggling to survive daily, how could she care about how the tree was? If she hadn’t returned a thousand years ago and seen this old tree again, she would never have remembered this detail. But now that she recalled it…

Su Zhuyi walked beneath the old tree and began observing by moonlight.

Because the tree was so ancient, the villagers believed it had a spirit. The tree was wrapped with many red cloth strips, and many incense sticks were inserted beneath it, though now, at night, the incense fires had all died out.

She reached out to pick a leaf, crushed it between her fingers, and brought the crushed leaf fragments to her nose to smell. She detected a faint fresh fragrance with a wisp of spiritual energy within, so refreshing that she took a deep breath.

Changning Village had no spiritual springs or veins. The spiritual energy between heaven and earth here was pitifully scarce, almost negligible. If so, why would these old tree leaves contain spiritual energy? The spiritual energy between heaven and earth remained very thin, even around the old tree. Su Zhuyi looked around, then crouched down to dig a hole with her hands, excavating some wet mud.

The mud had nothing special about it either…

Moonlight was pure as jade, filtering through gaps in the leaves and casting patches of light on the ground. Su Zhuyi grasped a thin root, snapped it off, and carefully sniffed it. Indeed, she sensed spiritual energy. She used her sleeve to clean the broken root section, peeled off the outer bark, and directly ate the inner root.

The spiritual energy in the root was even more concentrated than in the leaves. Though an ordinary tree and not a spirit plant, it already contained spiritual energy equivalent to low-grade medicinal herbs. Su Zhuyi chewed while thinking—where did this spiritual energy come from?

All living things between heaven and earth could cultivate, but the process of plants absorbing heaven and earth spiritual energy for cultivation was much longer, with more restrictions. After all, for long periods, they were rooted in place, unable to move at all. But once they succeeded in cultivation, their strength would certainly not be underestimated.

The old tree was originally mundane, but through fortuitous circumstances absorbed spiritual energy into its body. Long-term spiritual energy nourishment gave it a certain spiritual intelligence, which is why the Xueluo Sect cultivators used secret techniques when burning the tree to destroy the tree spirit.

This great tree had lived for several thousand years. Its roots had spread who knows where. Investigating would be quite difficult for her, but she now had a place to stay temporarily. Staying by the old tree daily to observe, eating tree roots and bark, and cultivating the meridian-moistening technique would surely be much better than wandering around like a headless fly. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi leaned against the tree, pulled off two more leaves, and chewed while thinking. Soon, she had a plan.

The cultivation world had many magical treasures for detecting spiritual energy. The simplest was the spirit-seeking disk, which wasn’t difficult to make—just an iron needle, a lodestone, plus a spirit stone and an array plate. Changning Village definitely couldn’t buy such things since the villagers here were all ordinary people. Once she had some spiritual energy in her body, she could try making a spirit-seeking disk.

A crude spirit-seeking disk wasn’t practical for treasure hunting, but she could use it to detect the concentration of spiritual energy in these tree roots and follow the trail. The closer to the treasure location, the denser the spiritual energy would be. This way, she could determine the approximate location.

If it was Ji Wuxin’s remains—that is, his tomb—he couldn’t possibly have buried himself deep in the earth’s core. When the time came, she could dig some holes and might be able to unearth the grave.

Su Zhuyi’s body was only just over five years old. After being tired all day, leaning against the great tree while thinking, she gradually became drowsy. Her eyelids were too heavy to keep open. As sleepiness overcame her, Su Zhuyi couldn’t hold on anymore. She slowly closed her eyes and soon fell into deep sleep.

When she woke the next day, there were already sounds of commotion around her. Before Su Zhuyi opened her eyes, she sensed the presence of people nearby. Thinking this was bad, she squinted her eyes open a crack, wanting to see where there might be gaps in the encirclement to slip through the crowd and escape. But just as her eyelashes fluttered, she heard a voice say: “She’s awake, she’s awake!”

Since pretending to sleep wouldn’t work, then…

She suddenly opened her eyes, planning to fight her way out through a bloody path, only to find a bowl of white porridge before her. A middle-aged woman wearing an apron held the porridge in her right hand and chopsticks in her left, looking at her with a gentle expression.

Beside the middle-aged woman stood a seven or eight-year-old boy. Seeing her awake, the boy rolled his eyes unhappily and thrust the steamed bun in his hand toward Su Zhuyi, pretending to be fierce as he said, “Here!”

Eh?

Su Zhuyi was stunned. The current situation was very different from her memories. In the past, if villagers discovered her, being beaten was common. Everyone didn’t want her to stay in Changning Village, saying she was unlucky, a jinx who had killed her parents.

But the next moment, she understood.

“Where did this little monk come from? Actually, so hungry that he’s eating tree roots? Didn’t your master teach you how to beg for alms?”

Originally, she had been filthy all over with a dirty black face where you couldn’t even see her natural skin color. Now that she had washed her face and body clean and shaved her head bald, though her clothes were torn, they were clean and neat. At her young age, gender wasn’t distinguishable, so the villagers took her for a little monk and thus offered her a bowl of vegetarian food.

She had been rejected before, actually, because she was someone driven out by the Su family. The villagers of Changning Village were timid and afraid, unwilling and not daring to offend the Su family. They also needed to curry favor with the Su family, so they kicked a lone girl when she was down. But setting aside Su Zhuyi’s identity and the worry about offending the Su family, some people were willing to lend a helping hand.

Qin Jianglan, you see, this is the goodness you spoke of—how hypocritical.

Su Zhuyi sneered inwardly. She couldn’t manage false kindness, so her former self had chosen true evil.

But now, Su Zhuyi licked her lips, smiled sweetly, put her palms together, and said: “Amitabha, many thanks, benefactor.”

Now, she chose white porridge and steamed buns.

“Changning Village has no temple. Where did you come from, monk?” While she was eating the steamed bun, several more youths gathered around. One of them was older, probably around ten years old, wearing coarse clothes with several patches on his pants. He had a thin, long scar on his brow from fighting as a child.

Su Zhuyi had some impression of this youth. He was the last to die, the last youth killed by Su Zhuyi. But this was also over a thousand years ago—Su Zhuyi had long forgotten his name.

“Zhang Enning, this little monk looks quite handsome.” A six or seven-year-old boy nudged the youth with the scarred brow with his elbow. “Since your family is poor and you definitely won’t be able to marry a wife in the future, why not take this little monk home to raise?”

“Pfft…”

Su Zhuyi nearly spat out her mouthful of porridge. Just as she looked up, she saw Zhang Enning punch the boy, directly knocking him to the ground. The boy cried loudly while the youth who had given Su Zhuyi the steamed bun curled his lips and said: “Knowing you can’t beat him but still provoking him every day—are you stupid?”

“Your mother is a fox spirit who specializes in stealing men, so her son is also a bastard…” The youth on the ground cursed while crying. Zhang Enning rushed over and kicked him twice more. At this point, several villagers hurried over to pull them apart, and one of them slapped Zhang Lin hard, swelling half his face.

Seeing this, Su Zhuyi understood why Zhang Enning could persist to the end.

He also had hatred.

But he still had a mother.

There was still a soft place in his heart, so in the end, he died, and Su Zhuyi lived.

“Hey, you still haven’t said where you came from.” The steamed bun youth spoke again.

“Pujue Temple.” After eating and drinking her fill, Su Zhuyi went to the well not far from the tree to fetch some water to wash the bowl clean, planning to return it to the steamed bun youth. But she saw him wave his hand and say, “You don’t even have a begging bowl for alms, so I’ll give you this bowl. Where is Pujue Temple? Is it in Yongan Town? How did you come to Changning Village? Came alone? Oh my!”

“Not in Yongan Town.” Su Zhuyi shook her head. “It’s separated from Yongan Town by a river and several mountains, belonging to Rongcheng territory.” Under the shocked gazes of this group of boys and girls, Su Zhuyi lowered her head and smiled sadly. “I came with my master. We heard the sacred tree here had spiritual power and came specially to pay respects. Who knew that while crossing mountains some days ago, we encountered fierce beasts, and my master was severely injured and passed away.”

Having lived so long, making up stories to deceive children was effortless. While speaking, she could even redden her eyes, making the children sigh with sympathy.

“Don’t be too sad. Our sacred tree is very spiritual—it will bless you.” The steamed bun youth, who had been fierce before, now spoke in a gentler tone. “Though my family isn’t well-off, we can afford a bowl of porridge. If you’re hungry in the future, come find me.”

When he said this, Zhang Enning clearly glanced at the old tree with obvious disdain in his eyes. It seemed that even though this old tree had spiritual intelligence, its cultivation was limited and its influence in Changning Village insufficient.

Speaking of this, the steamed bun youth paused and said through gritted teeth: “But there won’t be steamed buns…” Seeing the little monk look up at him pitifully, he said: “Then, then I’ll share half with you.” He was at the age of growing, and his family only gave him one large white flour steamed bun daily. Having given it to the little monk today, he had none for himself, which was why he had been fierce earlier. But now, seeing this little monk was quite pitiful, he was moved to compassion. Though reluctant, he agreed to share half his rations.

Su Zhuyi pressed her lips together. “Many thanks, benefactor. I can just eat tree roots.”

The youth’s eyebrows shot up. “How can eating tree roots work? The whole steamed bun is yours, all yours—is that okay?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Living again, through a series of coincidences, she was mistaken for a little monk. Her situation wasn’t as difficult as in her previous life. Did this indicate that her future path should also be adjusted?

Thinking of those righteous hypocrites who did evil but could find righteous justifications, killing people while receiving applause, Su Zhuyi’s eyes lit up.

She could be bad in less obvious ways, bad more subtly, wearing the skin of famous righteous sects while doing bad things behind the scenes. Ah, just thinking about it was somewhat exciting!

Chapter 5: The Corpse Rises
“There’s a broken temple at the east end of the village that can be cleaned up for living.” Just after Zhang Enning fought with that foul-mouthed child, it attracted many villagers. Now, seeing the bald Su Zhuyi, a villager kindly pointed out a place for her.

“Changning Village doesn’t accept just anyone. Shouldn’t we investigate his identity first before just letting him live in our village?” A sturdy woman with a broad forehead, small eyes, and thick lips who looked to be in her thirties said, dissatisfied. “Our Changning Village isn’t for any random cat or dog!”

“Such a small little monk—what’s wrong with keeping him? Is he eating your family’s rice?” The speaker was also a woman around thirty. While talking, she rolled her eyes, clearly having some friction with the previous speaker. She now said coldly and sarcastically: “Not an ounce of kindness—no wonder you can’t give birth to a son.”

“What did you say? I’ll tear your mouth apart!” After saying this, the mocked woman immediately went crazy and rushed over to pull her hair. The surrounding villagers either watched the excitement or tried to mediate. The area suddenly became chaotic.

However, with so many people coming over, no one recognized Su Zhuyi’s identity. She sat under the big tree watching in amazement, thinking to herself that this was how ordinary mortals lived.

“Aunt Zhang, Aunt Xu, stop fighting and talk nicely.”

After separating the two women, Aunt Zhang was still muttering: “Since you can’t give birth to a son anyway, why not adopt this little monk and raise him? Maybe doing good deeds will move heaven to let you bear a son.”

Aunt Xu’s eyes turned red with rage, her face looking quite fierce. Being sturdy, she struggled while roaring: “You’re still talking, still talking…”

The three men beside could barely hold her back, and one got scratched across the face by her! Truly fierce!

“Who told you to occupy my family’s land back then and pour manure in my yard? Doing so many bad things deserves retribution!”

“Everyone says less!” A stern voice roared. When this voice sounded, the villagers immediately quieted down and separated left and right, making way for the newcomer.

Su Xiang strode up to Su Zhuyi and looked her up and down.

Su Zhuyi sat cross-legged with palms together, softly reciting a section of the Pure Heart Incantation, then raised her head and said: “Amitabha.”

The only one here who might recognize her was Su Xiang.

But the Pure Heart Incantation Su Zhuyi recited was genuine. Having heard Qin Jianglan recite it for six hundred years, she couldn’t possibly remember it wrong. Now with weak spiritual energy in her body, reciting this incantation also had some effect of concentrating and calming the mind. Even the two women who had just been tearing at each other and cursing truly quieted down.

Su Xiang’s gaze had been extremely stern, but now his expression softened somewhat. “Greetings, little master. Where do you come from and where are you going? Why do you appear in Changning Village?”

Su Zhuyi repeated what she had told the children before, naturally adding some embellishments to make her story seem flawless.

Looking at Su Xiang’s expression, Su Zhuyi felt he should already believe her.

“Little master arrived at Changning last night?” Su Xiang said gravely, “Last night, the hunting dog at hunter Zhang’s house at the village end was killed. Except for the merchant caravan that comes every March, Changning Village rarely has outsiders coming and going. This hunting dog’s death is suspicious, so we need the little master’s cooperation for the investigation.”

After speaking, he turned and raised his arm in a wave. Hunter Zhang led several hunting dogs charging over with killing intent. When those dogs walked up to Su Zhuyi and sniffed around a few times, not only did they not bare their teeth, they wagged their tails and stuck out their tongues at her, appearing very friendly. Seeing this, Su Xiang smiled: “These dogs are usually quite fierce. It seems little master cultivates body and mind, possessing spiritual wisdom roots that even vicious dogs are willing to approach.”

Su Zhuyi smiled faintly and reached out to gently pat the head of the big yellow dog in front of her.

The yellow dog had been happily wagging its tail, but the moment Su Zhuyi’s palm brushed over its head, it suddenly tucked its tail tight, then whimpered twice and lay on the ground, refusing to get up no matter what. Hunter Zhang called twice without success, turned to see the little monk looking innocent and bewildered, and kicked the dog twice in confusion.

“I’ll have someone clean up that room at the east end of the village. Little master can stay there temporarily.” Su Xiang said again.

But Su Zhuyi shook her head: “I heard the sacred tree has spiritual power. My master and I traveled thousands of miles to pay respects. Who knew master would meet with misfortune? These days I plan to chant sutras here, transcending master’s soul and praying for the villagers’ blessings.”

Su Xiang’s expression became serious as he bowed to Su Zhuyi: “Then many thanks to little master.” Just now, he had felt refreshed and clear-headed after hearing that incantation, knowing the little master had some real ability. As a village chief who had been to Yongan Town and seen the world, he knew there were many capable people outside and couldn’t judge only by age. Therefore, his attitude now was quite respectful.

Seeing even the village chief bow, other villagers also bowed to Su Zhuyi. Su Zhuyi was settled in Changning Village. Now, even if she lay under the tree all day, no one would bother her. This made both cultivation and treasure hunting much more convenient.

Su Zhuyi borrowed needles and thread from the steamed bun boy’s family, borrowed a brush and cinnabar from another household, and had villagers help get a lodestone. With almost no effort, she found most of the tools needed for a spirit-seeking disk. The only thing missing was a spirit stone.

Spirit stones were something ordinary mortal families simply didn’t have. The only one in this village should be at the village chief Su Xiang’s house. Back then, Su Qingxun had carried a small piece—her father had taken it out intending to trade it to those cultivators for their lives. Su Zhuyi had some impression of this. This wasn’t like needles, thread, or stones. Getting it wouldn’t be easy. How could she get her hands on the spirit stone?

Su Xiang probably treasured the spirit stone too much to use himself, keeping it as a family heirloom. Sneaking into Su Xiang’s house to steal it wasn’t realistic.

With her current strength, taking it by force was impossible. She could only use wit.

Looking at the brush dipped in cinnabar in her hand, Su Zhuyi grinned wickedly, evil thoughts arising again.

Just yesterday, someone died in Aunt Xu’s family in Changning Village. This Aunt Xu was the one who had been cursed for being black-hearted, doing too many bad things, and unable to bear sons. She indeed wasn’t a good person, usually liked taking advantage of neighbors, and wasn’t filial to her in-laws. Her father-in-law died in the mountains years ago. The one who died now was her mother-in-law, reportedly starved to death because Aunt Xu wouldn’t give her food.

Such family matters—even her husband didn’t care, and others without evidence could only mutter privately that Aunt Xu would face retribution. Since this was the case, Su Zhuyi felt she should follow public sentiment and properly torment her.

If that old woman was truly starved to death, her resentment would certainly be significant.

However, this resentment would normally dissipate naturally between heaven and earth without specific environmental stimulation. But if she added fuel to the fire, that would be another story. Su Zhuyi practiced the demonic path. Within the demonic path was a Corpse Control Sect that specialized in refining corpses. While other sects captured spirit beasts as fighters, the Corpse Control Sect collected corpses—the more violently they died, the better. Refined to the end, living corpses could also cultivate and advance, becoming zombies or drought demons with formidable strength.

Su Zhuyi was quite knowledgeable about this. Though she couldn’t refine corpses now, making a corpse rise was simple. She drew several talismans, went to the graveyard to pick and choose some mud, wrapped it with a pagoda tree leaf, and enclosed it in the talisman paper. Then at night, she secretly went to the room where the corpse lay and stuffed the talisman paper into the old woman’s mouth.

Villagers here held vigils for the deceased, but no one in Aunt Xu’s family kept watch. The old woman’s remains just lay alone on a thin plank. Su Zhuyi could even feel the undispersed resentment in the room. After she stuffed the paper ball in, it would enter the corpse’s belly and dissolve. Ordinary mortals couldn’t discover this abnormality. The paper ball in her stomach would gather resentment, collecting those nearly dissipated grudges back into the body. After the old woman was full, she should get up and exercise her bones.

This old woman had probably suffered greatly in life with extremely deep resentment. When she rose as a corpse, even Su Xiang would have difficulty dealing with her. Then she, this little monk, could come out to chant sutras for transcendence, needing a spirit stone to subdue the zombie…

At that time, no matter how painful it was for Su Xiang, he’d have to give up the spirit stone. Otherwise, could Changning Village remain peaceful? If he went to Yongan Town for help, it would take at least half a month. By the time he made such a trip, everything would be cold.

After finishing all this, Su Zhuyi returned under the old tree, dug up several root sections, peeled and ate them, then cultivated the meridian-moistening technique once to replenish the spiritual energy consumed drawing talismans. Seeing it was still early, she continued cultivating the meridian-moistening technique. Who knows how much time passed when a shrill scream broke the pre-dawn silence. The originally gray village soon had firelight. She opened her eyes to see village chief Su Xiang already dressed and rushing out of his door, running quickly toward where the screams came from.

“It’s Aunt Xu’s house!”

Her neighbor, Aunt Zhang, also threw on clothes and set up a ladder to look over the courtyard wall. Seeing what was happening on the other side, she directly screamed: “A corpse rose! A corpse rose! Old Lady Lu is eating people!”

Her voice was sharp and shrill. This cry practically woke all the villagers in Changning Village.

Torches and lanterns emerged from every household, winding into a fire dragon on the village’s only stone-paved street. Moments later, Su Xiang shouted: “Don’t come over! Get things to block the door—don’t let that zombie break out!”

“Tu Ergou, slaughter your family’s rooster!”

“Get Hunter Zhang over here, kill a black dog, quickly!”

…

Seeing those villagers all looking terrified, Su Zhuyi’s lips curved slightly, a fleeting smile crossing her face.

She looked up at the sky. The moon hadn’t even set yet. She hadn’t expected this old woman’s resentment to be so deeply rising as a corpse in just two hours. From Su Xiang’s appearance, he probably hadn’t gained any advantage, meaning this old woman’s combat ability was considerable. Likely, she had eaten living people after rising as a corpse.

She closed her eyes to rest, planning to make her move later. But unexpectedly, the steamed bun boy had already run over, shouting at her: “Little monk, little monk, a corpse rose over there—go take a look quickly.”

“Can’t you perform transcendence? Go help quickly!”

After speaking, he directly pulled Su Zhuyi forward. Su Zhuyi didn’t resist—she was going over anyway. Being dragged along by him, they soon reached the house where the corpse had risen. Outside the house was already piled with firewood, tables, chairs, and other miscellaneous things, but despite piling so much, the door was still being banged loudly.

“Heavens, what kind of ghostly thing is inside with such strength!” a villager said in terror.

“That Old Lady Lu, could she, could she jump over walls?” After these words fell, someone looked up at the courtyard wall. Immediately, many people scattered like birds, and without people bracing those things, the door was knocked open about a foot wide. Su Xiang quickly pressed against it with force, shouting: “A freshly risen corpse can’t jump yet! Quickly block the door and don’t let it out! When daylight comes and the sun rises, it won’t dare be presumptuous, and then it’ll be much easier to kill!”

Hearing this, the surrounding villagers felt much more at ease and went to brace the door again. However, the zombie inside, probably seeing it couldn’t break through the door, began scratching at the door with its fingernails, making creaking sounds that made scalps tingle. Seeing the several-inch-thick wooden door being clawed with openings and sharp gray fingernails suddenly protruding and stuck in the door cracks, the villagers panicked again.

“Oh no, there’s blood on those fingernails!”

“Don’t panic, wait for daylight!” Su Xiang said calmly. Just then, the steamed bun boy shouted: “Don’t panic, don’t panic, I brought the little master!”

As soon as he finished speaking, the villagers blocking the door spontaneously made way, pushing Su Zhuyi to the front. The zombie behind the door, facing reduced resistance, forcibly stuck an arm out from inside. Its sharp fingernails were over a foot long, nearly scratching Su Zhuyi’s scalp.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Good thing she was short now, or she really would have been scratched by a claw. That would truly be stealing chickens but losing the rice—quite laughable.

She coughed twice, cleared her throat, and frowned: “Resentment soars to heaven. This thing is not easy to deal with.”

Then Su Zhuyi took out a string of red bean prayer beads and fingered them pretentiously: “I’m still young and haven’t formally practiced cultivation. It’s just that these past two years I’ve been influenced by what I’ve seen and heard, watching master exorcise demons and drive away evil, learning some superficial knowledge from him, understanding a few exorcism incantations. I can only try for now.”

Cultivators only began drawing qi into their bodies for formal cultivation after age six. Though Su Xiang was only the lowest level of body-refining cultivator, he knew this much. Therefore, Su Zhuyi couldn’t claim she had already learned any zombie-catching abilities, lest it arouse suspicion.

After speaking, Su Zhuyi muttered incantations. Moments later, the commotion in the house gradually lessened, and the villagers were immediately overjoyed.

After the zombie in the house completely quieted down, Su Zhuyi wiped the sweat from her forehead: “I don’t know how effective it is either. When daylight comes and the sun rises, send a few strong villagers in to look.”

“Good.” Su Xiang agreed. He and several sturdy villagers guarded the door, waiting for daylight. Su Zhuyi sat cross-legged on a wooden table chanting sutras, but what she recited wasn’t any calming incantation but rather a yin-gathering spell.

These villagers under Su Xiang’s command could be said to be panicked but not disordered. Now they had black dogs and roosters, even chopping down several branches from the old tree. Using sacred wood to beat ghosts was quite effective. When the sun came up later, the old woman’s newly formed living corpse would probably be subdued by the villagers, and then burning her with fire would make all efforts futile.

Since she had done it, she must succeed. She had to get that spirit stone no matter what. Taking out a talisman paper from her sleeve and crushing it, Su Zhuyi again began reciting the yin-gathering spell.

“Why do I feel a bit chilly?” a middle-aged man said.

“Me too. So frightening that a corpse would rise. Are all the living people inside gone? If any were still alive, how could there be no sound at all?”

“Definitely dead. It’s also retribution—who told them to treat the old woman like that when she was alive!”

“Bitten to death alive—just thinking about it is chilling. How could it not feel cold…”

The remaining villagers chatted in low voices to relieve tension, and time passed bit by bit.

Soon, the sky gradually lightened with fish-belly white. After a while longer, the sun finally emerged from beyond the mountains. That warm sunlight finally dispelled the cold, shining warmly on people’s bodies.

“I’ve never found the sun so pleasing before,” a villager said.

Su Zhuyi also nodded: “With the sun out, this zombie is much weaker. Fearing sunlight, it should have already left the courtyard and hidden somewhere shady. I wonder if this household has any cellars or the like. Is their house sealed? Are there any shady places connected to other families?”

Earlier there had been human presence outside, so it attracted the zombie to stay by the door. But now fearing light, it would definitely hide and might flee to other places. If it was only separated from someone’s house by a fence gate, that would be dangerous…

After Su Zhuyi spoke, a man’s face turned pale: “I, I, my house—our house’s back wall collapsed and hasn’t been repaired yet! There’s a big tree in my yard that provides shade!” The more he thought, the more afraid he became. He directly grabbed a smaller, thinner man beside him: “Quickly go tell my family to come out immediately, don’t go where the sun can’t reach. Let’s not delay—quickly go catch the zombie!”

Su Xiang looked up at the sky and said sternly: “Good, let’s go!”

This time, Su Zhuyi didn’t walk at the front. Everyone thought the zombie would hide away, fearing light. However, Su Zhuyi knew it was still standing behind the door.

With its heavy natural resentment aided by her help, after rising and eating living people, it was no longer the lowest-level small zombie. The yin-gathering array above had concentrated yin energy to minimize sunlight damage. At most, it felt slightly uncomfortable, but I had no fear whatsoever.

The moment the door broke open, a gray-blue face suddenly appeared, followed immediately by long ghostly claws scratching out, leaving a deep, bloody mark on the face of the frontmost villager. He covered his face in agonized wails while nearby villagers had already scattered in all directions. Only Su Xiang roared angrily and began fighting with the living corpse.

Hunter Zhang fetched the dog’s blood and directly splashed a basin of it on the living corpse. The corpse’s body stiffened slightly. Everyone was delighted, thinking the dog’s blood was effective, but unexpectedly, the next moment, she bared her teeth and quickly moved to Hunter Zhang’s side, clawing through his chest with one strike…

Tsk tsk, so much blood. Su Zhuyi squinted slightly, seeming unable to bear watching.

Chapter 6: Advanced
After the fierce battle, Su Xiang was also wounded. He endured the pain and asked, “Little master, why is this living corpse so formidable? Is there still a way to defeat it?”

Turning to look at the young monk, he saw the boy’s face pale with terror, only knowing to close his eyes and chant incantations, his body trembling violently. Su Xiang’s eyes darkened, and he shouted to the villagers who dared not approach: “Quick, I’ll hold him off. All of you go chop branches from the sacred tree, set a fire, and burn this whole place down!”

This courtyard wasn’t enclosed, so setting fire to the house wasn’t practical. If the flames forced Old Lady Lu into desperation and she truly flew or crashed into the wall, it would be difficult to control. That’s why they hadn’t chosen fire attack initially, but now, with the situation urgent, this was the only method Su Xiang could think of.

In Changning Village, only he could engage this living corpse in combat. If he couldn’t stop this zombie, his wife and children would also suffer…

Therefore, this task of restraining the living corpse could only be completed by him! Today, he feared he would perish together with Old Lady Lu.

Su Xiang’s shoulder had been clawed with a deep gash. He roared sternly: “Hurry up and go, get everyone in the village to help!”

This angry shout exploded like muffled thunder, causing even the terrified young monk to react. Su Zhuyi suddenly said, “Master once left me a magic treasure that can deal with these malevolent creatures, but without spirit stones, it’s been useless, so I nearly forgot about it.”

As soon as she spoke, Su Xiang’s eyes immediately brightened considerably. He quickly added, “Hurry, have Yun Niang and Qingxun bring the spirit stones from home!”

Most of the village men had gone to chop the sacred tree, while some remained to establish a defensive line not far from Auntie Xu’s courtyard. Some village women had also gone to chop trees, while the remaining few kept the village children restrained at a distance. They worried for their husbands’ safety but dared not approach, only watching from afar.

At this moment, Su Qingxun had long since come out. She wanted to go find her father, but was held tightly by her mother and others, crying with tears streaming down her face.

She heard Su Xiang’s angry roar and without waiting for anyone’s instructions, immediately ran back home. Her mother Yun Niang chased after her, directly grabbing Su Qingxun and holding her in her arms, racing home at full speed.

Yun Niang had no cultivation aptitude and knew where the spirit stones were hidden, but couldn’t open the container. Su Qingxun, however, knew the method to unlock it – it was a little secret between father and daughter.

Returning home, Su Qingxun carefully brought out the small box containing the spirit stones and opened it. After the box was opened, Yun Niang gripped it in her hands. “I’ll deliver it, you follow behind and don’t run around!”

To save time, Yun Niang didn’t carry Su Qingxun while running. She passed through the villagers’ defensive line and rushed to Su Zhuyi’s side, handing her the box. “Little master, is this enough?”

As she spoke, she nervously peered through the door crack into the courtyard. Seeing Su Xiang covered in blood, Yun Niang’s knees instantly went weak, and she collapsed to the ground. “Little master, please save him!”

Su Zhuyi looked at the three spirit stones in the box, directly took them out and held them in her hand, then brought out a broken iron plate she had prepared earlier. A bit of spiritual energy overflowed from her palm, making the iron plate appear to glow.

She muttered some incantations under her breath, then her entire body was enveloped in a layer of radiant light. Like an arrow released from a bow, she charged into the room and hurled the iron plate at Old Lady Lu, shouting: “Demoness, die!”

This phrase was what those righteous path cultivators shouted most often when pursuing her. Having heard it so much, she unconsciously said it, and after speaking, she was rather amused. The difference between this demoness and that demoness was more than just a little bit.

This Old Lady Lu was a corpse she had stimulated with talismans and secret techniques – the simplest corpse control art. In other words, she was Old Lady Lu’s master now. After this performance, having obtained what she wanted, this little zombie Old Lady Lu would naturally retire successfully. She didn’t plan to keep this zombie as a henchman – first, she feared leaving traces, and second, this zombie was too old and had starved to death. Not only was she frail with no cultivation aptitude, but while she looked fierce now, advancement would be difficult. She could deal with these villagers, but would be useless against cultivators in the future.

Old Lady Lu’s body froze, neither dodging nor evading. The iron plate struck her head directly, creating a large gash, but not a drop of blood was visible.

Seeing that the magic tool was effective, Su Xiang finally breathed a sigh of relief. His whole body was wounded, and he was already exhausted.

Su Zhuyi theatrically took an old tree branch and whipped Old Lady Lu a few times. “Master’s magic tool is truly useful!” Her face showed surprise as she continued: “Living corpses are best burned. Everyone, pile up the sacred tree branches you just chopped and burn Old Lady Lu!”

Outside, the firewood pile was already set up, and villagers had brought pig oil to pour directly on the branches. Seeing that Old Lady Lu was no longer moving and the village chief was covered in blood, some bolder villagers dared to approach, carried Old Lady Lu to the woodpile, then someone threw a torch in. With a whoosh, flames leaped up.

In the firelight, Old Lady Lu made gasping sounds, appearing extremely pained but unable to rush out of the fire.

Su Zhuyi had obtained the spirit stones and was now blooming with joy. As for the dead and wounded, what did that have to do with her? They’d all die in a couple years anyway – dying early meant early reincarnation.

Seeing the matter completed, Su Zhuyi planned to find a place to finish the magic treasure, then follow the spiritual energy to search and see if she could dig up Ji Wuxin’s relics.

She flicked her sleeves and turned to leave – mission accomplished, time to depart, hiding her achievements and fame.

However, at this moment, Su Zhuyi felt something was wrong with the sunlight overhead. The Yin-gathering array had long since dispersed, so why had the light suddenly dimmed considerably?

Looking up, Su Zhuyi’s face immediately filled with horror.

“Solar eclipse!”

How could a solar eclipse appear at this time?

Su Zhuyi and Old Lady Lu had a master-servant relationship, with spiritual energy as the connecting thread. She used spiritual energy suppression to drive the spiritual talisman in Old Lady Lu’s belly, making her unable to resist. Even being burned painfully and struggling, she hadn’t used full force to break out of the fire.

However, the moment the solar eclipse appeared, the spiritual energy thread snapped.

Like a bang exploding inside Su Zhuyi’s body, the next moment, she spat out a mouthful of fresh blood.

During a solar eclipse, Old Lady Lu’s inherent resentment was heavy, and with Su Zhuyi’s added inflammatory stimulation, now encountering the solar eclipse, this freshly baked living corpse would instantly increase in power, enough to backlash against her master.

Damn it, how could it be such coincidence! Fortunately, the sacred tree flames were quite powerful. Although Old Lady Lu had gone mad and turned against her master, she couldn’t get out immediately. She roared in the flames, her cries sharp and piercing, causing the villagers who had just relaxed slightly to panic again!

“Heavens, the sun is being eaten!”

“Grievances have their source and debts their owner – Old Lady Lu, just kill Auntie Xu and your unfilial son, don’t trouble us!”

“None of us harmed you!”

Though no one in the village had directly harmed her, they had minded their own business, clearly knowing Auntie Xu treated her poorly but not interfering much because Auntie Xu was a fierce shrew. But now, everyone felt they were innocent, praying for Old Lady Lu not to kill indiscriminately.

Su Zhuyi suffered backlash, her internal organs feeling displaced. She was the type to run immediately when things went wrong, and was already heading toward the old tree at the village entrance. However, with her current weak body and short legs, she hadn’t run far when she heard countless screams behind her: “Old Lady Lu has come out, she’s out…”

Without looking back, Su Zhuyi felt a strong wind attacking. She immediately dropped to the ground and rolled, nimbly getting up to see deep furrows clawed into the ground. Old Lady Lu was hanging from a nearby house eave, staring at her with a pair of blood-red eyes.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

“Unlucky! Old zombie, you could bite anyone else, why did you have to repay kindness with enmity and target me?” Logically, this type of zombie, after advancing, would hunt nearby prey, no longer caring about its masters. After losing connection, she wouldn’t remember who her original master was. Having just advanced, urgently needing blood food, all behavior was dominated by bodily instinct, only knowing to eat people.

Seeing Old Lady Lu slowly pulling the iron plate off her head, Su Zhuyi could only curse: “Damn it, this creature still holds grudges!”

The current Old Lady Lu could already fly short distances. Seeing her red eyes and agile movement as she clung to the wall, Su Zhuyi knew Old Lady Lu had become a jumping corpse.

This was truly lifting a rock to smash her foot!

Chapter 7: My Teeth Hurt
She had just obtained three spirit stones.

Su Zhuyi didn’t hesitate to grip the spirit stones in her hand, directly intending to crush them to absorb the spiritual energy within. Her gaze was locked tightly on the jumping corpse on the eaves. She held the old tree branch in her left hand and clutched the spirit stone in her right, gently squeezing.

It didn’t break…

Her hand hurt from the pressure.

Cultivators could directly absorb spiritual energy from spirit stones for cultivation, so spirit stones had always been highly valuable. But spirit stones varied in quality, and the three pieces hidden in Su Xiang’s home were the lowest grade inferior spirit stones that the former demoness Su Zhuyi wouldn’t even bother to glance at. Spirit stones were very hard, but anyone who could use spirit stones would already be a cultivator and wouldn’t be unable to crush a mere stone. The original Su Zhuyi could split mountains and crack stones with ease – her pair of soul-stealing eyes and exquisite golden web were renowned throughout the cultivation world. Now she couldn’t even break a spirit stone…

She had very little spiritual energy left in her body. Seeing the jumping corpse pouncing down again, Su Zhuyi grabbed several old tree leaves and stuffed them in her mouth, gathering all her meager spiritual energy in her teeth, then grabbed the spirit stone and bit down with all her strength.

The spirit stone cracked open.

Her front tooth also broke.

The jumping corpse’s claw still caught her shoulder, nearly slicing off her arm like a radish.

As spiritual energy entered her body, Su Zhuyi endured the pain and circulated her cultivation technique. Spiritual energy overflowed from her palm. When the jumping corpse attacked again, she crouched down, passed through the corpse’s legs, then struck its buttocks with her palm. This was the most powerful Blazing Palm she could currently execute. With this strike, the jumping corpse howled in pain, turned its head stiffly to glance at Su Zhuyi, then changed direction and charged toward other villagers.

It had already gained some intelligence. Seeing that Su Zhuyi was a tough bone to chew, it immediately switched targets. Once it fed on other blood, its strength would continue to increase! Then, dealing with Su Zhuyi would be much easier.

With Su Zhuyi’s current tiny size, how could she outrun a jumping corpse if she tried to flee?

Therefore, she could only take advantage of the jumping corpse’s incomplete advancement to eliminate it and prevent future troubles!

Seeing the jumping corpse charging toward a child who had fallen on the ground, Su Zhuyi flipped her wrist, injecting some spiritual energy into green leaves, making them instantly hard as iron and stone. She shot them out as hidden weapons – whoosh, whoosh – creating several green streaks of light in the air, blocking the jumping corpse for an instant!

Then Su Zhuyi looked around, grabbed a hoe that a villager had brought over, bit her tongue tip, and spat out fresh blood onto the hoe. She drew talismans in the void, causing three red lines to circle behind the jumping corpse of Old Lady Lu. After completing all this, her face was pale and her whole body weak, but she still hefted the hoe and charged forward with huffing and puffing!

The originally black, ordinary iron hoe became bright and gleaming after her fresh blood was sprayed on it, as if it had gained spirituality.

Su Zhuyi struck the jumping corpse with the hoe. The corpse’s body no longer bled, but after being struck by the hoe, black blood flowed from its seven orifices, looking extremely terrifying. Some villagers had originally been desperate enough to protect their relatives and wanted to help, but seeing Old Lady Lu’s face covered in black blood, they retreated repeatedly, not daring to approach anymore.

Only one person came forward to drag away the frightened child.

Su Zhuyi’s hoe was still embedded in the jumping corpse. The moment she struck, she felt something was wrong. The jumping corpse’s strength was even greater than she had imagined. She had already used her innate secret technique and been forced to refine the ground hoe as her natal magic weapon in desperation, yet dealing with the jumping corpse was still difficult!

The jumping corpse suddenly grabbed the hoe with both hands, lifting Su Zhuyi into the air, then violently swung her toward the wall. Su Zhuyi could either let go and fall to the ground or be smashed against the wall. However, this hoe was now her natal magic weapon – if it was destroyed by hitting the wall, she would also be doomed. Therefore, she didn’t let go. Just before hitting the wall, she kicked hard with her legs…

Using the rebound force to fly backward, she also pulled out the hoe, but her leg was broken. Seeing the jumping corpse continue approaching, her legs trembled, and she couldn’t even stand up.

Su Zhuyi never placed her hopes for survival on others. Though her leg was broken, she gritted her teeth and stood up, dragging the hoe across her body again. She circulated her cultivation technique, mobilizing her last spiritual energy to fight the jumping corpse to the death. At this moment, her entire being seemed to glow.

But just then, a voice called out: “Old thing, look here!”

What use was such luring! Su Zhuyi also heard the voice, but she knew it was useless and sneered coldly in her heart.

Jumping corpses wouldn’t be affected by external sounds – only blood could attract them. But the next moment, she widened her eyes in surprise, discovering the jumping corpse actually charged toward the direction of the shouting voice. The one calling out was the steamed bun boy, shouting while trembling, shaking like a sieve.

The jumping corpse was extremely fast, reaching the steamed bun boy in the blink of an eye. But just as it rushed over, white stuff scattered from the bamboo basket overhead, falling on the living corpse and instantly producing black smoke.

Glutinous rice!

They were scattering glutinous rice!

At the same time, the scarred boy Zhang Enning threw everything in his hands, hurling it all at the jumping corpse. While throwing, he shouted at the steamed bun boy beside him: “I told you to piss earlier and you wouldn’t, now you’re pissing your pants!”

Glutinous rice plus child’s urine – no, just these two things definitely wouldn’t have such an effect. But Su Zhuyi couldn’t spare time to analyze this now. She took advantage of the living corpse being trapped, endured the pain, and ran over to strike it with another hoe blow, directly knocking the jumping corpse to the ground, then continued smashing many more times until the corpse’s head was pulverized.

She had once killed people, like cutting grass, completely unaffected by this bit of gore. After finishing the smashing, she saw that the steamed bun boy had not only wet his pants but also soiled himself, and even Zhang Enning was crouched aside vomiting his guts out.

Su Zhuyi wiped her face and said, “If you don’t smash the living corpse’s head, it will rise again. Now it’s fine, but it still needs to be burned.”

After speaking, her body went limp. Even using the hoe to support herself, she couldn’t stand steady and collapsed directly to the ground. Then her vision went black, and she knew nothing more.

…

Su Zhuyi woke up from hunger.

When she awakened, she found herself lying on a bed covered with a quilt. The quilt had a faint pleasant fragrance and a strangely nostalgic soapberry scent. Just from the smell, she knew where this was.

When she was small, Su Qingxun had helped chase away dogs for her.

Later, because the family adults forbade it, Su Qingxun never acknowledged Su Zhuyi when people were around. However, she would sometimes secretly run to the small river outside the village, leaving a piece of candy or half a cake where Su Zhuyi often stayed.

Su Qingxun’s mother was called Yun Niang, a very diligent person. Although Su Qingxun didn’t have many new clothes, she always dressed cleanly every day, her clothes carrying a soapberry fragrance. The Su Zhuyi of that time was both familiar with and longing for this scent. Even long after Su Qingxun had left, she could still smell this fragrance by the river. Every time she caught this scent, she would be especially happy, because it meant she had good things to eat.

Back then, only Su Qingxun had helped her. She remembered all the other children throwing stones at her.

So she had been given the chance to escape to Su Qingxun. So even after achieving success in the demonic path, she had been merciful to Su Qingxun.

Unfortunately, in the end, she still killed her.

Su Zhuyi lay on the bed for a moment before struggling to sit up. After sitting up, she found her leg had been splinted and bandaged, and wasn’t very painful anymore. Her clothes hadn’t been changed, but the remaining spirit stone she had hidden in her torn pocket was gone.

Su Zhuyi felt around everywhere – nothing!

She was instantly shocked. Had she exhausted herself half to death for so long only to end up with nothing?

A nameless fire instantly flared up. Su Zhuyi threw off the quilt and was about to get out of bed when she saw Su Qingxun’s mother pushing open the door. She was holding a stack of things – a set of new clothes with a spirit stone placed on top. Seeing these, Su Zhuyi finally calmed down slightly. She had been ready to commit murder just now.

“Little master, you’re awake? Are you hungry?” Yun Niang asked with a smile. “You’ve been unconscious for four days. We treated your leg injury and originally planned to change you into clean clothes, but your hands were tightly clasped to your chest, and that hoe stood in the air guarding you, seeming to dislike our touch, so we didn’t change you.”

Speaking of the hoe, Su Zhuyi finally noticed her natal magic weapon lying at the foot of the bed. Her mouth twitched, and her heart bled.

Back then, her natal magic weapon was the Exquisite Golden Web, one of the finest magical instruments in the cultivation world. The golden threads in the center were refined from dragon whiskers, and the other golden threads were extremely precious, exquisite silkworm silk. The threads were incredibly sharp, cutting through iron like mud. With one cast of the net, she could capture whoever she wanted or kill people by shredding them into pieces suitable for making meatballs – its power was tremendous.

Now her natal magic weapon had become a hoe, the most common kind used by farmers. However, the situation had been critical then, and there was nothing suitable around her – just hoes, rakes, and sickles that the villagers had brought over. She had no choice but to pick the best from the worst options and grab the hoe. Regretting it now was useless.

Natal magic weapons could be changed, but changing them was very complicated. Not only did it require many precious medicinal materials, but you also needed a master to protect you during the process, otherwise, it would damage your primordial spirit. Generally speaking, cultivators chose their natal magic weapons very carefully, because many people couldn’t gather the materials needed to change their natal magic weapon in their entire lifetime, let alone find a master to protect them.

With a thought, the hoe flew to her bedside, nodding and bowing like a person bowing.

At least it wasn’t a rake, or she would have nowhere to cry…

Su Zhuyi didn’t want to look anymore. With a wave of her hand, the hoe fell to the ground and even smashed a hole in the floor.

Yun Niang was startled, fearing the hoe might go crazy. She approached holding the clothes and said nervously, “These are new clothes borrowed from another family. Little master, your clothes are dirty and torn – please change into a new set.” She took out some other things. “These all fell from your pocket when we carried you over. I put them here together. Please change clothes and check your belongings first. I’ll have Qingxun bring over porridge and vegetarian dishes.”

“Good.” Su Zhuyi nodded.

The spirit stone was still there. Su Xiang hadn’t shamelessly taken it back, so everything was negotiable.

Chapter 8: Lesser Triple Yang
After Yun Niang put down the items and left, Su Zhuyi changed her clothes.

Putting on the upper garments was simple; the pants were slightly more troublesome, but she had only broken one leg, and with it properly splinted, it didn’t hurt much, so she didn’t struggle too much. Back when she first entered the Xueluo Sect, severe beatings and injuries were commonplace – this little wound was nothing.

She limped to the dressing table by the bed and looked at herself in the bronze mirror, finding her complexion was still decent. After being unconscious for several days, she had even gotten a bit paler, though there were several azure blood vessels visible under her eyes, showing she was still physically weak.

Her hair had grown a little longer and had a faint azure tint, looking rather fluffy.

Su Zhuyi grinned, then her smile immediately froze.

Her upper row of teeth had two black holes – her front teeth were gone? Remembering how she had bitten the spirit stone and broken her front teeth, Su Zhuyi felt speechless. She pressed her lips tightly together, determined to speak as little as possible in the future. After looking in the mirror, Su Zhuyi put away the spirit stone properly, collected the other small odds and ends from her pocket, and then sat down to wait for food. Soon Yun Niang and Su Qingxun brought over the meal. She drank three bowls of porridge and ate two plates of vegetables, stuffing her belly round before finally feeling comfortable.

Too bad there was no meat – how stingy.

Then, remembering her current identity as a young monk, Su Zhuyi sighed and got up, planning to return to her nest.

“Where is little master going?”

Su Zhuyi: “Tree!”

Oh, Su Qingxun understood. “Little master, are you going back to live under the sacred tree? Why don’t you stay at our house? Your leg isn’t healed yet.” She blinked her watery, big eyes with an innocent expression.

“Salvation.” Su Zhuyi said again, barely moving her lips when speaking, making her voice sound somewhat unclear.

Before Su Qingxun could speak, Yun Niang’s face changed. “That’s proper, that’s proper. This cannot be delayed.” Although Old Lady Lu had been burned, several people in the village had died. Fearing more corpse transformations, all the bodies had been directly burned without any funeral rites. Now that the little master said he would perform salvation rites, Yun Niang naturally wouldn’t object.

“Little master, you’re so kind,” Su Qingxun said sweetly.

Su Zhuyi didn’t respond, maintaining an air of profound mystery as she limped out the door. When she reached the old tree, she discovered a wooden house had been built beneath it. The style was like the village’s earth god temple, only larger than those small temples, able to shelter from wind and rain and house people.

She had been unconscious for four days. In those four days, the villagers had already built a small temple under the old tree. The incense and candles originally stuck at the base of the tree were now all lit in front of the small temple. What were these people planning?

Su Zhuyi slowly walked over. The busy villagers immediately stopped their work when they saw her, bowing and paying respects. After the village chief, Su Xiang, performed his salute, he said: “Little master, Changning Village will forever remember your great kindness and virtue. Everyone wants to build you a longevity temple, praying you achieve the great dao of immortality.” As he spoke, the other villagers nodded repeatedly, though some lowered their heads, looking somewhat uncomfortable.

That day, facing the zombie Old Lady Lu, a group of adults had all fled, while it was the young monk, who had only been in the village a few days, who fought desperately to protect the village. If the little monk had easily subdued Old Lady Lu with magic weapons, that would be one thing, but he was so severely injured, covered in blood, yet still wielded a hoe taller than himself to battle the zombie – such heroic spirit was beyond what a group of adults could match.

They heard the little master had only just begun cultivation, having learned merely the basics from his old master. Proposing to build this temple, everyone first wanted peace of mind, but second, they hoped the little master’s future cultivation would go more smoothly, so that he could achieve immortality and have the power to protect the region.

These people planned to build her a temple? Su Zhuyi was somewhat stunned when she first heard this news.

Ordinary mortals held cultivators in great reverence.

Many of them thought cultivators were immortals, though they were nowhere close – just skilled individuals who had absorbed some spiritual energy from heaven and earth and learned some magic arts. They weren’t gods at all, but mortals didn’t think this way. They placed their hopes for things they couldn’t do themselves on so-called immortals, wanting to change their fate without effort, expecting these supposed immortals to show great mercy. In reality, the cultivation path was difficult, everyone could barely take care of themselves, let alone manage others.

However, there were indeed two people quite famous among ordinary mortals in those days. Almost every household enshrined their longevity tablets, hoping for their protection and praying for their blessings.

One was Qin Jianglan. In his youth, he traveled the four directions, subduing demons and monsters. He had great prestige among mortals, who revered him as the Linjiang Immortal. Some women remained unmarried for life, burning incense and praying for him.

The other was a female cultivator named Luo Ying. She became famous even earlier than Qin Jianglan, and died quite early, too.

The righteous cultivation world was led by the Yunxiao Sect, under which were four major cultivation sects: Dong Fushang Sect in the east, Gujian Sect in the west, Xundao Sect in the south, and Danhe Sect in the north. Luo Ying was a sword cultivator from the Gujian Sect. In her youth, she was physically weak and followed a reclusive elder of the Gujian Sect in bitter cultivation in the mountains. After five hundred years, when the elder passed away, she finally emerged from seclusion. In those five hundred years, she had comprehended most of the Gujian Sect’s cultivation manuals and had mastered the eighth level of the Gujian Sect’s Tianxuan Nine Swords technique. Her cultivation was unfathomably deep.

At the sect competitions, Luo Ying dominated all opponents. The sect master thought that since she was so capable, understood all the cultivation texts, and had such high cultivation, and the sect had just taken in a group of new disciples, he had her select a few to teach carefully.

She only chose one youth named Qinghe, teaching him with care and protection. Three hundred years later, she had trained a person of stunning talent, who became as famous as Qin Jianglan of the same era – they were called the River and Dragon Wanderers, their swords like startled swans. But one day, that fellow suddenly stole Gujian Sect’s sect-protecting treasure, the Sword Heart Stone, and fled, betraying his sect to join the demonic path. He killed, burned, raped and pillaged without limit, his evil reputation spreading far. If he were still alive, even Su Zhuyi, the later Heart-Eating Demoness, would still rank below him.

Because she had trained such an evil demon, Luo Ying descended the mountain to cultivate in the world. She acted as a righteous hero, subduing demons and monsters, saving countless cultivators and mortals. Many people enshrined her portrait, establishing longevity tablets and golden statues for her, hoping Luo Ying would keep them safe.

Su Zhuyi had once destroyed a small sect that liked making contracts with spirit dogs. That sect had only about a hundred people total, built on a mountain peak, occupying a spiritual spring on the mountain, and raising over a hundred dogs. At the foot of the mountain was a small village with dozens of households. Fearing she’d leave traces, she slaughtered them all as well. While killing, she saw a portrait in the main room of one household, with incense still burning before it…

They were worshipping Luo Ying.

White robes like snow, temperament cold and pure like a lonely moon in mountain ravines.

But at that time, Luo Ying had already been dead for nearly a hundred years.

So what use was worshipping them? They couldn’t even save their own lives, let alone strangers.

Su Zhuyi looked at Su Xiang and shook her head. She wanted to say something profound to decline, but just as she opened her mouth, she remembered her gap-toothed situation. She closed her mouth again, only humming: “No need.”

“This is a small token of our entire village’s sentiment. Little master absolutely cannot refuse,” Su Xiang said again.

Seeing their insistence, Su Zhuyi was too lazy to say more. She planned to go back and sit under the big tree, but when she approached, she saw her original stool was gone. A villager nearby quickly explained: “We moved everything into the house. Though it’s a bit small, it’s been cleaned very neatly inside, and can shelter from wind and rain. Little master, since you want to perform salvation rites here, we really couldn’t bear to see you sleeping rough outdoors.”

Su Zhuyi glanced at the small temple, thought about it, and slowly entered the house. It was quite small inside – after placing a bed and chair, there wasn’t much space left, but it was certainly more comfortable than sleeping on straw mats. She lowered the curtain at the door, sat directly on the bed, then took out materials for making the spirit-seeking plate and arranged them on the table, beginning to draw talismans with cinnabar.

Even with the noise outside, she could instantly calm her mind and focus single-mindedly.

This skill was trained originally. In her youth when her power was weak, the Xueluo Sect’s training was particularly harsh. When learning things, all disciples studied together with fierce beasts eyeing them menacingly nearby, occasionally roaring. Those who learned first got rewards, those who couldn’t learn within the time limit were fed directly to the beasts. After such a period, no matter how noisy the surroundings, she could quickly enter a selfless state, focusing only on the task at hand and ignoring everything else.

Just as she finished the second talisman, Su Zhuyi’s spirit relaxed slightly. As she was about to take out the third one, she heard a voice nearby: “What’s wrong with little master? We’ve been calling for ages with no response!”

A hand carefully reached over, chubby fingers approaching her forehead. Just then, Su Zhuyi suddenly turned her head, asking with a face full of killing intent: “What are you doing?”

The steamed bun boy was so frightened he fell on his bottom, sitting dazed for a moment before standing up, clutching his chest: “You scared me to death.” Then he looked at the bag in his hand and said happily: “Good thing the steamed buns didn’t fall.”

He stood up and pulled out four steamed buns, arranging them one by one on the table. “Little master, these are the steamed buns from these past few days.” Then he reached back and took out two white eggs to place beside them. “Thank you for saving our entire village.”

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi was too lazy to speak. She glanced at the steamed buns on the table, then looked sideways at the door curtain, indicating they should leave and not disturb her talisman drawing.

Who knew the steamed bun boy would pull Zhang Enning beside him over: “Little master is looking at you, quickly give your thanks.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She was looking at the door curtain, not Zhang Enning. What kind of eyesight was this? What comprehension ability!

The youth Zhang Enning, who was pulled over, walked closer. He pressed his lips together and said: “Thank you, little master. But without our help, you alone couldn’t have dealt with Old Lady Lu either.”

That was true. At the time, Su Zhuyi had no time to think much, but now, seeing these two children, she asked: “You used glutinous rice and child’s urine – what else did you use, and where did you learn it?” She hadn’t paid attention to how these two children attracted Old Lady Lu’s attention. If there were a hidden expert in this village who understood such things, she’d be quite worried about being exposed. At least she couldn’t be exposed now.

“Hahahahaha…”

“Hahahaha…” The steamed bun boy burst into laughter. “Little master, no wonder you just hum and don’t talk – you’re missing your front teeth! Your speech whistles through the gaps, doesn’t it?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She didn’t like little brats.

But then Zhang Enning pushed the laughing steamed bun boy: “Used his blood.”

Hearing Zhang Enning’s words, Su Zhuyi finally turned slightly to examine the steamed bun boy carefully. She frowned and asked: “Born at noon on the summer solstice under a full moon?”

Zhang Enning nodded: “Six years ago, when he was born, it happened to be the summer solstice, with a full moon, at noon.”

The summer solstice had the strongest yang energy of the year, and noon had the strongest yang energy of the day. If that day also had a full moon, it was the legendary Triple Yang Convergence. Male children born at that time all had excellent cultivation aptitude, with pure righteous energy and solar essence concentrated in their bodies. Legend said even their blood had demon-repelling properties.

Qin Jianglan was a Greater Triple Yang.

Who would have thought that in this barren northwestern land of Changning Village, she could encounter a Lesser Triple Yang? If Steamed Bun went to cultivate, he’d be a great figure. But she had never heard of such a person originally. A genius youth with such aptitude – did he die by her hand?

“Hey, Steamed Bun, you’re so amazing.” Su Zhuyi beckoned: “Come here, let me take a look.”

“I’m not called Steamed Bun! I have a name!” he said huffily. “I’m called Qin Chuan.”

Qin Chuan? Still no impression…

But to share a surname with Qin Jianglan – what a wonderful coincidence.

After Steamed Bun came over, Su Zhuyi grasped his hand. Her own aptitude and bone structure were quite good, but still somewhat inferior to Qin Jianglan’s. Later, she had discovered a fragmentary technique called the Wedding Dress Divine Skill, which could steal others’ cultivation aptitude, but only usable on the young. She had never verified that technique and didn’t know if it was real.

Her eyes rolled as her mouth curved in a smile, intimately grasping Steamed Bun’s chubby little hand: “Steamed Bun…”

Who knew Steamed Bun would suddenly jerk his hand back: “I said I’m called Qin Chuan! Since I gave you night night grass back then, shouldn’t you be calling me grandpa?”

Qin Chuan no longer revered Su Zhuyi, speaking huffily.

“We’ve known each other so long, I’ve given little master so much food, and we even fought Old Lady Lu together, yet little master can’t even remember my name!” He glared at Su Zhuyi, becoming more aggrieved as he spoke.

“Then what am I called?” Su Zhuyi pointed at her nose and asked.

“You, you…” Everyone called her little monk, little master – who knew what she was called?

But being questioned like this, the anger in Qin Chuan’s heart also dissipated. He hemmed and hawed for a while, then turned his head away with a huff. After a moment, he turned back and asked: “What are you called?”

“This poor monk’s dharma name is Wuxin.” She accidentally borrowed the name of that demonic path predecessor, Ji Wuxin.

“You have no heart?”

Su Zhuyi chuckled, pressing her palms together: “No heart, no attachments – all four elements are empty.”

Chapter 9: Little Scoundrel
No heart, no attachments – all four elements are empty.

That sounded nice, but Su Zhuyi’s heart currently had the Zhuxin Curse placed on it by that old dog Qin Jianglan! However, through these several instances of harming people, she had come to understand Qin Jianglan’s wish – he probably didn’t want her to harm Su Qingxun. As for others, Qin Jianglan didn’t care. So when she pushed Su Qingxun wanting to enjoy watching her get torn apart by wild dogs, her heart felt like it was being stabbed, but when she designed Old Lady Lu’s corpse transformation to kill villagers, the Zhuxin Curse did not react.

Thinking about it this way, was that old dog Qin also a selfish ghost? Having already placed the Zhuxin Curse, his wish was only not to harm his precious disciple.

Hmph…

Su Zhuyi pursed her lips disdainfully, then looked at Qin Chuan before her.

Qin Chuan was a Lesser Triple Yang, so his blood having miraculous effects on jumping corpses was explainable, but how did they attract the jumping corpse over? Just by shouting when seeing injustice?

When Su Zhuyi asked this question, Qin Chuan pointed at Zhang Enning: “Look, he cut his right hand, blood flowed all over his sleeve.”

Jumping corpses were sensitive to blood. Zhang Enning had bled a lot, so being able to attract the jumping corpse made sense. Who would have thought that in Changning Village, the ones to step up and help would be two children, and they were both brave and strategic, harsh enough on themselves. If they could grow up, they would probably become prominent figures in the cultivation world.

Unfortunately, they were all short-lived ghosts. So while excellent aptitude was good, surviving was key. How many talented youths died young, while she, this demoness, remained a plague for a thousand years.

Qin Chuan still wanted to chat with Su Zhuyi, but she found him annoying and sent them away.

After they left, she thought for a moment, picked up a few stones, and pulled some leaves from the old tree. Gathering the little spiritual energy in her body to her palm, she flicked her wrist, making the leaf fragments flutter like butterflies in her palm before scattering down, falling in a very regular pattern beside the cloth curtain at the door.

Next, she arranged the stones according to the Ghost Gate Array pattern, setting up a simple formation at the curtain, commonly called “ghost hitting the wall.” Anyone wanting to enter would just keep circling the temple entrance, unable to get in. Though her cultivation wasn’t affected by external influences, having people come in from time to time was still very inappropriate.

First she’d cultivate the Pulse Moistening Technique. Once she had some stable spiritual energy in her body, she’d try to make the spirit-seeking plate. That spirit-seeking plate was simple to refine and shouldn’t take much effort.

Su Zhuyi ate some more tree roots. When she had some spiritual energy in her body, she began circulating the Pulse Moistening Technique. The weak spiritual energy swept through her meridians like a brush, nourishing them bit by bit. Though after each complete circulation of spiritual energy through her body, she couldn’t feel any change, Su Zhuyi knew that with long-term persistence, her meridians would be more resilient than others’, and cultivation would go more smoothly.

After finishing cultivation, Su Zhuyi began making the spirit-seeking plate. She spent an hour carving the array on the stone plate, installing the lodestone, embedding the needle, then gradually injecting the spiritual energy from her body into the array. By the time she finished everything, her forehead was covered in hot sweat.

Fortunately, it was successful.

Looking at the crude, simple spirit-seeking plate in her hands, Su Zhuyi first grinned, then felt somewhat emotional. Back then, those male cultivators trying to curry favor with her had presented so many magic treasures that she looked down upon them. Now, such a simple plate could make her genuinely happy from the bottom of her heart – truly unpredictable how things change.

As long as she put a spirit stone in the plate, the spirit stone would gradually decompose, and the spiritual energy inside would be attracted to similar energy, with the needle’s direction indicating where spiritual energy gathered. This type of plate was the most basic spirit-seeking plate, not very useful, since many places in the cultivation world had spiritual veins and springs, with spiritual energy in heaven and earth. In those spiritually abundant places, the needle would shake like someone with chills. But it was perfect for use in Changning Village, where there was no spiritual energy between heaven and earth, so the needle wouldn’t spin randomly.

It was already late today, almost dawn. Su Zhuyi planned to start digging tomorrow night.

After Old Lady Lu’s incident, the villagers were all on edge. No one dared come out at night – even those who used to patrol and empty night soil no longer appeared. Digging for treasure at night would be perfect.

Thinking of this, she smiled sweetly, took off her shoes, and planned to get into bed for some rest. But just as she lay down, she saw the hoe she’d casually placed by the door move slightly.

Being young now, she’d feel weak all over when hungry and mentally exhausted when tired, so she hadn’t noticed someone was trapped in the ghost-hitting-wall formation outside. If the hoe hadn’t reminded her, she probably would have just gone to sleep. It wasn’t even dawn yet – who was sneaking around here so early, and what did they want?

Su Zhuyi walked to the door, hefted the hoe, then carefully tried to lift the door curtain. She was always cautious – even when facing ordinary villagers, she’d give her full attention just in case. It was this caution that had helped her avoid many dangers.

Just as the curtain opened a crack, something came flying over: “Hidden weapon!”

The hoe in her hand smashed forward directly, breaking that thing apart. Immediately, a urine stench wafted out. Su Zhuyi was splattered with red and yellow substances. She could tolerate all kinds of filth and stench, but now she kicked open the curtain with one foot and coldly snorted at the culprit, asking with a dark face: “Zhang Enning, what are you doing sneaking around here in the middle of the night?”

She pointed at the filth on her face, saying word by word: “Do. You. Want. To. Die?”

Su Zhuyi was unhappy.

When she was unhappy, she really would kill people. Even if Zhang Enning in front of her was only a ten-year-old child who had just thrown filth at her.

Zhang Enning froze in place. He also gritted his teeth and answered word by word: “I. Want. To. Take. You. As. Master.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

You want to become a disciple without bringing proper gifts, using a cloth bundle of blood and urine-stained filth for what? But speaking of which, the ghost-hitting-wall she’d set at the door wasn’t very sophisticated – both the child’s urine and Lesser Triple Yang blood could break it. Without that thing, Zhang Enning probably couldn’t have walked up to her.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes rolled as she thought: “This guy isn’t simple – he came prepared.”

She had been extremely angry, but now instead calmed down and smiled faintly: “Benefactor lacks wisdom roots, has too many worldly attachments, and has no affinity with Buddha.” This kid seemed to have someone guiding him from behind. She’d had suspicions before, so now she suppressed her killing intent to avoid alerting the enemy.

Zhang Enning stared at her steadily: “I saw it. Old Lady Lu’s corpse transformation was your doing!”

Su Zhuyi raised her hand, cold light flashing on the hoe, but Zhang Enning quickly said: “I left a note for Qin Chuan – he knows I came to find you. If I die, it was you who did it.”

Su Zhuyi reached up to pat his head. To do this, she had to stand on tiptoe, smearing the filth from her face onto his head, then smiled sweetly: “Why would I kill you?” She glanced sideways at Zhang Enning: “Come, come, sit inside. Let’s talk slowly.”

“Old Lady Lu was pitiful in life; her resentment didn’t dissipate after death, and she wanted revenge. I helped her fulfill her wish so her resentment could be dispersed. Was that wrong?”

Zhang Enning was silent. After a long while, he answered: “No wrong. Her son and daughter-in-law abused her and starved her to death. They deserved to die.”

“The villagers discovered it early. If they had worked together to subdue Old Lady Lu, what happened later wouldn’t have occurred. Ultimately, they were also cowardly and afraid of death. Moreover, Changning Village’s villagers saw Old Lady Lu suffer long-term abuse but turned a blind eye. Village chief Su Xiang also didn’t discipline Auntie Xu. Old Lady Lu’s resentment venting on others was not inappropriate – cause and effect cycle, retribution is inevitable.”

Su Zhuyi racked her brains wanting to say more when she heard Zhang Enning say: “I understand the reasoning. I just want to take you as my master.”

Oh my, Su Zhuyi was amused. She had originally wanted to deceive Zhang Enning, make him feel psychologically impacted and mentally disturbed, then secretly place a Soul-Departing Curse on him to make him seem like he’d lost his soul, gradually becoming stupid. She hadn’t expected this kid to be so firm-willed and twisted.

She coughed, her eyes turning stern: “When I was working, I carefully observed the surroundings. It’s impossible you were there without me noticing. Since you have someone guiding you from behind, why come to take me as master?”

“I didn’t see you cast curses,” Zhang Enning said honestly.

You damn kid dare to trick me! How did children over a thousand years ago become so black-hearted?

“But I saw you sneaking around the graveyard digging up dirt, picking scholar tree leaves, and scribbling talismans the past few days,” Zhang Enning said. “When Old Lady Lu transformed into a corpse later, I suspected it was related to you.”

“Going to a graveyard, picking scholar tree leaves – how does that connect to corpse transformation?” Since she’d already admitted it, she stopped being evasive and decided to get to the bottom of things. Su Zhuyi’s mouth curved up: “Since you understand these things, that proves you’ve also entered the field. If you can’t explain clearly, I won’t accept a disciple of unknown origins.”

“I found a book on the wall of my family’s well.”

It turned out that two years ago, the village suffered a drought, the water in the wells dropped to the bottom, and buckets couldn’t draw up water. He tied a rope around himself and went down to the bottom to get water. At a position three feet from the bottom, he discovered a book in the stone wall. Though it had been soaked in water for years, when taken out, it didn’t have a single drop of water on it.

He felt he’d found a treasure and was very happy, but after two years, he could only open the first page. That first page contained records about corpse transformation. He had secretly tried using red earth from graves and scholar tree leaves, copying talismans, but never succeeded. He always felt something was missing, but didn’t understand what.

“Where’s the book?” Su Zhuyi shamelessly held out her hand, asking lazily.

“Even if it is a treasure, what use is it if you can’t open it?” Su Zhuyi smiled: “If you can’t open it, you can’t learn what’s inside. If you can’t learn the skills, you’ll never leave Changning Village for your whole life, unable to give your mother a good life.”

She paused: “My current strength is just so-so. I almost lost my life dealing with a jumping corpse. But I was willing to sacrifice myself to save people, showing my heart isn’t bad. I won’t take your book and then take your life. But if you wait for a merchant caravan to pass by and show it to cultivators in the caravan, that’s hard to say.”

She said this without blushing or her heart racing, feeling no guilt whatsoever.

Seeing Zhang Enning’s lips tightly pressed into a line without speaking, Su Zhuyi continued: “You understand the reasoning, otherwise you wouldn’t have come to me, so…” She pointed at Zhang Enning’s chest, asking with her eyes: “Will you give it or not?”

Chapter 10: Righteous and Evil
Zhang Enning pulled out an oiled paper package from his chest, carefully unwrapping it layer by layer with a grave expression, taking out the small booklet inside. He handed it to Su Zhuyi: “Here, this is it.”

He couldn’t open the book, so guarding a treasure mountain without being able to use it was useless. Better to exchange it for maximum benefit. He understood the reasoning – this was why every March when merchant caravans came through, he never took the book out to ask the cultivators in the caravan, because he didn’t dare take the risk.

Su Zhuyi took the thin book and, after opening one page, discovered it was a magic treasure. The pages weren’t paper but Emerald Stone from the cultivation world, refined and cut thin as cicada wings with a knife, lighter and thinner than paper sheets. Using high-quality Luminous Ink Stone as a pen, characters carved on such Emerald Stone sheets could be preserved for thousands or tens of thousands of years.

Opening the first page, she saw the two characters “Wuxin” and immediately felt joy in her heart.

This booklet was actually left behind by Ji Wuxin whom she was looking for – truly “seeking everywhere with iron shoes worn through, finding it effortlessly!” Su Zhuyi scanned up and down, roughly reading through it, discovering Ji Wuxin had very casually recorded some low-level techniques. He was of the demonic path, opening with corpse-raising related content. Zhang Enning indeed hadn’t lied – this really did contain such records.

Su Zhuyi turned to the second page, which described tomb exploration techniques. Back then, wild histories only said Ji Wuxin was a powerful demonic cultivator with many magic treasures and cultivation resources, without detailing which sect he belonged to. Su Zhuyi now flipped through and determined that Ji Wuxin had happened to deal with the dead – he excelled at tomb exploration, corpse control, and making money from the dead. Those powerful cultivator tombs mostly contained magic treasure inheritances, the secret realm inheritances everyone in the cultivation world wanted to enter and profit from. Ji Wuxin could deduce secret realm locations and opening times – no wonder he was wealthy!

Su Zhuyi knew all the content on the second page. She was also well-read, with considerable skill in tomb exploration and feng shui, otherwise she couldn’t have dug up the Liuguang Mirror. She didn’t read carefully but continued flipping, only to find after two attempts she couldn’t turn the page. She pursed her lips somewhat speechlessly.

“You need spiritual energy in your body to open this book.” She tossed the book back to Zhang Enning. “My name is Wuxin – having no attachments to this world, naturally I won’t accept disciples…” Seeing Zhang Enning’s expression change slightly, Su Zhuyi continued: “But I can teach you a cultivation technique. Once you have spiritual energy, you’ll be able to open this book.”

Zhang Enning had been very composed all along, but being young after all, his joy showed. His eyes lit up as he asked in surprise: “Really?”

Su Zhuyi nodded, then changed her tone, dragging out the words as she said “but”…

“But…” Seeing Zhang Enning’s thick eyebrows knit into a figure eight, Su Zhuyi leisurely continued: “The one who wrote this book was an extremely vicious demonic cultivator. You should know that when cultivators pass down techniques, they usually arrange some tests. The righteous paths are mostly gentle, testing the dao heart. The demonic paths might torture you until you’re neither human nor ghost before granting recognition. There’s another possibility – this might not be an inheritance at all, but perhaps a trap…”

Su Zhuyi wasn’t lying.

Demonic cultivator inheritances were mostly dangerous, the type that wouldn’t rest even after death, still wanting to harm later generations. If Su Zhuyi had lived to a natural death in her previous life, she definitely would have designed a good trap, digging pits for future cultivators to fall into.

“Do you still want to read it?” She raised an eyebrow questioningly.

Zhang Enning snorted lightly: “If it wanted to harm people, after living with it day and night for so long, I’d already be dead.” Born naturally bold, he didn’t lose courage because of Su Zhuyi’s words, but instead said: “Stop with so much nonsense and teach me quickly!”

Just as she was about to speak, another person lifted the curtain and rushed in. He kicked Su Zhuyi’s natal hoe with one foot, forcefully pushed Zhang Enning’s back, and shouted angrily: “Little master already said it’s an evil book – why do you still want to learn?”

The hoe flashed twice, looking pitiful as if kicked and hurt.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Qin Chuan usually got up quite late, but today he just couldn’t sleep. Before dawn he came out and found a note in the small hole where he and Zhang Enning secretly passed things. Seeing the strange writing, he immediately rushed over, just in time to hear the little master say this was an evil book, demonic techniques. He didn’t expect Zhang Enning would still want to learn!

Zhang Enning hadn’t been paying attention and was pushed into the table corner. He turned to stare at Qin Chuan and asked: “What is righteous, what is evil?”

“Helping people is righteous, harming people is evil,” Qin Chuan said with righteous indignation.

“According to what you’re saying, how many righteous people are there in Changning Village?” Zhang Enning sneered: “When my father was injured on the mountain, not only did they not save him to save their own lives, they even took advantage of his misfortune to steal his weapons, causing him to be devoured by wolves. Aren’t they evil?”

Qin Chuan was stunned: “That was just an accident. The village uncles said they encountered a wolf pack, and your father couldn’t escape.”

“Those people in the village bully us, orphans and widows, seeing my mother’s beauty, they harbor ill intentions. Aren’t they evil?”

The scar on Zhang Enning’s forehead was left from fighting desperately with villagers who had inappropriate designs on his mother years ago.

“Not to mention distant things – they knew Old Lady Lu was suffering, but ignored it. In the end, were they righteous or evil?”

A series of pressing questions backed Qin Chuan into the corner of the room, while Zhang Enning glared with wide eyes and continued: “You don’t think these people are evil, yet you insist on calling a book evil.”

With that, he pointed at the hoe in the corner: “A hoe can till fields or kill people.” Seeming to remember how that hoe had smashed Old Lady Lu’s head open, Zhang Enning’s expression changed slightly. He quickly looked away and continued: “Similarly, techniques can help people or kill people.”

He looked meaningfully at Su Zhuyi: “Little master, don’t you think so?”

This kid could talk.

Su Zhuyi naturally nodded: “What the young benefactor says is extremely correct. The distinction between evil and righteousness lies in a single thought. One righteous thought makes a person righteous; one evil thought makes a person evil. With a righteous heart, even holding evil objects can perform righteous deeds, and vice versa.”

“But I’ve also seen that first page – it teaches making corpses transform!” Qin Chuan still said with some hesitation.

“However, it’s written above that only corpses with deep resentment can be raised,” Zhang Enning smiled. “Punishing evil and eliminating treachery, avenging those who died unjustly by letting them revenge themselves – isn’t that acting on heaven’s behalf?” Originally, because Qin Chuan was full of righteousness and treated him well, Zhang Enning had told him the secret of this book and secretly tested the booklet with his blood. Finding nothing wrong but also unable to open the second page, he now somewhat regretted letting him know.

Qin Chuan was half a head shorter than Zhang Enning. Unable to argue anymore, he turned his head aside: “The New Year is coming soon. After March, the merchant caravan will arrive, and this time, cultivators from the Feihong Sect of Fragrant Mountain Plum Ridge will also come. We agreed that once I enter Feihong Sect, next year I’ll find a way to get you in too…”

Su Zhuyi had some impression of Feihong Sect – it was considered a quite good second-tier sect in the cultivation world, with about ten thousand disciples. But one night, it was completely wiped out by Qinghe, that demon disciple of Luo Ying. Speaking of which, that was not long after Luo Ying had just died…

This incident caused enormous upheaval in the cultivation world. Afterward, the four major righteous sects joined forces to hunt Qinghe, but there was no activity for a long time. Instead, sect annihilation tragedies continued constantly, causing panic, until a hundred years later, they announced Qinghe’s death, with Gujian Sect’s soul lamp for Qinghe as proof. Only after that did the cultivation world stop having so many horrifying annihilation cases.

Qinghe was originally Gujian Sect’s most outstanding disciple, a distinguished figure on par with Qin Jianglan, so Gujian Sect had lit a soul lamp for Qinghe. But that soul lamp could only sense a cultivator’s primordial spirit strength – if a cultivator died and their primordial spirit dissipated, the soul lamp would also extinguish. Qinghe’s soul lamp had indeed gone out, so he was naturally dead.

At that time, Su Zhuyi was only over a hundred years old, not yet famous. Taking advantage of the major sects hunting Qinghe, she secretly went out and pulled a job that she pinned on Qinghe – wiping out that dog-raising small sect. Speaking of which, with so many annihilation cases at the time, who knows how many were done by others fishing in troubled waters?

Because of this, Su Zhuyi had a deeper impression of the Feihong Sect. Even though much time had passed and she’d never contacted that sect, she still understood it somewhat. Looking at Qin Chuan, her gaze gained additional meaning.

If this child stayed in Changning Village, the village would be slaughtered in two years.

If this child followed the cultivators in the merchant caravan to Feihong Sect, Feihong Sect would probably be annihilated within about a year. Whether he stayed or left, he couldn’t escape death – truly tragic.

Looking at Qin Chuan’s clean, fair face, Su Zhuyi felt like the character for “unlucky” was carved on his forehead!

“Feihong Sect has such high requirements for disciples. Unless you work hard to become an elite disciple among them, or have large amounts of spirit stones, bringing someone else in is too difficult,” Zhang Enning said coldly. “That would take three to five years, ten to twenty years? I can’t wait that long!”

He needed to protect his mother, protect himself. He needed strength, needed to become strong.

Qin Chuan lowered his head, clenching his hands into fists. After a long time, he finally said: “Fine, but listen well – if someday you use this to do evil, I, I definitely won’t spare you!” With that, he straightened his back and strode away from Su Zhuyi’s small temple, while Zhang Enning pressed his lips together and said: “Little master, please teach me.”

Su Zhuyi left the small temple, hefted her hoe, and dug up several more tree root sections by moonlight, then went to the well to wash them clean before handing them to Zhang Enning: “Eat these.”

Though puzzled, Zhang Enning still did as told. After eating, he followed Su Zhuyi into the house and sat cross-legged on the ground at her instruction.

Su Zhuyi sat on the bed, using a tree branch in her hand to tap the small table at the bedside: “The first step of cultivation is calming the heart, clearing the heart and settling the mind, embracing the origin and maintaining unity, preserving spirit and strengthening qi. You sit there, and when you can feel spiritual energy in your body, when you’re no longer affected by the outside world and can’t hear any external noise, then I’ll teach you cultivation techniques.”

Zhang Enning nodded in agreement and sat motionless.

Su Zhuyi left the room. Just after lifting the curtain and not walking far, she used the branch in her hand as a whip to backhand strike the curtain with a snap, then snorted coldly: “With you like this, you call it calming the heart?”

Just as she left, Zhang Enning had turned to glance over. He thought his movement was small and Su Zhuyi couldn’t see after leaving, but her hoe was still in the room – how could she not know?

That was her natal magic weapon. Through the hoe, Su Zhuyi could see everything clearly inside the room!

Zhang Enning frowned and entered meditation again, while Su Zhuyi took the spirit-seeking plate and headed toward Zhang Enning’s house. Since his family could discover books left by Ji Wuxin, perhaps she could find his other treasures too – she had to make this trip no matter what.

Chapter 11: Damned Heavens
The villagers of Changning Village all lived in bamboo houses.

Zhang Enning’s family lived in the northwest area, with their backs against a small earthen slope. Several small saplings were planted on the slope, but when heavy rains came, large amounts of mud would still roll down. Fortunately, the slope wasn’t high, and while it caused considerable trouble, it wasn’t enough to wash away their bamboo house.

At this time, dawn was just breaking. Zhang Enning’s mother had already risen and was drawing water from the well in the small courtyard enclosed by wooden fencing, then ladling water to irrigate the small vegetable patch in front of their door. Next to the vegetable patch, they also kept an old hen that was clucking loudly, as if about to lay an egg.

Zhang Shi appeared to be less than thirty years old. Her clothes were very dark in color and had been washed until they were faded white, with many patches sewn on. Only an inconspicuous wooden hairpin adorned her hair bun. Such plain or rather shabby attire still couldn’t conceal her beautiful appearance – no wonder she caught the eye of other men in the village.

Su Zhuyi stood outside the fence watching. The spirit-seeking compass in her hand showed no movement, sensing no spiritual energy near this bamboo house.

At this moment, Zhang Shi looked up and saw Su Zhuyi. Her face immediately brightened with a smile. “Young Master, what brings you here?” After speaking, she suddenly thought of something and hurriedly said, “Young Master, please wait a moment. I’ll go make some vegetarian pancakes.”

Su Zhuyi quickly shook her head. “Thank you, benefactor, but I’ve already had my morning meal.”

“I came this time to thank Zhang Enning. If not for his brave assistance, I wouldn’t have been able to subdue Old Lady Lu.”

Hearing Su Zhuyi praise her son, Zhang Shi felt her face shine with pride, her smile becoming even more radiant. For an ordinary mortal woman to possess such beauty was already quite remarkable, though compared to her former self, there was still a vast difference.

The corner of Su Zhuyi’s mouth curved up in a supremely confident and charming smile.

However, now she was a bald little monk with missing front teeth, leaving only two gaping black holes that leaked air. When she smiled like this, while she felt quite pleased with herself, in others’ eyes she appeared foolishly sweet and innocent.

Zhang Shi cheerfully invited Su Zhuyi inside to sit, and Su Zhuyi managed to draw some information from her conversation.

Zhang Shi’s original surname was Jiang, and she wasn’t originally from Changning Village. In her childhood, she lived in Yongan Town, where her father was a doctor who treated people. Among mortals, their family circumstances weren’t poor. However, one day he accidentally offended a cultivator who knew magic arts. Her father was beaten to death, and her mother hanged herself.

That day, Zhang Shi and her brother had gone up the mountain to gather medicinal herbs. On their way back, they encountered a kind neighbor who told them this terrible news and urged them to flee quickly without returning home. So the two siblings didn’t dare go home and hid in the mountains. Later, her brother was killed by wild beasts while protecting her. She thought she too would die, but was rescued by a female cultivator.

That female cultivator even brought her back and punished the evil cultivator, avenging her parents. Later, she met Zhang Enning’s father. Since she no longer had any relatives in Yongan Town, she followed Zhang Enning’s father and settled in Changning Village.

Speaking of this, Zhang Shi’s eyes were already filled with tears. She suddenly said, “Young Master, do you think I carry misfortune in my fate, which is why I brought death to my relatives? Now Enning and I depend on each other for survival. I don’t want him to suffer any more harm…”

Su Zhuyi carefully examined Zhang Shi’s facial features and saw nothing amiss. In the end, it was simply that mortal lives were cheap in this world. If one accidentally offended a cultivator, death could come at any moment. Su Zhuyi herself had originally killed quite a few people, too. At that time, human lives were merely numbers in her eyes. From time to time, she would hear of demonic cultivators massacring cities with tens of thousands of casualties, beast tides attacking villages, leaving people destitute, or great powers clashing and leaving nothing alive within a hundred li radius…

But now, before her eyes was a living mortal, who had once been the precious daughter of her family, who had desperately struggled and fought to survive…

“Do you know why you’re still struggling at the bottom? Because even after experiencing so much hardship, you don’t blame others, but instead question yourself – whether it’s because you carry misfortune in your fate that you encountered so many disasters and brought death to your relatives…”

Su Zhuyi opened her mouth but didn’t voice the thoughts in her heart. She simply blinked and said, “I don’t see anything wrong with your facial features. I previously learned some feng shui principles from my master. Let me look around your house to see if there’s anything amiss.”

Zhang Shi was immediately overjoyed and hurriedly said, “Thank you so much, Young Master.”

Now, Su Zhuyi could openly wander around Zhang Enning’s house with her spirit-seeking compass. The well was her primary focus, which she examined very carefully for a long time, but the compass showed no reaction. When she circled to the back of the bamboo house, Su Zhuyi discovered a small path on the left side of the bamboo house leading to the back mountain.

Though called the back mountain, it was just a small earthen slope covered with grass, where villagers grazed their sheep. She slowly walked up the mountain, and when she reached the highest point of the slope, she was surprised to discover that stones had been piled into a circle in the very center, with a circular stone platform in the middle. Standing on the stone platform and looking out, she could see exactly that old tree at the village entrance, its branches swaying left and right, moving with the wind.

The spirit-seeking compass in her hand trembled lightly. The corner of Su Zhuyi’s mouth curved up, her eyes twinkling with mirth. It seemed that Ji Wuxin’s legacy was probably buried beneath this spot.

Under normal circumstances, trees would grow more luxuriantly on the side facing the sun, but that thousand-year-old tree was not like this. The entire tree leaned toward the place where Su Zhuyi now stood, and the leaves on this side were also more verdant. Under the sunlight, they resembled jade and emerald stone.

Su Zhuyi was quite short now, and without spiritual energy she couldn’t fly. Standing under the tree, she couldn’t see so much, but now on the mountain slope where she could see far, she finally noticed these details.

The stone platform formed a line with the tree’s leaning direction. Combined with the spirit-seeking compass trembling constantly, plus the lush grass on the mountain, even the grazing sheep appeared quite spiritual. If they lived long enough, they might well cultivate into spirit sheep, except that they were usually slaughtered and eaten before they could cultivate successfully.

Well, now the problem was: how could she dig open this stone platform? With her current small frame, how long would it take to dig? Just as she was feeling troubled, her heart suddenly stirred.

How could she forget that her natal magic treasure was a hoe!

Though having a hoe as one’s natal magic treasure was somewhat embarrassing to mention, it could solve her urgent need right now. Thinking of this, she went down the mountain along the same path and saw Zhang Shi waiting by the roadside, looking at her with hopeful expectation. Su Zhuyi casually made up an explanation: “The stone platform on the mountain is arranged in a circle, and that mountain is low and shaded from the sun, overgrown with weeds. The yin energy gathers inside the circle and can’t escape, so it has some influence on your bamboo house. The weather isn’t good now, so I’ll wait until next spring when the sun is bright and strong to perform a ritual and destroy that stone platform.”

Though the little monk was young, she spoke with authority, and her deeds in Changning Village these past few days were witnessed by all. Therefore, Zhang Shi was extremely convinced, only saying, “Villagers used to worship at that stone platform, saying they were praying to the mountain god. I never imagined it was a place where yin energy gathered.”

Hearing that villagers worshipped there, Su Zhuyi became somewhat worried. If Ji Wuxin’s tomb was indeed there, and he had arranged something to guard the tomb, that thing would have received worship from villagers year after year, especially prayers for blessings and wishes. It might well have nurtured some ghostly monster. Her body wasn’t in good condition now, and she hadn’t planned to start digging graves immediately. She had intended to wait until spring to find a time when yang energy was strong to dig, but now she felt she couldn’t be so hasty.

She needed to restore her health, improve her cultivation level, prepare the sacrificial offerings, and preferably get that book again to read through it, to see if there were any records about this place in the later sections.

Su Zhuyi bid farewell to Zhang Shi, wandered around the village, and then returned under the big tree to see that Zhang Enning had already entered a meditative state. She looked at him with new respect.

This boy certainly had firm resolve.

While Zhang Enning meditated quietly, Su Zhuyi also began cultivating the Meridian Moistening Formula. She sat in meditation until evening, then finished her practice, woke Zhang Enning up, and sent him home.

Over the next three months, Su Zhuyi recovered her health and grew a little taller. Her head was still shaved smooth, and she wore not ordinary robes but a small monk’s robe made for her by the villagers, draped with a red kasaya, making her appear even more adorably pure as ice and snow. The little monk’s popularity in the village grew even greater, with constant incense burning at the temple entrance.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Instead of working hard to change their fates, they came to seek guidance from her, a tiny little monk. Some even wanted to learn the art of turning stone into gold, and others wanted to have sons. These villagers were truly beyond help, tsk tsk…

During this period, Su Zhuyi drew many talismans. She burned the talismans to ash and secretly mixed the talisman ash water into the villagers’ wells, cursing all the villagers of Changning Village. These were all ordinary mortals, so designing to control them wasn’t difficult. If she truly needed sacrifices on the day of grave digging, she would blow her bamboo flute without hesitation and drive everyone over, making them line up to march to their deaths.

In another month, the merchant caravan would arrive at the village.

She had to finish her business before those cultivators arrived, then leave Changning Village early. At that time, she would pass through the broken forest beyond Changning Village, find a place rich in spiritual energy to hide and cultivate. Then the sea would be vast for fish to leap, and the sky high for birds to fly!

During these three months, Zhang Enning also learned cultivation techniques and could now draw qi into his body. Su Zhuyi had introduced him to the basics, then was too lazy to manage him further. As for how much he could learn following that book, and what kind of mess he might become in the end, these were all beyond Su Zhuyi’s concern. Her only current obsession was the stone platform on the slope.

On this day, the sky was bright and clear, with purple qi coming from the east. Su Zhuyi shouldered her hoe and went up the mountain, lighting candles at the four cardinal directions around the stone platform, then scattering thirty-six copper coins on the stone platform.

Next, she also took out a straw substitute doll, bit her finger, and squeezed a few drops of blood onto the straw doll. If she encountered danger later, this substitute doll could save her life.

After Su Zhuyi prepared everything, she remained still. She sat cross-legged and began reciting the Heart Calming Incantation beside the stone platform.

This was the incantation that Qin Jianglan had recited for six hundred years. She had never learned it before, yet she could easily recite it, as if she had also mimicked Qin Jianglan’s speed and pronunciation. When she recited it now, she even had Qin Jianglan’s speaking cadence. He had indeed influenced her…

Thinking of Qin Jianglan, Su Zhuyi frowned slightly.

Some people lived their entire lives with smooth sailing. Qin Jianglan at this time had just descended from the mountain and was at the height of his confidence and vigor.

But she, even after living again, had to crawl up from the bottom, facing dangers at every turn. Speaking of it, it was truly quite unfair.

When noon arrived, Su Zhuyi directly kicked apart the stones piled in a circle, then shouldered her natal hoe and began digging straight down from the central stone platform.

The hoe was sharp, and before long, she had smashed the stone platform to pieces. Su Zhuyi saw that the candles in the four directions were burning well without being extinguished, and her heart relaxed slightly. She continued digging the pit, and soon had dug a large hole, but there was nothing at the bottom. It seemed she hadn’t dug deep enough. The pit was now almost as tall as her, so Su Zhuyi climbed out of the pit and used spiritual energy to drive her natal magic treasure to continue digging. But as she dug, she suddenly felt something was wrong.

A cloud drifted across the sky.

It completely blocked the bright sun overhead. In the blink of an eye, torrential rain poured down, instantly extinguishing the candles. Su Zhuyi stood by the pit, somewhat stunned. She couldn’t understand at all why the weather had changed so quickly, so fast it was unacceptable.

In that moment of bewilderment, rolling thunder came again. A bolt of lightning descended from the sky, striking directly into the earthen pit she had dug. Her natal magic treasure in the pit was unharmed, but flew out, trembling in fear. However, the lightning had split open a pitch-black hole in the pit, and rainwater poured into the hole like a hidden evil dragon in the darkness, opening its mouth wide to drink water…

This wasn’t right!

The sudden appearance of the celestial dog eclipse last time was like this, and this sudden weather change was the same. She had performed divination and shouldn’t have made such errors, unless… unless the Heavenly Dao wouldn’t tolerate her.

She remembered the records about the Liuguang Mirror in that ancient text.

“Time reversal, defying heaven to change fate, not tolerated by heaven and earth.” Now that she had returned, her every action might change many people’s destinies, so the Heavenly Dao wouldn’t tolerate her and would try every means to create difficulties for her, to eliminate her as an anomaly. However, heaven and earth had righteous qi, and the Heavenly Dao had rules – it wouldn’t harm her without reason, but would only create difficulties for her.

Su Zhuyi felt her head ache a bit.

After thinking, she quickly reacted and stepped back, directly pushing the surrounding stone blocks into the pit she had just dug. At this moment, Su Zhuyi dared not explore that mountain cave – who knew what other trouble might arise? Just as she was about to fill the pit and lie low for a while, she suddenly felt the earth shake and the mountains sway.

Damn it, there was even an earthquake? A large crack opened under her feet. Before she could run away, she rolled directly into that gaping fissure. The bamboo flute in her pocket also fell out, and Su Zhuyi watched helplessly as the flute was crushed by a rock. This meant her prepared sacrifice was gone.

She was hit on the head by stones and immediately felt dizzy and dazed. She stumbled and rolled around, finally falling into that pitch-black cave entrance. As soon as she entered, she felt her body soaking in bone-chillingly cold water. The cold made her sneeze several times in succession, and she cursed hatefully at the damned heavens.

What exactly was waiting for her in here? Su Zhuyi rubbed her hands together, gathered spiritual energy in her eyes, and began looking around cautiously.

Then she saw a point of pale white light not far away…

Chapter 12: Treasure Gourd
Su Zhuyi looked up and couldn’t see the sky at all, not knowing how deep this cave was. She sniffed and only smelled the surrounding muddy, fishy odor.

She now had sparse spiritual energy in her body and no materials to create a flying magic treasure. Her natal magic treasure was a hoe, which was quite weak and couldn’t carry her in flight at all. In other words, Su Zhuyi was currently unable to escape this unfathomably deep black hole.

If she didn’t find a way out, she might starve to death trapped in here. Su Zhuyi checked and found that the life-saving substitute straw doll was still on her. So without much hesitation, she beckoned for the hoe to scout ahead, then walked toward that glowing direction.

The light point looked close, but was very far away.

As Su Zhuyi walked, she discovered many roots and vines in the mud under her feet. She bent down and pinched off a section, also sensing spiritual energy from it, and her heart gained some understanding. It seemed something spiritual was buried here, and the old tree at the village entrance had taken root here and absorbed spiritual energy.

She just didn’t know if it was truly related to Ji Wuxin.

After continuing forward for a while, Su Zhuyi felt that the cave entrance was becoming increasingly narrow. In the end, it was like a tunnel, only as tall as a person. She was quite small now, but if an adult came in, they would have to crouch to pass through this section.

However, after passing through the narrowest opening, the path ahead suddenly opened up again, becoming wider and wider as if an exit was in sight. Only that glimmering white light kept flashing before her eyes, neither far nor near, as if she hadn’t moved a single step in all this time.

She wasn’t in a hurry and continued forward. When tired, she rested in place, pulled up some tree roots to chew on, then continued. She also sat down to cultivate the Meridian Moistening Formula. Before long, she saw that the light point had moved slightly closer.

After noticing the light point’s movement, Su Zhuyi was certain that there was an illusory formation here, and that light point was the lure.

Su Zhuyi was, after all, a demon lord who had lived for over a thousand years. Though her current physical body was like a weakling, her primordial spirit was still strong, so she wouldn’t be confused. Looking at that light point, it was just a light point. But for others, that light point was temptation.

The obsessions in their hearts, anything they wanted to grasp – treasures, beauties, power, or other things. All the desires in their hearts.

Running endlessly in pursuit of desires, clearly seeing everything they dreamed of within reach right before their eyes, yet unable to grasp it no matter what, desperately chasing until death. But now she remained unmoved, so that light point came seeking her instead.

The light point was an azure stone lotus flower with a jade Qiuniu placed on it. The moment Su Zhuyi saw that stone lotus flower and jade Qiuniu, her expression changed slightly. She immediately thought of the Xueluo Sect’s village massacre, blood sacrifice, and their use of hand seals to create barriers and burn the old tree. This stone lotus flower was a sacrificial altar. At first glance, Su Zhuyi felt the yin and malevolent energy from it. But since a Qiuniu was placed on this sacrificial altar, it wasn’t an ordinary altar but a spirit formation platform used to guard tombs.

Su Zhuyi carefully examined the jade Qiuniu. She discovered that the Qiuniu was crystal clear and lustrous. Looking through the jade, she could see a small round dot in its belly, which should be a formation. Only after noticing these details did she show some emotional reaction. If she wasn’t mistaken, this jade Qiuniu contained a sealed spiritual vein.

The cultivation world had spiritual mountains and spiritual springs.

This jade Qiuniu sealed an entire spiritual mountain – undoubtedly a great treasure. However, Su Zhuyi didn’t dare touch it. Such sacrificial altars were gatherings of heaven and earth’s spiritual energy and couldn’t actively harm people, but if someone’s heart harbored greed and wanted to steal or destroy it, they would lose their life. The jade Qiuniu’s ability to hook people’s desires wasn’t weak, but though Su Zhuyi’s primordial spirit was sealed, her will was firm. Having seen great storms and waves, she wouldn’t be confused by such a small illusion. Of course, the real reason was that her strength was weak – touching it would mean instant death. Preserving her life was more important. Who knew what was in here, especially since she only had one substitute straw doll…

Su Zhuyi didn’t touch the jade Qiuniu and continued forward. Soon, she saw another stone lotus flower with a Yazi placed on it. Similarly, it also contained a spiritual vein. Judging by the color, it should be sealing a pool of spiritual spring water. When she saw several other stone lotus platforms, Su Zhuyi was already certain of her thoughts. Though she had currently only seen five lotus platforms, she was sure there were nine lotus platforms here in total.

Dragons have nine sons. Nine dragon sons placed on nine lotus platforms, respectively called “Jian Lin Platform,” “Ding Luo Platform,” “Xing Shun Platform,” “Kun Cu Platform,” “Zhen Xian Platform,” “He Zhang Platform,” “Kong Ta Platform,” “Kong Ju Platform,” and “Sui Men Platform.” The nine lotus platforms formed the Dragon-Slaying Formation, aimed at using the spirits of mountains and rivers to defend the tomb. Mountains have spirits, waters have spirits, but cultivating them is extremely difficult, requiring hundreds of thousands of years to take shape. Once successfully cultivated, they directly ascend, and their strength would probably be even greater than Qin Jianglan’s in his prime, since Qin Jianglan ultimately never passed the ascension thunder tribulation.

Truly cultivated mountain and river spirits existed only in legends and absolutely couldn’t be provoked. The mountain and river spirits within the Dragon-Slaying Formation were artificially created, so their strength was inferior, but as time passed and long years went by, they could also nurture extremely powerful spiritual beings. They were spiritual beings, not demons, ghosts, or monsters!

What was the purpose of whoever arranged this tomb, using the Dragon-Slaying Formation to nurture such a spiritual being? If it were merely to guard the tomb, there was no need to go to such great lengths.

Soon, Su Zhuyi reached the end of the underground cave. She saw the last stone lotus platform placed on a very large vermilion coffin. The coffin was as wide as a door panel, wide enough for three people to lie across it with room to spare. Could it be that nurturing spiritual beings was really for guarding this coffin?

Looking at it this way, this coffin might contain Ji Wuxin. After all, Ji Wuxin was a professional tomb robber who dealt with tombs and dead people daily – this was exactly his specialty.

Ji Wuxin was a legendary figure from five thousand years ago.

However, five thousand years wasn’t enough time to nurture mountain and river spirits. So when she walked here, she only saw nine stone lotus platforms and encountered no spiritual beings before reaching the vicinity of the coffin.

Uh, it wasn’t that there were no obstructions. The illusory formation’s temptation counted as one, but for those with stronger primordial spirits, it probably had no effect. Ji Wuxin, a demonic path expert, was so soft-hearted? She was also an expert in this area and hadn’t seen any other traps in the cave.

Su Zhuyi had now reached the end of the underground cave. There was no exit here, and going back, she couldn’t climb out of the black hole either. Relying on eating tree roots to absorb that tiny bit of spiritual energy, she feared that even staying in this cave for ten or twenty years wouldn’t be enough to drive the hoe for aerial flight. Her only hope was to find Ji Wuxin’s treasure and quickly advance her cultivation.

With her experience, aptitude, and primordial spirit strength, as long as she had sufficient spiritual energy, her cultivation could greatly improve in a short time.

Su Zhuyi sent the hoe flying to the front of the coffin while she gripped the substitute straw doll tightly in her hand.

The moment the hoe flew over, the area around the coffin suddenly lit up. It turned out there were white candles at the four corners of the coffin, and the moment the hoe approached, the candle flames ignited with a ‘hiss.’ At the same time, the stone lotus platform on the coffin glowed faintly, and the Chiwen on top emitted a slight radiance before speaking in human language.

“I have sworn to never again create killing karma. Little Baldy, this is not a place you should come. You should leave.”

The female demon lord felt displeased. “What little baldy? Others call her little monk, which sounds much better than little baldy!”

If someone had insulted her so unpleasantly in the past, she would have killed them, or at minimum pulled out their tongue. However, now, after weighing her strength, Su Zhuyi silently endured it.

Little baldy, it is then better than being called little baldhead.

That speaking voice was low and hoarse, sounding extremely weary. Su Zhuyi glanced at the jade Chiwen and understood. It was a remnant soul.

A wisp of remnant soul residing in the jade Chiwen, still retaining the original owner’s consciousness, was enough to prove that this Ji Wuxin was indeed a remarkable figure with formidable strength.

“I didn’t want to come either. Lightning struck a pit in the ground, then there was an earthquake, and I fell here.” Su Zhuyi spouted complete nonsense.

“You’re not afraid?” that voice asked again.

Su Zhuyi looked somewhat panicked and hurriedly said, “But you said you don’t create killing karma.”

“With your meager spiritual energy, you haven’t even reached the entry level of cultivation and can’t break my Wuding Gourd. Since you were able to enter here, it must be fate.” The voice said this, then sighed and continued, “Little Baldy, let’s make a deal.”

Wuding Gourd! She had fallen into the Wuding Gourd.

The Wuding Gourd was Ji Wuxin’s famous magic treasure that could absorb all living beings into the gourd and refine them into water. He used this corpse water to bathe the living corpses he raised, greatly increasing their strength.

She had just fallen into the gourd like that. No wonder the path was wide at both ends and narrow in the middle – it was indeed the belly of a gourd.

Being inside the gourd, she had to lower her head. Su Zhuyi frowned and asked, “What deal?”

“I can give you spirit stones and teach you cultivation, helping you leave this place, but you must use the method I teach you to help me repair the Wuding Gourd.” Fearing Su Zhuyi wouldn’t understand, Ji Wuxin’s remnant soul also explained.

This Wuding Gourd had seals set on it – people and animals couldn’t enter, but now the gourd had been split open by lightning. If it wasn’t repaired, more people might fall in.

People and animals couldn’t enter, but plants could. No wonder – mountain and river spirits had to be nurtured between heaven and earth and couldn’t grow in a completely sealed environment. That’s why the roots of the old tree at the village entrance had coincidentally taken root here and benefited greatly.

“My cultivation is so low, not even reaching entry level. Can I repair your treasure gourd?” Su Zhuyi tilted her head slightly and asked.

“The Wuding Gourd is a celestial artifact and can repair itself. I just don’t want any accidents to occur. The gourd was split by lightning, so naturally, spiritual energy leaked out. If we’re unlucky and it’s discovered by powerful cultivators, everything I’ve done will be in vain…”

“What are you trying to do?” Su Zhuyi kept a straight face, appearing very calm. “If you’re planning to do bad things, how can I help you?”

A female demon lord saying such righteous words without blushing…

“I said I no longer create killing karma. I have sworn an oath – if I violate it, I will surely be struck by five thunders and die a terrible death.”

Su Zhuyi was silent for a moment, then said, “But you’re already dead.”

As her words fell, the Chiwen on the stone lotus platform moved slightly, then laughed heartily twice. “Oh, I almost forgot.”

He paused, then said slowly, “It’s not a bad thing. To wash away all the killing karma on my body, I sacrificed myself while still alive. Everything I do is just hoping my child will have a chance to resurrect and see the outside world again.”

Chapter 13: Little Skull
What!

Ji Wuxin had committed suicide!

Ji Wuxin was considered the most outstanding figure in the demonic path. He was just a rogue cultivator with no sect or school, yet he possessed tremendous strength. Alone, he owned more spirit stones and magic treasures than an entire major cultivation sect. Back then, all four great sects mobilized to capture him, but in the end, he still escaped. Not only did he escape, he even took a beautiful female cultivator from the righteous path with him, practically slapping those righteous cultivators in the face.

His reputation in the demonic path was something that even later figures like Qinghe and Su Zhuyi couldn’t match.

After all, besides being ruthless and strong, Ji Wuxin was also rich!

Compared to Ji Wuxin, Luo Ying’s disciple Qinghe and Su Zhuyi herself were as poor as beggars.

Yet, such a peak figure of the demonic path had committed suicide? And he claimed it was to atone for his sins and stop creating killing karma. Looking at that jade Chiwen, Su Zhuyi’s gaze held several degrees of contempt.

You could have dominated the world, yet you chose to commit suicide instead…

Just as Su Zhuyi was criticizing him in her heart, Ji Wuxin said again, “Little Baldy, you’ll understand once you see.”

As his words fell, a ray of light suddenly emerged from the Chiwen and entered Su Zhuyi’s brow. This was a simple soul-sharing technique that would let her see some scenes he wanted to show her. It wasn’t very dangerous.

Su Zhuyi recognized this technique and didn’t dodge, standing still in place.

The next moment, she saw a man and a woman. The man was handsome and elegant, wearing an azure robe that couldn’t conceal his noble bearing. The woman wore simple clothes and plain hairpins, with pure features and a sweet smile. When she spoke and acted, she carried an air of charming innocence.

They both wore mortal world clothing and looked like ordinary commoners. However, seeing their clear eyes with faint flowing light hidden within, and being able to sense a subtle soul pressure, Su Zhuyi knew these were two cultivators with considerable cultivation levels. For her primordial spirit to sense pressure from them, their cultivation was probably somewhat higher than hers.

So this was Ji Wuxin and the righteous path female cultivator he had abducted?

Looking at how affectionate the two seemed, the female cultivator wasn’t abducted but had willingly followed him.

Ji Wuxin had been wounded when attacked by the righteous path forces. That woman also wasn’t in good health. The two lived like ordinary mortals – the man hunted daily while the woman managed household affairs. They never used magic arts, even using flint to start fires. It was quite surprising to see.

The two settled in this barren Changning Village. A year later, they had a child.

Since the female cultivator was already in poor health, childbirth weakened her even more. After struggling all night, she finally circulated spiritual energy and gave birth with its assistance. But as soon as the male infant emerged, Su Zhuyi noticed something wrong.

The baby’s face was bluish-purple. Combined with the female cultivator’s previous symptoms, Su Zhuyi understood that the woman had been poisoned, specifically with One Day Soul-Severing Wandering Clear, known as the most terrifying poison in the cultivation world. Many fierce poisons in the cultivation world could cause excruciating pain worse than death, so logically, this shouldn’t be considered the most terrifying. However, it was recognized as such for good reason – after being poisoned, cultivators could no longer circulate spiritual energy.

Once they circulated spiritual energy, they would die within a day. After possessing power, being unable to use it anymore, with death as the consequence of any attempt, this feeling was truly worse than death. Despite having full cultivation, they could only live as mortals. Yet, spiritual energy usage was ubiquitous in the cultivation world. Even with constant vigilance and restraint, people would often accidentally use spiritual energy, with death as the natural result.

Just like now, to save her child, the female cultivator used spiritual energy. The result was that the child was saved, but she couldn’t be saved.

And this remaining child, due to the mother’s weakness and poisoning, was born constitutionally weak with signs of early death.

Seeing this, Ji Wuxin’s voice sounded again, “My wife forcibly activated spiritual energy to save the child. I couldn’t stop her in time.”

“My son’s body was too frail – he couldn’t even withstand a breeze. Even with miraculous elixirs to sustain him, he had to endure painful torment daily. But even so, he didn’t live past four years old.”

“I once considered myself the greatest in the world, yet such a me couldn’t even protect my wife and child, ultimately ending up separated by death.” He thought that the Heavenly Dao existed, that heavenly justice was clear, and retribution was inevitable.

Ji Wuxin suddenly laughed softly, “Wu’er always wanted to see the outside world. I want to fulfill his wish.”

“So I want to cultivate him into a mountain and river spirit.”

Before the child died, he performed soul extraction, sealing the child’s primordial spirit. Then he used formations to nurture mountain and river spirits. Those cultivated this way had no consciousness in the early stages. Since his child was still young with a pure and innocent heart, he remained sealed within the formation. After ten thousand years, he could become the consciousness of the mountain and river spirit. At that time, he would be able to fly freely and see the vast outside world with its magnificent scenery.

Ji Wuxin could have refined the child’s corpse into a living corpse – this was his specialty. But he didn’t want to do that. His child was so small and innocent; he didn’t want him to become a monster that everyone would hunt and fear. Most importantly, his primordial spirit was so weak that Ji Wuxin feared one careless moment might cause the child’s consciousness to dissipate.

Hearing this, Su Zhuyi’s heart was truly stirred by tremendous waves.

Su Zhuyi believed seventy to eighty percent of Ji Wuxin’s words. She just never expected that a great demon lord would have such devoted paternal love. To nurture mountain and river spirits, one couldn’t actively kill – no wonder he said he would no longer create killing karma. However, similarly, actively destroying the stone lotus platforms – actively trying to prevent the mountain and river spirits’ birth – would also bring punishment. So now Su Zhuyi couldn’t destroy the platforms and take things. Thus, she only had one path left: cooperating with Ji Wuxin.

He would provide treasures for her cultivation while she helped repair the Wuding Gourd and seal this place again. Since she couldn’t touch the nine stone lotus platforms of the Dragon-Slaying Formation anyway, she might as well take what was usable first.

“The spirit stones are below the coffin…” Ji Wuxin’s remnant soul had just begun speaking when suddenly there was another earth-shaking tremor. This time, the ground split open again, and a lightning bolt struck down, directly hitting the coffin.

Su Zhuyi was completely stunned. Could it be such a coincidence? The vermilion coffin lid split open in the middle, revealing the bones inside. Su Zhuyi saw three corpses lying within – male and female on the left and right sides, with a child lying in the middle.

After five thousand years, the bodies had all become white bones. The female skeleton lay flat, the child curled on his side, while the male skeleton extended his arms, embracing both wife and child.

That lightning bolt not only struck the coffin but also broke Ji Wuxin’s arm bones, shattering a round stone that had been pressing on the child’s body.

Seeing this, Su Zhuyi immediately had an ominous premonition.

At this moment, Ji Wuxin’s remnant soul let out an angry roar, crying, “Why, why, why is this happening?”

That round stone had sealed the child’s weak primordial spirit.

But now, with the seal shattered by lightning, the child’s primordial spirit naturally drifted out and instinctively returned to his bones…

Another thunderclap sounded. The stone lotus platforms shook continuously, the entire gourd cave trembled, and large amounts of icy rainwater poured into the cave. In an instant, water filled the bottom of the gourd. Su Zhuyi was short, and the rushing water almost completely submerged her. She quickly climbed onto the coffin, standing on the coffin lid.

“Why, why, why – Wu’er is innocent!”

Ji Wuxin’s remnant soul howled again. At the same time, the stone lotus platform violently shook, and the jade Chiwen on top shot into the air, hitting Su Zhuyi’s forehead with a bang. This single impact directly created a crater in her forehead, and blood flowed profusely. She was struck bloody, and the substitute straw doll tightly gripped in her hand shattered directly.

In other words, if this substitute straw doll hadn’t blocked this fatal blow, she would have been killed by that single strike!

The mighty female demon lord, reborn, almost died so inexplicably?

I almost fucking died just like that?

Her head dizzy and confused, Su Zhuyi touched her forehead and felt a handful of hot blood. Her head was somewhat dizzy, and she couldn’t stand steadily. Her feet unconsciously moved two steps, but she forgot that the coffin lid had been split open in the middle. So she carelessly rolled directly into the coffin, blood spattering along the way.

Su Zhuyi hurriedly tried to climb up, but she couldn’t move.

Her waist was tightly embraced by a pair of hands. In that instant, even Su Zhuyi, who was well-traveled and feared neither heaven nor earth, shuddered all over, feeling a chill rise from her feet and instantly penetrate her heart and lungs.

She looked down and saw exactly two thin arm bones gripping tightly around her waist.

A five-thousand-year-old skeleton, with its primordial spirit just returned to its body, having just been stained with human breath and blood, and positioned at the eye of the Dragon-Slaying Formation – this was the rhythm of a corpse revival producing a ghost king. Su Zhuyi’s hair stood on end. Despite struggling desperately, she couldn’t break free. Turning her head slightly, she saw two dark, hollow eye sockets.

She looked at the little skull.

The little skull also looked at her…

My life is over!

Everyone wanted to turn back time and be reborn, but truly being reborn, one discovered it wasn’t as smooth as imagined. She had returned to her weakest state. Before, her opponents were only people – now she had an additional malicious Damned Heaven.

Damn it, if she had known, she wouldn’t have come back. It would have been better to live peacefully with Qin Jianglan – at least she’d have food, clothing, and a handsome man by her side…

Facing death, the female demon lord’s lofty aspirations instantly collapsed. In the end, the reason she had survived all those years, especially in the early days, was partly because she was ruthless enough, but mainly because she was shameless enough…

Combined, it was ruthlessly shameless.

Others had asked her, “Where’s your integrity?”

She answered, “Fed it to the dogs.”

Between living and saving face, Su Zhuyi would choose the former.

A five-thousand-year-old monster’s corpse revival would have intelligence, not like Old Lady Lu, who only knew to consume blood like a low-level stupid creature. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi said tremblingly, “Skeleton little brother, let’s talk nicely, okay?”

Chapter 14: Click Clack
The little skull didn’t speak, but Ji Wuxin began wailing miserably again.

He had exhausted his mind and efforts, all for the purpose of letting his son eventually become a mountain and river spirit – powerful, unconstrained, free and unbound…

Unexpectedly, now he was struck by heavenly thunder and all his efforts came to naught, while his son had become a monster instead. He didn’t even have a physical body, only a skeleton frame of white bones without any flesh and blood.

It just had to be five thunders striking from above, just had to be lightning strikes. Was heaven refusing to tolerate him? Was heaven punishing him?

“Heaven, if you want retribution, let it fall on me! My son is innocent!” Ji Wuxin’s emotions were very unstable. The nine stone lotus platforms had now gathered together, flying and crashing into each other rapidly overhead. Su Zhuyi had originally wanted to climb out, but now she didn’t dare show her head, fearing she’d be killed again by the wildly flying stone lotus platforms. As for the skeleton holding her waist but making no sound…

At least it wasn’t killing her now – surely it could be reasoned with.

Ji Wuxin had died long ago. What remained in this jade Chiwen was only a wisp of remnant soul, existing to guard the formation and nurture the mountain and river spirit. Now the formation was destroyed, the soul-sealing stone shattered, and the child had directly become a great evil thing. That wisp of remnant soul became increasingly frenzied in its howling. His shrill cries made Su Zhuyi dizzy and disoriented, yet she didn’t dare to just faint like this. If she collapsed, she might be gnawed clean while unconscious…

She bit her tongue tip, forcing herself to stay alert, trying to pry open the arm bones locked around her waist.

Ji Wuxin said the spirit stones and magic treasures were under the coffin, indicating there was a hiding place below, perhaps even an exit connected to the old tree at the village entrance. No matter what, she couldn’t just wait for death. As for the little skeleton staring straight at her, since he wasn’t attacking, she’d just assume he was stunned…

Su Zhuyi pried open the arms that confined her. She was small now with an even smaller body, making her movements more agile. Finding a gap to avoid the stone lotus platforms, she then crouched and hid beside the coffin, using her shoulder to push the coffin forward with all her strength. Circulating all the spiritual energy in her body while her natal magic treasure hoe helped pry the coffin upward, working together, they managed to push the coffin aside by less than a foot.

There was indeed a hidden space under the coffin. Just exposing this small gap, Su Zhuyi could feel spiritual energy rushing toward her face. However, just as she was about to continue her efforts and jump down, she suddenly felt her body lighten as she was lifted directly into the air. A Yazi on one of the stone lotus platforms had enlarged and grabbed her with its claws.

Though the Yazi was made of jade, its claws were now hard and sharp. Holding Su Zhuyi in the air, when the claws tightened, she gasped twice from the pain. Blood dripped down drop by drop. Suspended in midair, she could see her blood falling like rain threads, dripping into the accumulated muddy water below.

Drip, drip – blood and water fell. That red slowly spread and diffused like gauze, making everything in her vision take on a dark red tint. It was as if she had returned to the past, when she was about the same size as now, being held in the air, watching the villagers of Changning Village being killed, watching that village burn to ashes in fierce flames.

Su Zhuyi had thought that living again would bring better opportunities. She knew what would happen in the future, knew where those treasures were hidden, so she would become the greatest person in the world, with no one able to bully or humiliate her again. However, she had almost forgotten that in the past, every step she took was fraught with danger. If she had been slightly careless, she might have lost her life.

She hadn’t forgotten. She had once laughingly told Qin Jianglan that if she hadn’t been ruthless enough, she very likely would have died long ago – died at age seven, or even died in the mouth of wild dogs…

Liuguang Mirror, oh Liuguang Mirror, why did you bring her back to the worst, most bottom-level time?

Could it be that she would die here today? That would truly fulfill her words from back then.

The claws tightened again. The current Su Zhuyi had no power to resist. Her hoe wanted to come over desperately to help, but was pinned down by another stone lotus platform. Even its handle was broken partway, making it completely unable to rescue her. Su Zhuyi’s consciousness gradually became somewhat blurred, and her heart suddenly felt some regret and melancholy…

She had lived with Qin Jianglan day and night for a full six hundred years.

Though she constantly said she wanted to kill that old dog Qin to vent her anger, in reality, she more wanted to drag that high and mighty righteous hypocrite down from his pedestal, tease him, flirt with him, make him submit to her early on, then kick him away, raising her chin high to tell him: I don’t like you, get lost…

She understood him. After all, Qin Jianglan was extraordinarily beautiful and ethereal, and even in that aspect, he was naturally gifted. She couldn’t bear to just kill him like that.

Her mind hazy and confused, Su Zhuyi seemed to see Qin Jianglan’s face. She pursed her lips in a smile, “Heh, Old Dog Qin, in this life, we probably won’t be able to meet. Without me, this demoness, you… you should be able to transcend tribulation and ascend, right…”

Coughing up blood from her throat, Su Zhuyi felt the claws had already pierced into her heart. But just then, her heart area burned like fire, and simultaneously, a sword energy surged from her body, directly striking the jade Yazi and severing its claws…

“Qin Jianglan!”

Su Zhuyi was all too familiar with that sword energy – it was precisely Qin Jianglan’s famous Songfeng Sword Technique. Strong as pine, swift as wind – when the sword energy emerged, a green light flashed before her eyes, like verdant pines, growing stronger through adversity. Even after experiencing wind, snow, and temperature, it remained unbending. The world said Qin Jianglan’s sword was as upright and incorruptible as his person, but Su Zhuyi had always scorned this in her heart. He was so straight, so aloof and noble, yet in the end hadn’t she still bent him to her will…

But seeing that sword energy again now, Su Zhuyi was overjoyed. She turned her head with difficulty but didn’t see the familiar, elegant figure stepping through the light toward her.

Qin Jianglan wasn’t here.

The one who had just released sword energy was the Zhuxin Curse at her heart!

What exactly did he mean by this?

However, the current Su Zhuyi had no time to consider what Qin Jianglan meant. After the jade Yazi was split by a sword, the spiritual spring bound inside actually gushed out and flowed toward the coffin.

Originally, this formation had captured these heaven and earth spiritual veins to nourish the little skeleton in the formation. It was just that under the formation’s control, this nourishment was a slow process. But now the jade Yazi was broken, and the spiritual spring inside – nearly half consumed – rushed directly toward the coffin. No matter how heavy the coffin was, it couldn’t withstand such a tremendous impact. The entire coffin floated up, and the bones inside were scattered in all directions, losing human form.

Conversely, Su Zhuyi, because she was still being held by the Yazi’s other claw, didn’t suffer the spiritual spring’s impact…

But she knew that if Ji Wuxin’s remnant soul had still maintained some restraint before, now he had completely lost consciousness, because the coffin was destroyed, and inside it, his and his beloved wife’s bones were all ruined.

Seeing the shadow of death once again looming overhead, Su Zhuyi couldn’t help but cover her heart and shout, “Qin Jianglan, save me!”

The Zhuxin Curse did not react!

Could it be that sword energy was a fucking one-time consumable…

Su Zhuyi spat out a mouthful of bloody foam. She really couldn’t think of any other method, so she directly forced herself to circulate her cultivation technique, barely managing to execute a grappling technique. She grabbed a stream of water from the turbulent spiritual spring below, immediately absorbed it into her body, and rapidly circulated her technique to absorb spiritual energy. When the spiritual energy was about right, she gathered it in her feet while simultaneously striking out with one palm, actually intending to break her arm and escape while Ji Wuxin was too frenzied to pay attention to her…

But just then, the jade Yazi controlled by Ji Wuxin moved. Soul pressure instantly bore down as it directly opened its mouth and bit toward Su Zhuyi’s head…

“What happened to not creating killing karma anymore!” Under the extreme tension of her primordial spirit, the seal in her consciousness seemed to weaken considerably. Su Zhuyi’s consciousness sea violently shook, and her body suddenly burst forth with intense soul pressure, causing Yazi’s movement to pause slightly. However, this couldn’t stop its killing intent. It roared twice and approached again!

At this critical moment, a soft voice said, “Click clack click clack, don’t hurt big sister!”

The little skull emerged from the water. It picked up Su Zhuyi’s natal magic treasure, struggling to hold it in its arms. Fortunately, the hoe handle was broken partway, otherwise the handle would have been too long for it to grasp properly.

“Let go, or else, or else I’ll hit you!” The little skull swung the hoe and threw it out, but failed to hit the jade Yazi. Instead, its arm bone flew out together with the hoe.

The jade Yazi seemed to be under a freezing spell, instantly becoming motionless. Its mouth remained open, but it stopped less than two inches away from Su Zhuyi’s little bald head, never advancing another step.

It didn’t bite down.

All the stone lotus platforms shifted their target. The jade carvings on them all turned their heads toward the little skull’s direction and surrounded it.

The little skull was so frightened it trembled all over. All its bones were shaking, and its jawbone was about to fall off. It said, “Are you going to eat me? I, I’m skinny and don’t have much meat on me.”

Su Zhuyi’s head felt like it was about to explode, but hearing these words, she still forced a smile at the corner of her mouth.

You indeed don’t have a single bit of flesh – you’re completely just a skeleton frame…

When she grinned, she gasped from the pain. Just this little movement caused the jade Yazi to turn its head again, its gaze falling on her.

Then she heard the little skull anxiously shout, “Then eat me first, eat me! But I’m telling you, my daddy is powerful. He’s coming right away. If he sees you hurting people, he definitely won’t spare you.”

Just then, the claws gripping Su Zhuyi finally released.

Su Zhuyi fell directly into the water, but since the water was spiritual spring water, soaking in it made her feel more comfortable, and the bleeding from her wounds stopped.

“Wu’er.”

“Click clack click clack, my daddy’s here!” the little skull said excitedly. “You should run away quickly – my daddy’s here!”

“Wu’er…” Ji Wuxin’s voice gradually returned to calm. Clear spring water flowed from the jade Yazi’s eyes, as if its eyes were weeping. It looked at the little skull and said, “Wu’er, you’re awake. That’s wonderful.”

Such a great evil thing, having absorbed human blood and undergone corpse revival, could still maintain innocence and kindness – it was truly incredible. Could it be that he had no resentment or unwillingness whatsoever when he was alive?

“Click clack click clack, Daddy, where are you? You said that as long as I woke up, you’d take me outside to see butterflies.”

Yes, five thousand years ago, when Wu’er was about to close his eyes, Ji Wuxin was heartbroken and held him, saying not to sleep, to wake up – as long as he woke up, he would take him out to see butterflies. It turned out he had always remembered.

Five thousand years, five thousand years…

The jade Yazi let out a long howl. The Wuding Gourd split open directly from the middle, and the gourd suddenly shrank, becoming like a small boat, carrying both the little skull and Su Zhuyi as they flew out of the deep underground pit.

Outside, it was still pouring rain with lightning and thunder. Su Zhuyi was already like a drowned rat, and now, being pelted by the heavy rain, she couldn’t even open her eyes. She only heard the little skull say again, “Is this what rain is? Is that lightning? Daddy, did I sleep too long, so I got so hungry that I lost all my meat?”

He asked, “If I eat food, will I grow taller and grow flesh?”

Chapter 15: In the Wind
“Yes, you will,” Ji Wuxin said.

Only he couldn’t see it anymore. Back then, he had committed suicide to atone for his sins, leaving a wisp of remnant soul to guard the formation. This remnant soul existed dependent on the formation, and now that the formation was destroyed, he would dissipate along with it. After all, he was already dead, his primordial spirit had already perished, leaving only this wisp of consciousness that existed dependent on the formation.

“Wu’er.”

“Hmm? Daddy, where are you?” The little skull wasn’t afraid of the rain, extending his claws to try catching rainwater. But since he only had bones, the rainwater couldn’t be held at all. However, he was still very happy, clapping his hands joyfully. His left and right hand bones aligned perfectly as they clapped together, making clicking sounds.

“Daddy and Mommy have to go far away. Will you stay with big sister?” After Ji Wuxin finished speaking, Su Zhuyi felt another wave of soul pressure pressing down, though this time it was much gentler, giving her no stress.

“Little Baldy, you’re also a cultivator who has entered the gate of cultivation. Under the Wuding Gourd are pressed vast cultivation resources. I’ll give you all those things, but you must swear to take good care of Wu’er.”

Su Zhuyi was delighted upon hearing this and hurriedly said, “Good, I promise you.”

Making a vow – whatever! Anyway, this skeleton frame didn’t hurt people and didn’t need to eat. She could just raise it!

“Then acknowledge him as master.”

What? Su Zhuyi instantly understood Ji Wuxin’s meaning. He wanted her to serve as a servant to a skeleton frame, to acknowledge that little skull as her master! How was this possible?

Su Zhuyi stiffened her neck to refuse, but when the pressure bore down, her neck nearly twisted off. She immediately changed her tune, saying submissively, “Senior, you have the final say.”

Ji Wuxin called the little skull over and said, “Wu’er, Daddy will teach you and big sister to sing.”

“Click clack clack, great!” The little skull was so happy that his jaw fell off. He was stunned for a moment, then fumbled around blindly and reattached it. Only then did Su Zhuyi belatedly realize that he had also picked up and reattached the small arm bone he had thrown out earlier. She hadn’t even reacted when he was clapping just now.

The song Ji Wuxin taught was naturally the incantation of a master-servant contract.

Su Zhuyi was under someone else’s roof and had to bow her head. Seeing that disagreeing would mean death, between dignity and life, she chose the latter. Without life, how would she have a chance to seek revenge and speak of dignity in the future? She hummed along with Ji Wuxin, then saw Ji Wuxin directing the little skull to extend his hand. She could only be forced to extend her hand as well. The skeleton’s finger gently pricked, creating a small wound in her palm. The little skull was startled and repeatedly apologized. What could Su Zhuyi say under the pressure? The master-servant contract required the servant to make a blood oath.

However, the contract formation was unsuccessful.

Neither she nor the skeleton glowed, and she didn’t feel a connection tying their primordial spirits together. What was going on?

Just as Su Zhuyi was somewhat confused, she heard Ji Wuxin sigh, “So that’s how it is…”

“So he has already acknowledged you as master.” Hearing this, Su Zhuyi discovered that there was already a little skull in her dantian consciousness sea! By rights, the little skull’s strength far exceeded hers, so it should have been impossible for her to subdue the little skull. However, this skeleton had no evil nature whatsoever. Having awakened from contact with her blood, he immediately became attached to her. When he was holding her in the formation, he unconsciously acknowledged her as his master. It was just that this kind of master acknowledgment had no contractual binding, and with his powerful strength, if he decided not to acknowledge her anymore, he could easily break free from Su Zhuyi’s control.

Most importantly, the little skull’s strength was too powerful, far exceeding Su Zhuyi’s, so much so that Su Zhuyi hadn’t even noticed there was an additional presence in her consciousness sea before, and she still couldn’t command him at all now.

“Take good care of him,” Ji Wuxin said.

Ji Wuxin had originally been a demonic path great power, skilled in corpse refinement. The corpses he refined were ultimately like living people, extremely fierce yet possessing their consciousness, and could grow to be incomparably handsome. It was just that this kind of cultivation was mostly bloody and vicious, inseparable from the skin, flesh, and bones of other living people. So now, he couldn’t think of any method that would allow the clean and pure Wu’er to once again possess a physical body and live normally under the sunlight like a regular person.

“The Wuding Gourd is his home. I’m entrusting this gourd to your care.” Su Zhuyi’s finger had bled, and now that blood floated on its own to the Wuding Gourd. Immediately after, the boat-like gourd shrank to the size of a peanut, with a red rope loop at the gourd’s mouth that just fit around her finger.

Wuding Gourd! Wuding Gourd!

Ji Wuxin’s famous magic treasure, the world’s number one demonic artifact, the Wuding Gourd, had just come into her hands like this?

Su Zhuyi’s heart was wildly joyful. She was practically dizzy from being hit by this pie falling from heaven. Great fortune follows great calamity!

“You can’t touch anything inside. Only when Wu’er has a physical body and hasn’t become an evil thing will the stone lotus platforms in the gourd belong to you.”

Hearing this, Su Zhuyi’s heart went half cold.

This kind of rotten bones that had been dead for five thousand years – she had never heard of any method that could regrow flesh and resurrect them, unless one took the evil path and cultivated a living corpse. If it were a genuine resurrection from the dead, wouldn’t that be like the Liuguang Mirror? Only Dao artifacts could achieve such things.

In other words, Ji Wuxin had given her a pie, but it was a pie she couldn’t eat at all.

“Wu’er.” Su Zhuyi felt the pressure on her body grow even fainter.

Ji Wuxin’s wisp of consciousness was becoming increasingly weak, about to dissipate in the wind and rain.

“When willows live, spin the top;

When willows green, release the bell;

When willows die, kick the shuttlecock…”

Ji Wuxin began singing a nursery rhyme to coax children. Though his voice was very soft, in the pouring rain, it seemed so clear and distinct. Su Zhuyi no longer had many memories of her childhood. She only remembered her childhood misery, having long forgotten that even earlier, she too had babbled along with her mother while humming songs.

Her mother was probably a gentle yet weak woman. After being abandoned, slandered, and betrayed by that despicable man, she even disregarded her daughter and jumped into a well. A faint figure floated in her mind, but she couldn’t see that woman’s face clearly, because Su Zhuyi had long forgotten what her mother looked like.

As for her scumbag father, she had killed him with her own hands, but at this time, he was still living well.

Suddenly, she felt very envious of that little skull, having a father and mother who loved him so wholeheartedly. One was willing to give up her own life when giving birth to him, the other exhausting all efforts to commit suicide and atone for sins, just wanting him to become a mountain and river spirit, unconstrained and free.

Such familial love was something Su Zhuyi could never obtain, not in this life or any other. Her mother died because of a man, but never thought to live because of her daughter.

Her father was even more disgusting.

What the little skull possessed was something she had never had and would never have. Su Zhuyi listened to that cheerful song, her heart slightly bitter.

But just then, Ji Wuxin stopped and asked, “Wu’er, do you like the wind?”

“I like it!” the little skull answered happily. Before, he hadn’t dared go outside – he couldn’t bear even a wisp of wind.

There was a trace of laughter in Ji Wuxin’s voice. “That’s perfect, then. Daddy and Mommy are both in the wind.”

As his words fell, no more sound came from the jade Yazi. The nine stone lotus platforms circled in the air for a while, then all flew into the Wuding Gourd together.

Ji Wuxin’s remnant soul completely dissipated, dissipating between heaven and earth, dissipating in the wind and rain. The little skull stood foolishly in place. After calling “Daddy” several times with no response, he turned to look at Su Zhuyi and asked, “Big sister, because I like the wind, did my daddy go into the wind?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Looking at this child’s bone structure, he was probably only four or five years old before death, and quite frail at that. She gestured with her hand – this little skull was even a head shorter than herself. Being young was good – he didn’t understand anything and was easy to deceive.

“Yes, being in the wind means he can accompany you at all times.” On this question, Su Zhuyi didn’t speak carelessly. After speaking, she tucked the gourd in her pocket, forced herself to rally her spirits, and crawled back into the pit from before.

Having walked such a long distance earlier, all within the gourd, now outside she could go directly down to the bottom of the pit. Su Zhuyi groped under the coffin and saw vast quantities of spirit stones below. She was immediately so happy her eyes turned red, and she directly took out the Wuding Gourd to pack all the spirit stones inside.

But after packing about half, Su Zhuyi couldn’t pack anymore. She discovered that more spirit stones had already been rooted into by the old tree at the village entrance. Tree roots had penetrated the spirit stones, and the roots were densely tangled together, forming a net that tightly held the other majority of spirit stones and magic treasures in its mesh bag.

She couldn’t dig them out at all, even with her hoe.

Why were these spirit stones supposed to be stored outside the Wuding Gourd? Now that old tree had gotten there first.

Su Zhuyi pondered for a moment and felt she probably understood. Nurturing mountain and river spirits required heaven and earth’s spiritual energy and did not need these spirit stones and magic treasures. Moreover, it couldn’t be done in an enclosed space, so the Wuding Gourd itself had gaps that Ji Wuxin had to leave. He was also worried that someone might coincidentally find those gaps, enter the Wuding Gourd, and destroy the formation, so he also designed heart-tempting traps within the formation. When his remnant soul later appeared, promising the magic treasures and spirit stones under the coffin to that person, that person would naturally exit from under the coffin, which meant leaving the Wuding Gourd. Wanting to enter again would be wishful thinking.

The probability of this was very low, almost impossible, but Ji Wuxin had considered even this impossible scenario for the sake of being foolproof. Who would have known that heaven would open its eyes and directly strike several thunderbolts, not only splitting open the Wuding Gourd but also blasting the coffin and soul-sealing stone together. Thus, everything he had done turned to bubbles.

Truly, no matter how much one calculates, one cannot outcalculate heaven’s blindness.

In her previous life, Ji Wuxin hadn’t succeeded either, otherwise, the Xueluo Sect wouldn’t have massacred the village and burned the old tree. She just didn’t know how he had failed in the previous life. And this little skull – had it appeared in the previous life?

She had never heard of it, so probably not.

Su Zhuyi thought while digging, but after digging for a long time, she couldn’t break through the old tree’s roots at all. She had been seriously injured to begin with, and even soaking in the spiritual spring hadn’t restored her much. Having been drenched by rain and struggling for so long, she really couldn’t persist anymore. She could only use her hoe to support herself, and she limped out of the pit. Just as she emerged, she saw one of the tree roots writhing like a snake. Soon, the root rolled up large amounts of soil and filled the pit back in. In moments, the pit completely disappeared. The ground on this hillside was perfectly flat – where could one tell there had ever been a pit?

Su Zhuyi stared in shock!

This old tree – it had fucking filled in the pit itself? Su Zhuyi had always thought this old tree had just absorbed spiritual energy and lived longer, at most having some weak spiritual consciousness. After all, she dug up and ate its roots daily without seeing it get angry.

Looking at it now, it wasn’t far from becoming a spirit. No wonder, no wonder the Xueluo Sect had expended so much effort to kill it back then.

If it had started filling the pit with soil while she was still inside, she would have been buried alive by now.

This old tree…

It hadn’t killed her.

Chapter 16: The True Spirit Realm
Su Zhuyi stood beside the filled-in pit, her mood somewhat complex.

The sky was gradually clearing now, the rain had stopped, the clouds had scattered, and the sun poked its head out. The sky had been washed so azure by the rain that Su Zhuyi found the sunlight somewhat glaring. She raised her hand to shield her forehead, looking at the sun’s position, estimating that from when she fell into the pit until now, only about two hours had passed.

So tired, she should go back and rest…

Although she had only dug up a small portion of the spirit stones, it was enough for now. Using spirit stones to cultivate could make her cultivation advance by leaps and bounds. Breaking through that dense forest filled with hidden fierce beasts and leaving this mountain backwater of Changning Village would be completely manageable, and she would have the strength and capital to venture out into the world.

This trip, though extremely dangerous, hadn’t been in vain. Su Zhuyi leaned on her hoe and caught her breath, then used the hoe as a walking stick, slowly moving forward. She had barely taken two steps when Su Zhuyi felt something tugging at her waist. She turned her head and saw the little skull staring at her.

He was just a skeleton frame without even eyeballs, just two black holes, yet she could somehow feel his pitiful gaze. Unfortunately, Su Zhuyi was someone with a heart of stone.

Su Zhuyi reached out to swat away the claw hanging from her waist, but before she could use much force, the claw broke off directly, leaving only a hand bone hanging from her waist with fingers hooked onto her robes, looking quite eerie.

Little Skull seemed stunned for a moment, then picked up his hand bone himself, fiddled with it for a while before reattaching it. He wasn’t upset at all, and suddenly looked up and shouted, “Heavens! Look, look, big sister, look…”

He looked simple and cute, but he was a spiritual being that had been nurtured for five thousand years, with an extremely powerful soul force. Even if Su Zhuyi’s primordial spirit wasn’t sealed, she had only cultivated for just over a thousand years, let alone now, when her primordial spirit was sealed and she was very weak, completely unable to resist Little Skull’s primordial spirit power. So much so that at this moment, Su Zhuyi had no choice but to look up following his voice. It was a kind of pressure, yet not quite pressure, as if there was a force guiding her, making her raise her head to look in the direction Little Skull was pointing.

This skull had not only been nurtured in the formation for five thousand years, but had also received considerable incense offerings from the villagers of Changning Village, so his words already carried a strange power that was impossible to resist.

“Rainbow, rainbow, big sister, that’s a rainbow after the rain…”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Su Zhuyi craned her neck back so far that it nearly broke. She wanted nothing more than to snap that little skull’s head off! She frowned and said coldly, “Are you done looking? I’m tired.”

“Oh, oh.” Little Skull nodded excitedly, and with the force, his jaw fell off again. He muttered, “Big sister, why am I so fragile?”

Because your father never intended for you to return to the corpse. Those bones have been around for five thousand years, naturally they’ve become quite brittle. Su Zhuyi didn’t say this – even if she did, he wouldn’t understand. She just said, “I’m not called big sister, I have a name.”

“Oh, then what’s your name?” After reattaching his jaw, Little Skull reached out to grab Su Zhuyi’s clothes again. He was full of curiosity about the outside world, yet also a little afraid. Now he gently tugged at Su Zhuyi’s clothes, afraid she would swat his claws again, and even more afraid she would abandon him.

“Little Master.” Su Zhuyi said. Everyone in Changning Village called her Little Master, and they couldn’t tell she was a woman, but Ji Wuxin’s remnant soul and this little skull could both see it. She didn’t want him to call her wrongly and cause any trouble. But then, thinking that if this little skull appeared in the village, he might scare the living to death, she thought for a moment and pointed at the Wuding Gourd, saying, “Little Skull.”

“Little Master, big sister, I have a name too, I’m called Ji Wuxin.”

Your father was casual and carefree when naming you…

“Wuxin, come into the gourd. You’re weak now, being able to come out and see the sky is already good enough. Stay for a while, then go back in to rest properly, understand?” This little skull had acknowledged her as master, and Su Zhuyi couldn’t get rid of it for now. She also couldn’t let him wander around outside. Little Skull’s bone frame was as brittle as tofu – if someone scattered his bones, that would be trouble.

He had no resentment now, but if he truly developed some resentment, that would be the end. There really might be no one in this world who could control him. Su Zhuyi wasn’t one to worry about the world’s people, but mainly she was afraid that if Little Skull became a fierce creature, the first one he’d deal with would be her. Old Lady Lu was a bloody example of that.

“Oh.” Ji Wuxin had been obedient since childhood, and didn’t object now either. Thinking about entering the gourd, his body did enter the gourd.

Su Zhuyi had just breathed a sigh of relief when she discovered a bone hand stretching out from the Wuding Gourd, still grabbing her sleeve. “Little Master, I’m scared.” Su Zhuyi had no choice but to put the Wuding Gourd on her wrist, stuff it into her sleeve, and let that skeleton claw grab her sleeve.

“Don’t make a sound when there are outsiders around.” Su Zhuyi instructed.

“You’re too thin, you’ll scare others.”

“Oh, okay.” Little Skull was very sensible, which saved Su Zhuyi quite a bit of worry. When she returned, she found that the storm hadn’t caused much damage to the small temple under the old tree, probably because it was protected by the old tree.

Su Zhuyi entered the room, changed into clean clothes, and then took out the Wuding Gourd, planning to take out a piece of spirit stone to cultivate and heal her injuries.

When her divine sense swept into the Wuding Gourd, Su Zhuyi was completely stunned.

Where were the spirit stones she had just dug up?

She saw Little Skull holding a piece of spirit stone and putting it in his mouth. After the spirit stone went in, it made a gulp sound as it fell, but didn’t fall out of his body. It was as if there was a barrier around his body that caught the spirit stone within him. Then she saw the spirit stone melt like it was being dissolved, turning into an azure liquid that seeped bit by bit into his bones, nourishing the originally somewhat yellowish bone frame little by little, like brushing a layer of white porcelain over old bones that had turned yellow and brittle.

“You ate all the spirit stones I worked so hard to dig up?” Su Zhuyi was so angry her teeth itched. She directly raised the hoe, wanting to immediately smash that little skull to pieces.

Little Skull was startled. He stood there in a daze, his jaw falling off and forgetting to reattach it. Water bubbles emerged from his black hole eyes, and he said timidly, “Little Master, I just, just don’t know why I suddenly felt so hungry.”

He was very hungry, and his thoughts were simple – when you’re hungry, you eat food. Those shiny stones smelled so comforting and tasted delicious, like roasted beans.

He had never seen real people other than his father when alive, only seeing fake people and objects in the illusions his father created. He had no experience interacting with others. Now he stood there with his two eye holes spouting water like springs, his hand reaching into his belly to fumble around and pull out two spirit stones, carefully offering them to Su Zhuyi: “I didn’t finish eating them, there are still two left.”

He could freely enter and exit the Wuding Gourd. Having this thought, he was already out of the gourd, his hand stretched out in front of Su Zhuyi, trembling slightly, looking quite pitiful in his nervous state. But Su Zhuyi was someone without sympathy. She snatched the remaining two spirit stones, then, in her rage and frustration, raised her palm to strike. But just as her palm was about to touch Little Skull, Su Zhuyi closed her hand into a fist, then slowly opened it, gently patting his head twice. “Food should be shared, understand? You can’t eat all by yourself. Since you ate the spirit stones I dug up, you should share some of your things with me too.”

Damn, this skull wasn’t brittle at all after eating the spirit stones. Looking at the luster of those bones, they were probably harder than refined iron now. If she struck with that palm, she would be the one getting hurt!

Su Zhuyi pointed at the Wuding Gourd. “Those stone lotus platforms in the gourd, how about sharing some with me?”

“Good!” Little Skull immediately agreed, and Su Zhuyi’s heart leaped with wild joy. But the next moment, she heard Little Skull say dejectedly, “But I can’t move those things.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She held a belly full of anger with nowhere to vent, could only stare at Little Skull with wide eyes, hatefully grinding her teeth, then clutched the remaining two spirit stones and sat back on the bed.

She still had injuries on her body, and treating the wounds was urgent. Su Zhuyi pulled open her clothes to look at the wound Ji Wuxin had clawed on her. Su Zhuyi frowned, then began absorbing the spiritual energy from the spirit stones, using the spiritual energy to nourish and heal the wound.

She closed her eyes with a gloomy expression to rest and recover, not planning to pay any attention to that little skull who had eaten all her spirit stones. She would rather that little skull eat corpse-dissolving water – why eat spirit stones? Did that mean she’d have to find spirit stones to feed him in the future? Looking at his huge appetite, eating over a hundred spirit stones in one go, Su Zhuyi didn’t dare imagine how miserable her future days would be if she took this little skull with her.

The skull was stronger than her, and acknowledging her as master was one-sided – he could leave at any time. Therefore, Su Zhuyi decided to give him the cold shoulder and make him roll away quickly on his own.

Take the Wuding Gourd and roll away, the farther the better. This old lady doesn’t care for you.

She had completely absorbed the spirit stones three days later.

In these three days, Su Zhuyi’s injuries had completely healed, and her strength had also advanced by leaps and bounds, directly jumping to the third layer of Qi Refining. Now she had spiritual energy in her body that she could mobilize, and her physical strength had also increased considerably. Breaking through that forest alone should not be difficult.

If those spirit stones were still there, she could have secluded herself for a month and broken through the Qi Refining stage to directly enter the next stage, the Ningshen Stage. After entering the Ningshen Stage, she could reforge her natal magic treasure, making it capable of carrying people for short-distance flight. In that case, leaving Changning Village would be extremely simple, and she could go directly to Yongan Town to exterminate the entire Su family!

Her scumbag father was only at the ninth layer of Qi Refining. In her previous life, when she exterminated the entire Su family, she had just barely turned eleven years old.

What a pity, what a pity, all of this had been eaten up by that damned little skull.

Su Zhuyi had sat on the bed for three days.

Little Skull had sat under the bed for three days. He sat leaning against the bed without moving, holding Su Zhuyi’s shoe in his hands, his two hollow eyes staring at his arm, constantly thinking about growing flesh. As soon as Su Zhuyi opened her eyes, he sensed it, turned his head with an expectant look at Su Zhuyi, and handed over the shoe in his hand. “Little Master, you’re awake.”

He used to be weak and often sleep for three to five days at a time. Every time he woke up, his father would be guarding beside him, so he didn’t think there was anything wrong with Su Zhuyi sitting for so long, nor did he think there was anything wrong with him waiting.

He was very happy, showing a big smile on his face. Though he was a skull head, Su Zhuyi could see joy on his face. Don’t mention it; that grinning mouth was a bit cute. But no matter how cute, it couldn’t change the fact that he was annoying and a burden. Looking at this little skull, Su Zhuyi began pondering in her heart how she could get rid of this guy.

Just as she was thinking of a solution, Su Zhuyi suddenly felt her heart getting a bit hot. What was wrong with the Zhuxin Curse again? It felt like her heart was pierced by a sword. Su Zhuyi was in so much pain that her face turned pale, and her body fell directly from the head of the bed. Little Skull became anxious immediately. His bones were very hard now, so he supported Su Zhuyi and carried her back to the bed, still grabbing her hand with his claw, saying, “Blow, blow, it won’t hurt if you blow on it.”

This was how his father used to comfort him when he was in unbearable pain.

Little Skull blew twice, and seeing Su Zhuyi clutching her heart tightly, he thought that’s where it hurt and needed rubbing. So he reached out to touch that spot. Unexpectedly, just as he touched that location, he felt his bones as if they were soaked in cold water, then his whole body began glowing, all his bones shaking and making clicking sounds…

“Little, little big sister…” He was terrified.

But he didn’t let go.

Was little big sister enduring this kind of pain? Could he share some of it with her by holding her like this? Seeing that Su Zhuyi’s pain seemed to lessen somewhat, Little Skull pressed tightly against her heart without letting go. At this moment, the light on his body grew brighter and brighter, as if stunning sword lights were circling him. The next moment, he let out a sharp scream, circles of light patterns appeared under his feet, and then his entire person disappeared on the spot.

After Little Skull disappeared, the light in Su Zhuyi’s heart also vanished. She caught her breath and pulled open her clothes to look, discovering that the color of the Zhuxin Curse on her heart had become much dimmer. The originally bright red had turned to light pink, like a peach blossom painted on her heart.

What kind of ghostly thing had Qin Jianglan left in this Zhuxin Curse?

Where had Little Skull gone?

It couldn’t possibly be that this Zhuxin Curse was so powerful that when she wanted to kick Little Skull away, the Zhuxin Curse made Little Skull disappear, could it?

Where exactly had he gone? Su Zhuyi couldn’t figure it out no matter how hard she thought. In the end, she was too lazy to think about it anymore and decided to pack up and leave Changning Village.

…

That night, seven stars aligned.

Qin Jianglan sat cross-legged within the formation.

Beside him lay an ancient scroll describing methods of summoning from other realms. Previously, he hadn’t known that after cultivators ascended, they would enter a new heaven and earth. What he never expected was that the Liuguang Mirror’s temporal regression would bring him to a completely different True Spirit Realm from before.

There were no mortals here; all living beings could cultivate.

There was no Yunxiao Sect here.

There was no Su Zhuyi from Changning Village here. Fortunately, he had once cast the Zhuxin Curse.

He had originally planned to quickly cultivate to great achievement and ascend, crossing the Boundary Lake to return to the original world. But unexpectedly, the Zhuxin Curse kept acting up, indicating that Su Zhuyi was constantly in danger.

“If I weren’t ruthless, the one who would die would be me, dead at age seven, or even earlier, dead in a wild dog’s mouth…”

Remembering her casual words, Qin Jianglan’s heart suddenly ached.

Cultivators without sufficient strength couldn’t leave the True Spirit Realm, but they had a secret method that could summon beings from other realms to the True Spirit Realm. Because of the Zhuxin Curse, the possibility of successfully bringing Su Zhuyi over was very high.

Qin Jianglan had considered that he might fail. But he never thought he would be so ridiculously wrong…

Looking at the little skull in the formation who was wailing and crying so hard his jawbone fell off, Qin Jianglan, who had maintained an expressionless face all along, frowned with an almost imperceptible slight arc. He said coldly, “A ghostly creature?”

Chapter 17: Off-Key
“A ghostly creature!” Seeing the skeleton frame that suddenly appeared before his eyes, Qin Jianglan’s gaze turned sharp.

He had summoned Su Zhuyi, who bore his Zhuxin Curse. Why would a little skull appear now? If he couldn’t tell at a glance that this was a powerful boy, he would have suspected this was Su Zhuyi. After all, Su Zhuyi from over eleven hundred years ago was also just a five-year-old little girl.

The Liuguang Mirror had brought him back eleven hundred years.

His current bone age was exactly three hundred years, having just descended from the mountain not long ago. Along the way, he had been subduing demons and monsters. At this time, he hadn’t yet reached the northwestern Changning Village. The Liuguang Mirror had brought him back to the past, yet also to another realm entirely.

This skull must be beside Su Zhuyi, and might even be harming her. If he was harming her and had come into contact with the Zhuxin Curse, could he be digging out her heart? Thinking this, Qin Jianglan’s heart felt as if someone had severely squeezed it. Without time to consider anything else, his eyes became cold as frost, and the sharp sword in his hand swept out, striking the skull.

At three hundred years old, Qin Jianglan had already achieved some success in the Sword Dao. Though his current cultivation was somewhat low, his understanding of the Sword Dao remained, and his sword intent was naturally not to be underestimated. Pine welcomes snow, verdant green overflowing. Yet when the sword light fell on Little Skull, it didn’t even leave a single scratch.

However, after being struck by a sword, Little Skull stopped wailing. He stood there in a daze, looking up at Qin Jianglan with his pair of black hole eyes. After a long while, he came to his senses, then began crying sadly again, crying while shouting, “Daddy, big sister, big sister…”

Only then did Qin Jianglan realize that although this skull was a ghostly creature, there wasn’t a trace of a fierce aura about it. The aura emanating from him was very clean and pure, not at all like a vicious creature. Most importantly, this skull was very powerful – even his crying carried intimidating pressure. If he wanted to kill Su Zhuyi, Su Zhuyi wouldn’t be able to survive at all. Also, he had just called out “big sister.” Hearing this form of address, Qin Jianglan’s thoughts stirred. He sheathed his sword, his brow relaxing as he asked, “Who is your big sister?”

Little Skull answered while crying, “She’s my big sister.”

“Does she have a name?”

“Little Master.”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

“Who was just with you?” This skull looked extremely innocent – he didn’t know how it had been raised. If it went astray following Su Zhuyi and went around killing and setting fires, who knows how many people’s fates would be changed? At that time, the Heavenly Dao would tolerate her even less.

“It was big sister. After she woke up from sleep, her heart hurt.” Hearing this answer, Qin Jianglan became even more certain that Su Zhuyi had been together with Little Skull before. Could it be that because Little Skull’s strength was greater, this otherworldly summoning had grabbed him instead? And he called Su Zhuyi big sister, which was enough to show their relationship was good, and Little Skull’s strength was so powerful…

Could it be that Su Zhuyi had painstakingly obtained a powerful ghostly creature as her subordinate? The previous disturbances of the Zhuxin Curse were probably dangers she encountered while subduing it. This meant she had finally found a reliable helper, but he had inadvertently summoned it away.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

Su Zhuyi was probably jumping mad with rage right now. The image of her furious face floated before his eyes, and Qin Jianglan’s lips curved up slightly. That smile was like a flower’s reflection in water – as water waves cleared and ripples spread, the flower scattered in the water’s center. Qin Jianglan’s gaze gradually deepened, his eyes falling on the ancient scroll.

The current Su Zhuyi was too weak and could not protect herself, yet her ambitions were great. She was unwilling to be subordinate to others. Even before her rebirth, she had thought of becoming the world’s number one, killing anyone who stood in her way…

He had to send Su Zhuyi’s little skull back.

However, the ancient scroll didn’t record any method for sending things back.

What should he do now? Looking at Little Skull, who was still crying, crying while using his hand bones to support his jawbone, Qin Jianglan walked up to him. Looking at the little skull who didn’t even reach his waist, he crouched down to meet his eyes at the same level, lowering his voice somewhat. “Stop crying. I’m your big sister’s friend. For now, you’ll stay with me, and I’ll find a way to take you to her.”

His appearance was otherworldly, his voice cool and clear, yet his words carried a soothing power that could calm one’s heart.

Little Skull tilted his head to look at him, still unable to stop crying, though his voice was somewhat quieter, still sobbing intermittently.

Qin Jianglan had never coaxed a child. He had just struck Little Skull with his sword in a moment of urgency and felt somewhat guilty about it. Plus, he called Su Zhuyi big sister, so Qin Jianglan, loving the house and its crow, developed tolerance for this skeleton creature. After hesitating for a moment, he reached out and gently touched Little Skull’s head.

Little Skull looked up at him with his dark eye sockets, and after a long while said, “Hungry.”

Hungry, needed to eat spirit stones.

Qin Jianglan had spirit stones and quickly handed several over. If this little skull only ate spirit stones, it would be quite difficult for a five-year-old Su Zhuyi to support him, Qin Jianglan thought silently.

Little Skull finished eating but was still sobbing. He said, “Uncle, please sing me a song.”

He stood firm. “When daddy sings to me, I stop crying.”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

Su Zhuyi was the big sister, so he was an uncle. Although this form of address wasn’t problematic, there was still a faint trace of displeasure in his heart.

He focused his gaze on Little Skull, wondering in his heart how Su Zhuyi could tolerate this little skull. Crying and wailing, eating spirit stones, and wanting people to sing songs – with Su Zhuyi’s temperament, she might have kicked him to pieces long ago. Then, thinking that five-year-old Su Zhuyi was so weak, even if she had the intention, she probably couldn’t do anything to this little skull.

“I don’t know how.” He was a master of the Yunxiao Sect, an omnipotent master in his disciples’ eyes. He could recite incantations and perform hand seals, call wind and rain, and cut through mountains and rivers with his sword, but he had never opened his mouth to sing even one song. That demoness, however, would hum melodious and graceful little tunes in the bamboo house every day when he was reciting calming mantras.

“If you don’t know, you can learn. I’ll teach you.”

“Uncle, you sang it wrong.”

“Wrong again…”

Probably from reciting too many incantations, when Qin Jianglan sang songs, it was like reciting spells – there was no musical rise and fall at all, never landing on the proper tune. He had never known that he could be so, so clumsy and powerless. It was as if even his tongue wouldn’t straighten.

Unconsciously humming the little tune that Su Zhuyi hummed every day, Qin Jianglan discovered that probably only when humming this melody he had heard for six hundred years would his voice carry any fluctuation…

Stars filled the sky above, the night hazy and dim.

A sword cultivator in flowing robes traveled alongside a little skull that only reached his thigh. The sword cultivator wore black robes, only the emerald green hair tie standing out, like two green bamboo leaves that had fallen on his hair knot. Little Skull’s bones were like jade, his entire body shining brightly, emitting a lustrous glow in the night. Their footsteps were silent, only the rustling sound of wind responding.

“My daddy, daddy, daddy daddy…” Without a tongue, his speech didn’t get tangled, but his jaw rattled with clicking sounds.

“Mm?”

“Is accompanying me in the wind, hahaha.” Little Skull looked at Qin Jianglan’s hand, then suddenly raised his claw and gently grasped Qin Jianglan’s sleeve.

Qin Jianglan paused slightly, then his large palm opened and grasped a section of a small hand bone.

Walking forward together, they didn’t yet understand loneliness, while he was already full of longing.

…

The night in Changning Village was very quiet. After Hunter Zhang’s death, there weren’t even any dog barks anymore.

Su Zhuyi packed her things and prepared to leave. She brought two sets of clothes, some small gadgets she had made before, a stack of talismans she had drawn, and then there wasn’t much else to take. She had originally wanted to make another straw substitute before setting out, but firstly time was tight, and secondly she couldn’t gather all the materials.

The merchant caravan would arrive soon, and this time, there were even Righteous Path Feihong Sect cultivators coming to recruit disciples. Her female identity naturally couldn’t be hidden, and the lie about being a little monk would be exposed with one poke. Moreover, she had previously placed curse talismans in the villagers’ wells. Although they hadn’t been used, the well water had been tampered with after all. Even though there had been a heavy rainstorm, some traces would remain. Rather than bother dealing with it, she was too lazy to care and would just leave directly.

After a month, she would have fled to the ends of the earth. Even if those cultivators noticed something, they surely wouldn’t search everywhere for her. Besides, Feihong Sect wouldn’t be jumping around for many more days before being destroyed by Luo Ying’s disciple, so where would they find the opportunity to trouble her…

She hadn’t thought about saying goodbye to anyone. They were all going to die anyway, so why waste words? The Liuguang Mirror was originally a Dao artifact that Heaven wouldn’t tolerate. Her return was already going against Heaven. The more fates she changed, the deeper her tribulations would probably be. Su Zhuyi had no spirit of self-sacrifice for others – it was already good enough that she didn’t actively kill people. You must know that before her rebirth, she had no feelings for the Changning Village villagers who had bullied her and wanted nothing more than to raise her hand and destroy them. Now, she was too lazy to act.

Su Zhuyi lifted the curtain and went outside. She saw the willow branches of the old willow tree hanging down to the small temple’s entrance. As soon as she went out, her head bumped into a soft branch. It was now the end of February. Other plants in Changning Village were still bare, but the old willow tree had sprouted new buds. That fresh, tender green even glowed faintly in the night.

Su Zhuyi saw the willow branch that had touched her forehead, curled her lip, directly pinched off that willow branch and put it in her mouth to chew, muttering a couple of sentences, “New buds have more spiritual energy than old leaves. The spirit stones were absorbed quite well…”

There would be quite a few wild beasts along the way. If she couldn’t find spirit herbs, it would be quite troublesome. Better to dig up some old tree roots to take along for sustenance.

She pinched off leaves and also dug up some tree roots to stuff into her bundle. After doing all this, the old willow tree did not react. Su Zhuyi thought the old tree should have hit her, considering she had dug up so many tree roots. However, it didn’t do that…

Only when a breeze blew past, the whole tree’s tender leaves rustle and sway. Those leaves were like jade stones, glittering brilliantly under the starlight.

Su Zhuyi had no storage pouch. Carrying a heavy bundle, she had already walked more than ten feet away, yet those willow branches hung down like ten thousand silk ribbons, still suspended above her head, gently swaying, cutting through the night wind.

She thought about it, then returned to the base of the old tree, circling it once. Her gaze fell on the small holes in the old tree’s body. Those small holes had dark patterns on the outside, like growing ears. Su Zhuyi stuck her finger into a small hole to feel around, then took out her natal hoe. After shrinking it, she held the hoe in her hand and weighed it several times.

Now, at the third layer of Qi Refining, she could also shrink the hoe to palm size. Su Zhuyi clicked her tongue twice and, gripping the small hoe, began carving characters on the tree.

“If you don’t fly, that’s fine, but once you fly, soar to the sky; if you don’t cry out, that’s fine, but once you cry out, startle everyone. Su Zhuyi.”

After carving the characters, the old tree still rustled its leaves. Su Zhuyi then lowered her head and said quietly to the tree hole, “Seeing you’re sensible, I’ll tell you a secret.”

“In about a year and a half, evil people will harm you, burning you to ashes with a single fire.” After saying this, she patted the old tree’s trunk and said with a smile, “Cultivate well and become a spirit soon.”

No matter how powerful the old tree was, it couldn’t grow legs to run away in this year and a half.

Blood Asura Sect cultivators would come, so it definitely couldn’t escape. This way, even if she revealed heavenly secrets, she couldn’t change any fates.

After giving a perfunctory warning, Su Zhuyi cheerfully shouldered her bundle and left Changning Village in the dark. She walked along the small stream outside the village, channeling wisps of spiritual energy into her feet. By dawn, she had already reached Qilian Mountain.

Su Zhuyi didn’t choose to go to Yongan Town. If she remembered correctly, Suyue Sect would also recruit new disciples in the next year or two. After crossing Qilian Mountain and walking for about a month, she could reach Sufang City, where the Suyue Sect was located.

Suyue Sect was a female cultivator sect. Su Zhuyi chose this sect for no other reason than that the sect master was wealthy and had backing, and the disciples under her had good benefits.

It was just that simple!

Chapter 18: Qilian Mountain
The Suyue Sect could only be considered a third-rate sect in the cultivation world.

But Suyue Sect’s sect master, Yue Chanjuan, was the old lover of the Dong Fushang Sect master. Not only that, she also had secret relations with an elder from the Demonic Path’s Hidden Blood Sect. This made the Suyue Sect’s backing extremely solid, and the sect’s disciples had very abundant cultivation resources.

After the Suyue Sect disciples entered, they could receive ten high-grade spirit stones and a bottle of Qi-nourishing pills every month. This kind of wealth rivaled even first-rate major sects. If she could get in and mix around for a few years, her cultivation would advance by leaps and bounds. Then she could explore secret realms and obtain inheritances based on her previous life’s experience, living freely and contending for supremacy over the world.

However, to reach the Suyue Sect, she first had to cross Qilian Mountain.

Qilian Mountain was also called Seven Maidens Mountain and Seven Fairies Mountain.

Legend had it that the Qilian Mountain area was originally a sea. Very long ago, an evil flood dragon appeared in the sea. The evil dragon stirred up clouds and rain, harmed the people, and raised terrifying waves, intending to flood thousands of miles of rivers and mountains. Seven immortal fairies descended from heaven and fought fiercely with the evil dragon for seven days and seven nights, finally killing it. However, before dying, the evil dragon raised sea waves, determined to drag countless mortals down with it even in death.

So the seven fairies transformed into great mountains to fill the sea, saving tens of thousands of surrounding mortals, sacrificing themselves to save all living beings.

Su Zhuyi looked up at the distant mountains and even counted them with her hand: one, two, three, four, five, six, seven. Indeed, there were seven peaks, and from afar, they did have human-like silhouettes. No wonder those mortals would make up such a story.

There weren’t any high-level spiritual creatures in these deep mountains, but there were quite a few fierce wild beasts. Zhang Enning’s father had been killed by a pack of wolves while hunting in these mountains. If Su Zhuyi had taken this route right after her rebirth, she would probably have been gnawed down to nothing by now. Although there were no high-level spiritual creatures, Qilian Mountain had a type of colorful ink flower that would grow on the mountainsides every March and April, like tying a colorful belt around the green mountains.

The villagers of Changning Village called this the fairy’s waist sash.

Why not call it the fairy’s bodice?

Colorful ink flowers were an ingredient female cultivators needed for refining beauty pills. Merchant caravans came to Changning Village every year specifically to buy some colorful ink flowers at low prices.

In her previous life, Su Zhuyi had never eaten beauty pills – her face didn’t need them.

It was still the end of February now, and the colorful ink flowers on Qilian Mountain hadn’t grown yet. Looking from afar, it was just a dark mass, like a giant beast crouching there, ready to swallow people whole at any moment. Su Zhuyi held a tree root in her left hand as a snack and gripped her hoe in her right hand, following the mountain path left by hunting villagers up the mountain. She had to cross seven mountains in succession to reach the town on the other side. With good luck, it should take three to five days.

The mountain path was very remote, overgrown with wild grass as tall as a person. Of course, this was also because she was currently too short. Su Zhuyi enlarged her hoe to clear the way, pushing down all the weeds with the hoe, so her forward progress wasn’t slowed. When she climbed to the mountainside, she could sense the auras of some fierce beasts around.

Even the trees had wild monkeys hanging on them, following her all the way.

Having gone through an entire winter, the wild beasts in this forest probably hadn’t filled their bellies. Suddenly seeing such a tiny little person, tender and delicate-looking, clearly quite tasty, they naturally didn’t want to let her go. However, the wild beasts that had survived the harsh winter were mostly clever and alert, and could sense that faint aura about her. Although they wanted to eat her very much, they didn’t act rashly, just secretly following all the way, planning to observe before making their move.

Su Zhuyi walked all night and was getting a bit hungry. Although eating just tree roots provided spiritual energy, there was no feeling of fullness. Her cultivation was still low, and she hadn’t reached fasting yet. Now that she was hungry, she simply found a cleaner place to sit down, crossed her legs, rubbed her ankles, then picked up a stone and squinted at the sky. She aimed the stone at her eye and saw the monkey hiding behind the leaves shrink back and hide behind the tree trunk.

She flicked her finger, but not to hit the monkey – instead, she struck down a bird from the sky.

Monkey meat didn’t taste good; better to roast a bird.

After Su Zhuyi picked up the dead bird and efficiently plucked its feathers, the several fierce beast auras following behind her instantly disappeared. She chuckled twice, used spiritual energy to perform a fire control technique, lit a pile of dry grass, and roasted the bird to eat.

After finishing her meal, Su Zhuyi discovered that the monkey in the tree was still there, and immediately felt somewhat surprised.

The fierce beasts following behind had all run away, yet that monkey hiding in the tree was shaking like a sieve, with the surrounding leaves trembling constantly, which was enough to prove the monkey was terrified. However, it hadn’t run, and she still planned to follow her.

Monkeys were quite intelligent animals, and there were spirit monkeys that cultivated to become spirits. Back then, a Demonic Path cultivator had trained a spirit monkey to steal things. When seizing treasures and gathering herbs in secret realms, that monkey was nimble and fast – while others grabbed one item, the monkey could grab five, one in each of its four claws and one wrapped in its tail. It was so fast that others couldn’t match it, even with grappling techniques. That Demonic Path cultivator was poor at fighting but excellent at escaping – in the blink of an eye, both master and monkey would disappear, absolutely infuriating everyone else.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t even remember that cultivator’s name; she only remembered that black monkey with a tuft of red hair on its head.

The one in the tree was a golden monkey with black eyes that rolled around, looking quite clever.

Noticing the faint spiritual light floating in its eyes, Su Zhuyi felt somewhat surprised. She hadn’t expected this monkey to be a spirit monkey – one that had encountered fortune by eating spirit herbs or absorbing spiritual energy, with a constitution different from ordinary wild beasts, a mutated monkey. Looking at the glow in its eyes, it probably had the strength of a human cultivator in the early Qi Refining stage. If this type of monkey had no one to guide it in the early stages, it would only cultivate according to instinct. Its speed would get faster and faster, its movements more agile, and its claws sharper.

In other words, if Su Zhuyi used the same force and speed she’d used to hit the bird to hit this monkey, she definitely wouldn’t hit it. It was shaking so vigorously – there was a trick involved.

Seeming to sense that Su Zhuyi was already curiously examining it and hadn’t shown killing intent, the monkey slowly poked its head out from under the leaves and threw a small stone in its hand toward Su Zhuyi.

The small stone was red, about the size of an ordinary chess piece, with faint spiritual energy floating on it. Su Zhuyi reached out and caught the stone, rubbed it with her fingers twice, and held the stone while putting on a thoughtful expression.

The little monkey chattered and threw another stone at her.

This stone was orange with more abundant spiritual energy on it. After hitting her, the monkey jumped to a nearby big tree and bared its teeth at Su Zhuyi, as if provoking her. Seeing that Su Zhuyi didn’t move, it threw out a third stone. This stone was emerald green with even more concentrated spiritual energy, just like a piece of crushed spirit stone.

After throwing it, it started shouting again, bouncing back and forth between two trees while shouting, appearing very agitated.

Oh, both provocation and enticement – this monkey was planning to lure her somewhere?

Su Zhuyi wasn’t a little child. She had lived for over a thousand years and felt she had seen every trick. How could she be deceived by a monkey?

This monkey wanted to lure her to some place.

If she had an impulsive and easily angered temperament, or if she got greedy at the sight of spirit stones, she would have chased after the monkey to fight long ago. But Su Zhuyi stood firmly in place without moving, waiting as the monkey threw the third, fourth, fifth stones…

After waiting a while longer, Su Zhuyi noticed the monkey started anxiously throwing tree leaves, so she understood it had no more of those spiritual energy stones on it. She waved at the monkey in the tree and even playfully winked, giggling twice before saying, “Thanks, I’ll be going first.”

After saying this, Su Zhuyi turned around gracefully and left, completely untempted by the monkey’s lure. In her previous life, she had never heard of any treasures appearing in Qilian Mountain. This monkey had bad intentions – she wouldn’t be fooled.

Seeing Su Zhuyi turn and leave, the golden monkey in the tree immediately bared its teeth in anger, grabbed a vine to swing over with its claws extended. Before it could touch Su Zhuyi, it saw a hoe descending from the sky, directly cutting the vine it was grasping. The monkey immediately fell from the air, but its speed was strange – at the moment of falling, it kicked off the hoe with its hind legs, leaped back into the air to grab a tree trunk, spun around twice, then started howling at Su Zhuyi.

When it howled, the hoe confronted it. Though it wanted to hit the monkey, due to its peculiar shape, it looked like it was bowing to the monkey. The monkey wanted to chase Su Zhuyi, but was blocked by the hoe. It anxiously scratched its ears and cheeks until its eyes turned red, but still couldn’t break through the hoe’s defense. The golden monkey stretched its neck to look at Su Zhuyi walking away and finally gave up. After clawing at the hoe once, it turned and jumped to another tree, disappearing in a few leaps.

After the monkey ran away, Su Zhuyi beckoned and called back her natal magic treasure. She didn’t put it away but let the hoe stand behind her.

Back then, many female cultivators loved beauty and liked to buy magic treasures with halos. After wearing them, they would be surrounded by blooming flowers and immortal qi. Once, a man had given her a magic treasure called Moon Tide to win her favor. When she wore Moon Tide, moon shadows followed her as she walked, and floating light appeared beneath her feet.

Now she had wild grass under her feet and a hoe behind her back.

How truly lamentable.

Su Zhuyi sighed and continued forward. By evening, she had crossed two more mountains – she had conquered three of the seven maidens, with only four mountains left to reach the town on the other side. At this rate, she could reach the town below the mountain in at most three days.

These stones the monkey threw should be fine for exchanging some gold. Then she could use the gold to rent a horse carriage in town, arriving at Suyue Sect a few days earlier.

After walking another stretch, the sun set in the west, and there was no more light in the dense forest. Su Zhuyi found a cave to rest in. She set up a simple formation at the cave entrance, had her natal magic treasure come out to stand guard, then sat down to cultivate.

Chapter 19: Luo Ying
The night passed without incident.

The next morning, Su Zhuyi emerged from the cave and began crossing mountains again. Just as she reached the cave entrance, she noticed traces of other animals having trampled the weeds near the entrance formation. Su Zhuyi swept the area with her divine sense and saw a small beast huddled in the weeds at the right corner of the cave.

The small beast had most of its body buried in the dirt, with only half its head exposed. It wasn’t looking at her at the moment, but its ears were twitching as it stared in another direction. Then its head sank lower and lower, as if it was about to completely bury itself in the pit.

That was a Treasure-Seeking Mouse.

Treasure-Seeking Mice were the spirit beasts most beloved by cultivators. Their principle was similar to the spirit-seeking compass Su Zhuyi had made before, but Treasure-Seeking Mice were far more powerful than spirit-seeking compasses. Treasure-Seeking Mice were also ranked by their fur color – silver was the highest grade, gray was the lowest. The Treasure-Seeking Mouse before her had gray fur, belonging to the low-tier spirit beasts, with a very small range for detecting spiritual energy and low intelligence.

However, Treasure-Seeking Mice had a characteristic – if their ears kept twitching non-stop, it proved there were treasures nearby. As long as you followed them, you would gain something.

Su Zhuyi curled her lip and turned to leave. Her divine sense noticed that the Treasure-Seeking Mouse’s ears instantly stopped trembling, seeming very surprised why she paid no attention, then began frantically twitching again. It dug even more vigorously, its hind legs constantly kicking and splashing quite a bit of mud out of the pit.

These were all low-tier spirit beasts. Although they were quite clever, their intelligence was still lacking.

Whether it was that golden monkey or this marmot, they all had the same purpose – they wanted to lure her to some place.

However, Qilian Mountain was a place of poor mountains and treacherous waters. Every year, when merchant caravans came, several cultivators would accompany them. If there truly were opportunities in the mountains, would it be her turn? In her previous life, she had never heard of any treasures appearing in Qilian Mountain. Now, these crude methods were like children playing house in front of her – they held no attraction at all.

She ignored the Treasure-Seeking Mouse, shouldered her bundle, and continued forward. Before long, she had climbed to the mountainside of the fourth mountain.

The fourth peak of Qilian Mountain was in the center and was much shorter than the other mountains. The trees on the mountain were sparse, with many areas having only rocks, looking bare. Though the sun overhead wasn’t large and didn’t seem particularly hot, this mountain was hotter than the others, as if hot air was rising from underground, burning hot enough to kindle a fire in one’s heart.

Su Zhuyi was already covered in sweat by the time she climbed to the mountainside. She didn’t use a spiritual energy barrier to block the heat, since she needed to conserve her limited spiritual energy. She felt like she was soaking in a steamer, with her clothes wrung so wet they could drip water. The mountain wasn’t high but was very steep, making the journey difficult. By the time she descended, it was already evening. The fourth peak was too hot to rest comfortably at night, so Su Zhuyi decided to continue climbing to see the fifth peak. She hadn’t been in the forest long when she sensed several more tails following behind her.

The wild beasts trailing her this time were somewhat different.

Su Zhuyi sensed killing intent. Not the kind where they followed her, wondering if this bone could be gnawed, but the kind where they gathered together, determined to tear her apart.

Su Zhuyi swept the surroundings with her divine sense, mobilized spiritual energy to form a small spiritual energy barrier, then took out a stack of paper talismans she had prepared. Before the pack of fierce beasts could attack, Su Zhuyi flicked out the paper talismans in her hand, directly exploding with bang after bang where the wild beasts were lurking. For a moment, the surroundings were filled with explosive sounds, black mist instantly spread, and she gathered spiritual energy at her feet to sprint forward, chose a depression to lie down in, and scattered three more concealment talismans!

Su Zhuyi’s spiritual energy was pitifully scarce now, so the power of the talismans she drew was naturally poor. She could only increase the talisman’s power through other methods.

The symbols drawn on the three concealment talismans weren’t completely identical – when stacked, their effect would greatly increase. She crouched in the depression and saw the fierce beasts running out of the black mist. Su Zhuyi felt quite fortunate that she had hidden in time.

After being hit by a wave of her talismans, over a hundred wild beasts emerged.

Ordinary wild beasts would have been fine, but there were several spirit beasts among them. The golden monkey from before was crouching on a gray wolf’s back, the Treasure-Seeking Mouse was also there, and besides these, there was another wolf, an eagle, and a bear. These were all very common mountain wild beasts without spirit beast bloodlines. To cultivate into spirit beasts required opportunities, yet she hadn’t expected to encounter so many at once in Qilian Mountain. Could it be that these spirit beasts had truly discovered some treasure and gained spiritual energy to cultivate together, and now they were forming a group to rob her?

Their strength was about the same as human Qi Refining stage cultivators. Su Zhuyi was currently only at the third layer of Qi Refining, and being too young, her physical strength was also weak. If she fought them head-on, she would have no good outcome. She couldn’t outrun them either, so hiding was indeed a wise move.

She lay motionless in the depression, watching those several low-tier spirit beasts look left and right, seeming quite curious about why the person had disappeared.

Su Zhuyi was confident in her concealment talismans. Her talismans might be impossible to fool high-level cultivators, but fooling a few low-tier spirit beasts was effortless. Now she just needed to wait for them to disperse.

She sat in the depression without resting, instead beginning to meditate and regulate her breathing. Who would have thought that after a day passed, those spirit beasts were still there, looking like they would persist until the end of time. She held her composure and began circulating her cultivation method again. After cultivating for another day, half the wild beasts had scattered, and several spirit beasts were also gone, but the remaining ones still watched covetously from the surroundings. The spirit eagle overhead circled at low altitude, its pair of eyes flashing with an eerie cold light.

Su Zhuyi’s heart suddenly sank.

The concealment talismans she had stacked could last at most three days.

After three days, when the spiritual energy on the talisman paper completely disappeared, they would lose their concealing effect. Concealment talismans were much harder to draw than the explosive talismans she had scattered before. She only had five total, and having spent three, she had two left. The spirit eagle overhead kept circling nearby, which was enough to show it was suspicious of this area and unwilling to leave. This was still the concealment effect of three stacked talismans – if she only had two left later, she couldn’t guarantee she wouldn’t be discovered.

Why were these spirit beasts fixated on her? Was it just because she had spiritual energy and was a small cultivator, so her meat would taste better?

Thinking more was useless; she should focus on how to escape.

To successfully flee, she had to kill the spirit eagle overhead. Otherwise, with it there, she would have trouble hiding. Similarly, she had to kill that wolf too – it was fast and had strong attack power, and leaving it alive would be a disaster. As for the bear, it was slow and couldn’t catch up if she ran. The monkey had very low combat power and seemed to be the military advisor of this spirit beast group. As for the Treasure-Seeking Mouse, it could be completely ignored.

The ones that had left were the wolf and the marmot. The ones staying to guard were the bear, eagle, and monkey.

Touching the Wuding Gourd hanging on her wrist, Su Zhuyi thought it would be great if this gourd could be used. Unfortunately, this gourd was just Little Skull’s hiding place, and she was merely a keeper who couldn’t use the gourd at all. Now that Little Skull was gone, even touching this gourd made her uncomfortable, let alone using it.

Otherwise, she could directly suck these fierce beasts into the treasure gourd and they would turn into pools of blood in the blink of an eye. Where would she need to worry?

She couldn’t delay any longer.

Seeing the eagle circling to its lowest point overhead again, Su Zhuyi suddenly used a grappling technique, grabbing the eagle and pulling it down. The hoe enlarged and flew out, directly blocking the bear. After Su Zhuyi used spiritual energy to pull the eagle down, she immediately used Blazing Palm on the eagle’s wing. This strike mobilized most of her internal spiritual energy, directly burning a hole in the eagle’s wing. Then she formed a blade with her hand, wanting to tear the eagle apart directly. Unexpectedly, in an instant, the feathers on the eagle’s body became as hard as iron. When she chopped down, the eagle was fine, but her hand was bleeding profusely.

It seemed this eagle cultivated its feathers, but its feathers weren’t always hard – only when encountering danger would it use spiritual energy to harden them. If not for her sudden attack just now, she might not have been able to break through the eagle’s feather defense.

Su Zhuyi steeled her heart, ignoring the pain in her hand, directly extended two fingers and gouged out the eagle’s eyes. At this time, the binding force of the grappling technique completely disappeared. The eagle screamed, flapped its remaining left wing, and pecked at Su Zhuyi’s head with its sharp beak.

Su Zhuyi’s spiritual energy barrier was almost directly shattered.

She let go, mobilized her remaining spiritual energy to gather at her feet, then ignored her natal magic treasure and desperately ran forward. The monkey kept chattering and chasing, but the bloody method she had just used to slaughter the eagle had shocked it, making it dare not directly clash with Su Zhuyi. Instead, it kept throwing things at her with very powerful force. After several times, Su Zhuyi’s already near-broken spiritual energy barrier was completely shattered, and with all her spiritual energy gathered in her legs, she simply didn’t have enough spiritual energy left to support another defensive barrier.

That wolf was as fast as lightning and had already caught up.

She didn’t have much spiritual energy left in her body and couldn’t fight the wolf pack anymore. Her natal magic treasure had been grabbed by that giant bear and wouldn’t be able to stop the bear much longer…

Su Zhuyi cursed her bad luck inwardly. Even though she was hit with bumps all over her head, she ignored the monkey and leaped forward fiercely again, then rolled on the ground and crushed another concealment talisman. Among those spirit beasts, the one best at reconnaissance was that eagle. Now that the eagle’s wing was broken and its eyes blinded, one concealed talisman could effectively avoid tracking. After crushing the talisman, she disappeared from the spot, then beckoned to call back her natal magic treasure that had almost been broken in half by the bear.

After doing all this, Su Zhuyi gasped heavily. Crouched in the corner, she felt especially aggrieved.

To think that she, the notorious Heart-Eating Demoness, had fallen to this state – a group of low-tier spirit beasts could chase her fleeing all over the mountain. Life truly was like a play.

Before long, that wolf demon also caught up, but after they circled the area for a long time without finding her, Su Zhuyi finally relaxed and began checking her injuries.

Her injuries weren’t severe, but her head had bumps from being hit by stones, and her back and shoulders had bruises. When the eagle was dragged by her grappling technique, it struggled and left several bloody marks on her. At the time, the situation was urgent, and she hadn’t felt the pain, but now, when she opened her clothes to look, the deepest mark was deep enough to see bone.

She took out the tree roots from her bundle and slowly chewed them bit by bit, using weak spiritual energy to stop the bleeding of her wounds. After hastily treating all the wounds on her body, Su Zhuyi was already exhausted. Her spiritual energy was completely depleted, and her whole body was weak and powerless.

A single concealment talisman could last about ten days. She had two left, allowing her to hide for twenty days. Within these twenty days, as long as she found a way to eliminate that wolf, escaping would be no problem.

The remaining spirit beasts couldn’t discover her, so Su Zhuyi peacefully healed her injuries. While healing and cultivating, she observed, planning to find the right time to act. She waited another fifteen days. Her injuries had recovered about seventy to eighty percent, and her spiritual energy had also returned to fullness, so she planned to act.

On this day, the ones staying to guard were the wolf, bear, and monkey.

Su Zhuyi still planned to have her natal magic treasure block the bear while she killed the wolf. However, just as she was preparing to act, she heard a voice say, “Senior Brother, there’s a Treasure-Seeking Mouse here.”

“Let’s follow it and take a look.”

Not only did she hear it, but the spirit beasts guarding her also heard it. Then Su Zhuyi witnessed an incredible scene – the monkey suddenly jumped onto the wolf’s head and chattered a few times. The spirit beasts and beast pack that had surrounded her for over half a month dispersed and chased in the direction of the Treasure-Seeking Mouse.

They gave up just like that?

They scattered just like that? The two people who had just spoken should be cultivators with strength considerably higher than her current level. These spirit beasts weren’t opponents for those two cultivators, yet they unhesitatingly went over?

Although somewhat puzzled, Su Zhuyi was quite happy. Regardless, it was good that someone had drawn the beast pack away. She climbed out of the pit, gathered spiritual energy at her feet, and desperately ran up the mountain. Before long, she crossed the peak, descended even faster, and headed straight for the sixth peak.

When she reached the foot of the sixth peak, just as Su Zhuyi was about to continue climbing in one go, she suddenly felt the ground beneath her feet shake violently.

At the same time, she saw a sword light emerge from underground on the fourth peak, shooting straight up to the sky. There was also a flying magic treasure in the sky, with cultivators wearing red and white disciple robes falling down like dumplings, their screams and cries for help echoing through the sky, making Su Zhuyi’s scalp tingle!

“There’s a seal, who triggered the seal, run quickly… Ah!”

Ah!

Back then, the cultivators of Feihong Sect at Fragrant Mountain Mei Ridge loved to wear red and white robes that resembled plum blossoms. Those cultivators were Feihong Sect disciples.

They had been led by the Treasure-Seeking Mouse to trigger the seal of Qilian Mountain and release some fierce creatures? Why had she never heard of such an incident in her previous life? What exactly was in Qilian Mountain? Why hadn’t any news leaked out in her previous life? When they were taken away by the Xueluo Sect, they had flown over Qilian Mountain without any abnormalities!

Su Zhuyi ran desperately forward, but the earth beneath her feet cracked, and the entire ground undulated like waves. Though she ran forward, she soon returned to the original spot. Not only that, she found herself unknowingly caught in a ghost wall, actually circling back to the fourth peak. The surroundings were blazingly hot, as if a fire dragon was emerging from underground to completely devour everything around.

Here it came again. Just how unlucky was she…

But at this moment, a clear and cold female voice shouted, “What evil creature dares to cause trouble here!”

Su Zhuyi looked up and saw a female cultivator flying past on her sword, the sword like a meteor, she like the bright moon.

The woman wore white robes, with a flower-like face and moon-like beauty. Even Su Zhuyi, who prided herself on being the most beautiful woman in the world, had to admit this woman was on par with her at her most beautiful.

She was even more beautiful than in her portrait – an orchid in an empty valley, a solitary moon in mountain streams.

She was Luo Ying of the Gujian Sect.

Chapter 20: Solitary and Cold
She hadn’t expected to see Luo Ying from Gujian Sect – alive, not in a portrait.

In her previous life, there were two beauties extremely famous in the cultivation world. They weren’t from the same era, yet both were equally renowned. When their names were mentioned, almost no one in the world didn’t know them. One had a heroic reputation spread far and wide, the other was notorious.

One died, yet lived on in many people’s hearts.

One lived, while countless people wished her dead.

Seeing the living Luo Ying at this moment, Su Zhuyi was slightly shocked, but she had no chance to feel sentimental. She suddenly felt the ground beneath her feet give way as the earth instantly split open, and she fell directly into a crack several feet wide. Su Zhuyi enlarged the hoe in her hand and struck it at the edge of the crack, but the soil the hoe touched instantly crumbled and slid away. The ground continued to split rapidly, and she couldn’t find any point of leverage.

At this critical moment, several sword lights flashed down from above. The brilliant sword light fell beneath her feet, bringing piercing cold that froze into frost, forming stairs like white frost. Su Zhuyi’s toes touched the sword frost, borrowed the force of those stairs to cushion herself, and her body bounced upward. Not only did this ease her falling momentum, but she also bounced up and flew upward. Overjoyed, Su Zhuyi swung her natal hoe again and hooked it onto a fallen tree that happened to be wedged in the gap. She grabbed the hoe handle and swung left and right, using that momentum to fly out of the ground fissure.

However, just as she flew out, a long howl suddenly came from deep underground. The sound was sharp and piercing, shaking Su Zhuyi until she was dizzy and disoriented. It was as if a fire followed that howl up from underground, and the heat wave swept over, instantly evaporating all the spiritual energy in her body.

Her body began falling uncontrollably again.

Not only her, but she even saw the white-robed Luo Ying fall from the sky.

It was like the only full moon in the dark night falling from the sky, sinking into the deep sea, after which all light was lost and everything fell silent.

Su Zhuyi didn’t know where she would fall. In that instant, many scenes flashed through her mind – people and events from deep in her memory that had long been covered in dust, like a hand wiping across a mirror covered in dirt, carefully cleaning it to gradually reveal its original appearance.

When Luo Ying died, she was still small, still begging for food in Changning Village, fighting wild dogs for scraps, digging tree bark to fill her stomach. She had never seen Luo Ying and didn’t know when Luo Ying died, but after growing up, she had heard many stories about Luo Ying and knew that when she died, the spring flowers had just bloomed.

One year after her death, the Feihong Sect was destroyed by Qinghe.

The destruction of the Feihong Sect was only the beginning. Over the following hundred years, who knows how many sects her disciple Qinghe destroyed, and the people he killed were countless.

Now, Su Zhuyi had not only encountered Feihong Sect, but she had also seen Luo Ying. She had come out at the end of February, been delayed in Seven Maidens Mountain for over half a month, and now it was March. The spring flowers were probably blooming too…

With so many conditions coming together, Su Zhuyi would be stupid if she still couldn’t understand.

In this disturbance at Qilian Mountain, Luo Ying died.

She had died here in her previous life, died in Qilian Mountain, and her death was related to Feihong Sect disciples, which was why her disciple Qinghe’s first destroyed sect was Feihong Sect! Was Qinghe avenging Luo Ying?

What exactly was sealed beneath Qilian Mountain that even Luo Ying would die here? You must know that the strength displayed by those few sword qi strikes from Luo Ying just now was not weaker than Qin Jianglan’s a thousand years later. Her sword qi had already materialized and could form ice-frost stairs in the air that could be stepped on. This level of Sword Dao mastery was almost equal to Qin Jianglan at his peak.

But such a formidable Luo Ying had fallen in Qilian Mountain, and the truth of the matter was covered up, making it so that others in later generations didn’t know at all what secrets were hidden in Qilian Mountain.

With a “clang,” Su Zhuyi crashed into something hard. Her back was hit with burning pain, but this impact cushioned her falling momentum. She barely stabilized herself, carefully swept the ground with her divine sense, then twisted her body, forcefully glided a distance in the air, and finally fell into the bone-chillingly cold underground water.

With a “splash,” Su Zhuyi heavily plunged into the water. She desperately kicked upward with both legs, soon surfaced, then swam toward the shore. After climbing onto the bank, she finally caught her breath slightly. Not far away was the corpse of a Feihong Sect disciple. That person’s spiritual energy had also been burned dry from above, and without spiritual energy, he couldn’t fly or protect himself, resulting in his skull being split open and dying instantly. Su Zhuyi struggled to walk to the corpse and carefully searched the body, finding a storage pouch on it.

With the owner dead, the storage pouch had no restrictions, so she directly opened it to check, finding a middle-grade spirit stone and a small half-bottle of pills. Though quite poor, having something was better than nothing. When she fell from above just now, her bundle had also been dropped, so the tree roots inside that could be used to replenish spiritual energy were naturally gone. This small bottle of spiritual energy pills solved her urgent need.

Taking out a pill and swallowing it, Su Zhuyi sat beside the mangled corpse and quickly treated her injuries. After recovering slightly, she began to survey her surroundings.

The area around was pitch black, with her vision only extending about three feet. When she had just sent out a bit of divine sense to probe, that wisp of divine sense had barely extended when it was as if a long howl exploded in her mind, shaking Su Zhuyi until she was dizzy and her ears began bleeding.

She didn’t dare use divine sense again and could only widen her eyes to carefully search the surroundings.

The ground beneath her feet was very smooth. Though there was an underground river right ahead, the ground she stood on was completely bare without even a bit of moss growing. Su Zhuyi curiously crouched down and reached out to touch the ground, discovering it was somewhat hot, as if being roasted by fire. Yet the river water beside it was ice-cold and piercing. What could be the reason for such cold and heat to combine without producing even a bit of mist?

Su Zhuyi turned several circles in place without seeing any formations. Waiting in place for death wasn’t Su Zhuyi’s way of survival, so after brief consideration, she decided to walk forward following the direction of the underground river’s flow.

Su Zhuyi walked along the direction of the water flow. After walking about a li, she saw light ahead. Following the light, Su Zhuyi saw several people.

Feihong Sect disciples had lit a campfire with over ten disciples gathered around the fire, and the atmosphere was somewhat gloomy.

Luo Ying sat alone to one side. Her white robe was stained with blood, clearly injured. She was currently closing her eyes, her flying sword stuck in front of her had frozen into an ice pillar, and the area around her was covered with a layer of frost, with ice and frost covering a circle with her as the center.

Looking at her condition, it seemed her Sword Dao was damaged. This made her sword qi uncontrollable, affecting the entire surrounding area. This was probably why the Feihong Sect disciples didn’t dare approach Luo Ying. Otherwise, given Luo Ying’s status and position, those Feihong Sect disciples would be surrounding Luo Ying instead of the fire.

Should she go join them, or venture forth alone?

If this were the Heart-Eating Demoness Su Zhuyi from her previous life, she definitely wouldn’t stay with a group of Righteous Path cultivators, especially peak figures of the Righteous Path. However, now she was just a child, a little girl who had just entered the cultivation world with only Qi Refining strength. There should be no problem staying with them, right?

Su Zhuyi walked forward a few more steps. Her appearance caught the attention of the Feihong Sect disciples, and one female cultivator asked, “Who are you? How did you get here?”

This female cultivator’s voice sounded somewhat familiar, but Su Zhuyi couldn’t remember where she had heard it.

“I was originally trying to cross Qilian Mountain to seek a master and learn the arts, but while crossing the mountain, it suddenly split open, and I fell through a crack.” Su Zhuyi didn’t hide anything and asked timidly, “Immortal Masters, where is this? Can we still get out?”

As her words fell, before the questioning cultivator could answer, someone lying in a corner by the fire struggled to sit up. When he saw Su Zhuyi, his eyes lit up and he said with delight, “Little Master, you’re here too!”

He was injured with broken arms and legs. Because he moved too vigorously when sitting up, he grimaced and sucked in several breaths of cold air from the pain, then said in a muffled voice, “Little Master, why did you leave without saying goodbye!”

It was the steamed bun boy from Changning Village! What was his name? Oh, right, Qin Chuan!

The instant Qin Chuan called her Little Master, the way the Feihong Sect cultivators looked at her became less innocent. She could feel the scrutinizing gazes of several cultivators and faint hostility. Su Zhuyi immediately understood that what she had done in Changning Village might have revealed some clues that had been discovered by the Feihong Sect disciples.

Damn little Triple Yang.

Just like that big Triple Yang Qin Jianglan, specifically meant to counter her.

The Feihong Sect cultivators carefully examined Su Zhuyi, and several cultivators’ expressions changed slightly. The facial features of the little monk carved by the villagers weren’t very clear. If Qin Chuan hadn’t brought it up, they wouldn’t have thought the girl before them was that little monk.

“You’re that Little Master, a remnant of the Demonic Path. Who is your master?” The female cultivator who had asked earlier snorted coldly. “A girl, yet claiming to be a monk, deceiving villagers into making a golden statue for you, putting soul-losing curses in well water. Though young, your thoughts are so vicious!”

“Senior Sister Liu Zhen, there must be some misunderstanding. Little Master saved people from our village. Back when Old Lady Lu turned into a zombie…” Qin Chuan hurriedly explained. He couldn’t believe that the innocent Little Master would harm people. The scene of her covered in blood, fighting Old Lady Lu, was still firmly imprinted in his mind. Qin Chuan couldn’t believe she would do evil.

“It’s very difficult for mortals to turn into zombies. Perhaps the zombie you mentioned was raised by her.” Liu Zhen looked at Qin Chuan and said, “Junior Brother, you don’t know how sinister people’s hearts can be. Even if these Demonic Path cultivators are young, their thoughts are extremely vicious. Since she calls herself Wuxin, perhaps she’s a descendant of that extremely evil demon Ji Wuxin from over five thousand years ago.”

Speaking of this, Liu Zhen continued urgently, “That’s right, Ji Wuxin was skilled at controlling corpses!”

Saying this, Liu Zhen felt even more certain her guess was close to the truth. Her magic treasure was a string of bells worn on her hand. She directly raised her hand and began shaking them, saying while shaking the bells, “Did you scheme to harm us and bring us here? What are your intentions?”

Su Zhuyi finally remembered where she had heard Liu Zhen’s voice.

Wasn’t she the one who had discovered the Treasure-Seeking Mouse and then chased after it to trigger the seal, causing the mountain collapse and earth splitting?

Damn it, it was you, you idiot, who caused everyone to end up like this, and you still dare to talk nonsense here!

If this were her from before, she would have raised her hand and torn this idiot’s mouth apart! However, now she could only look confused and say, “Sister, what are you saying? I don’t understand.”

“Pretending to be crazy and stupid!” Because her internal spiritual energy was depleted, Liu Zhen found that shaking the sound bells in her hand had no power, so she lowered her hand and directly drew the soft sword from her waist, slashing toward Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi didn’t move at all.

Because she saw that Luo Ying, who had been resting with closed eyes, opened them.

Her gaze was like frost, only giving Liu Zhen a light glance.

Liu Zhen felt chilled throughout her body from that glance, and the hand holding her sword trembled slightly.

“This seal has been here for at least ten thousand years. It has nothing to do with her.” Luo Ying slightly turned her head, glanced at Su Zhuyi, and said indifferently.

She was very cold, unsmiling, with nothing but indifferent aloofness between her brows.

Su Zhuyi had always thought that this female cultivator who acted chivalrously and helped countless people must be kind-faced, gentle, and benevolent. She hadn’t expected her real person to be so solitary and cold.

Whether it was her tone of speech or her gaze, everything made people feel cold as ice and frost, extremely difficult to approach.

Indeed, hearing about someone a hundred times was not as good as seeing them once…

Chapter 21: The Longquan Sword
Qin Jianglan was already considered the most serious and unsmiling person in the cultivation world.

But it turned out Luo Ying was even more so, maintaining an expressionless face from beginning to end, cold as frost. In comparison, that demoness of hers was always smiling every day—this was what they meant by “hiding a knife behind a smile.”

…

“Chen Tian of Feihong Sect greets Senior Luo. My master, Gu Honghua of Feihong Sect, has received kindness from Senior before.” Liu Zhen was made to tremble all over by Luo Ying’s single glance, too frightened to speak again. The older man beside her, with sword-like eyebrows and starry eyes, stepped forward from the crowd and respectfully performed a deep bow.

Chen Tian then continued: “Even if the seal has nothing to do with her, it’s true that someone cast a Soul-Losing Curse in the village well of Changning Village, and she can’t escape involvement in this matter.”

Heh, these two were the shameless pair from earlier. No wonder their voices sounded familiar.

Su Zhuyi slightly tilted her head, completely ignoring this topic, and instead said: “Big brother, big sister, I heard your voices earlier when I was on the ground. You followed the treasure-seeking mouse and discovered something that triggered the seal, didn’t you? Why don’t you tell us the details and see if we can find some clues?”

As soon as Su Zhuyi said this, several gazes fell on Chen Tian and Liu Zhen. Among them, a round-faced girl from Feihong Sect asked in an unfriendly tone: “When we asked earlier, why didn’t you say anything? We were all flying in the sky, but Liu Zhen insisted on going into the mountains to play around. What exactly did you touch that triggered the seal? The seal here is so vicious—if you took something you shouldn’t have, quickly take it out and put it back!”

Compared to the Soul-Losing Curse in Changning Village’s well water, everyone was more concerned about their current predicament.

“Stop talking nonsense! What treasure-seeking mouse!” Liu Zhen argued defensively: “I didn’t touch any seal. It must be you, little demoness, who schemed to trap us here.” However, her words carried no persuasive power, and even her fellow sect members didn’t trust her at this moment.

Being stared at by pairs of eyes, Liu Zhen couldn’t hold up anymore. She could only say: “We did see a treasure-seeking mouse…”

“Later, later…”

Seeing her voice getting lower and lower, appearing increasingly lacking in confidence, Chen Tian took over: “Later, we chased it to the fourth peak of Qilian Mountain, the shortest one. That mountain was very hot. When we flew over it from the sky before, there was nothing unusual, but when we stepped on the ground, we found it unbearably hot.”

Following the treasure-seeking mouse, they ran to a cave entrance where they saw many colorful small stones filling an entire cave. Although many stones had weak spiritual energy and couldn’t compare to Spirit Stones, some had abundant spiritual energy that wasn’t inferior to high-grade Spirit Stones.

Naturally delighted to discover such treasures, the two immediately took out magical artifacts to collect the small stones. After loading about half of them, a very long iron nail was exposed in the cave, covered with green rust and looking extremely ancient.

Originally, they had no interest in that iron nail and didn’t plan to touch it. Unexpectedly, the treasure-seeking mouse from earlier suddenly jumped out and impaled itself on the iron nail, dying instantly. Fresh blood flowed down the iron nail, and the rust seemed to be washed away and dissolved by the blood, revealing the original color beneath.

“After the iron nail became bright, my Fuyao Sword reacted, vibrating and humming constantly.” Liu Zhen touched her soft sword. “I discovered that the iron nail was made of Profound Essence Dense Iron, so in a moment of excitement, I wanted to take the iron nail back to forge an immortal sword.”

“As soon as my senior brother’s hand touched that iron nail, his palm was burned, branded with a very deep mark.” Liu Zhen’s voice trembled as she spoke. “The iron nail was smooth, but senior brother’s hand was branded with a strange rune. We were a bit worried and planned to exit the cave, but unexpectedly, as soon as we moved, the earth shook and mountains trembled.”

The entire cave collapsed instantly, and they fell directly into the underground crevice.

“If that iron nail was something that suppressed the seal, we didn’t damage it or pull it out.” Chen Tian said this while looking at Qin Chuan. “There seems to be a legend about Qilian Mountain here—it’s also called Seven Fairies Mountain?”

Qin Chuan was a mortal who hadn’t begun cultivation. Despite his good aptitude, he was currently just an ordinary person. When he fell off the cliff, even though protected by his senior brother, he still broke his arms and legs. He had been very weak and exhausted, only managing to sit up reluctantly when he saw Su Zhuyi. Now, when Seven Fairies Mountain was mentioned, he immediately perked up and recounted the legend of Seven Fairies Mountain to everyone.

At the end, he also asked: “Could the legend be true? Is there an evil flood dragon suppressed underground? Are the shrieks we’re hearing the roars of that dragon?”

Upon hearing this, the Feihong Sect cultivators fell briefly silent. Su Zhuyi also remained quiet, only staring at Chen Tian’s hand, very much wanting to see what the burn mark branded by the iron nail on Chen Tian’s hand looked like. Only by seeing it clearly could she make proper deductions.

Unfortunately, she didn’t dare use her divine sense now—using it felt like ten thousand swords piercing her brain, causing unbearable pain. Chen Tian’s hand was hidden in his sleeve, so how could she see it?

Thus, Su Zhuyi subconsciously glanced at Luo Ying.

At that moment, Luo Ying spoke: “Spread open your palm. Let me see the brand mark on it.”

Since Luo Ying had spoken, Chen Tian naturally didn’t dare disobey. He walked to Luo Ying’s front, not crossing the frost at her feet, and stood at the outer edge of the frost to spread his palm open. He had originally wanted to extend it forward a bit, but when his hand entered the space above the frost, he felt bone-chilling cold wind. He could only quickly withdraw his hand and place it outside the frost boundary.

On Chen Tian’s palm was a rune, drawn in a single stroke and winding like a dragon.

Seeing that rune, everyone became somewhat convinced of the Qilian Mountain legend, thinking that an evil flood dragon about to ascend and transform into a dragon was indeed suppressed below. However, Su Zhuyi only pursed her lips slightly. Regardless of whether the others could get out alive, Chen Tian was doomed.

That rune looked like a dragon at first glance, but hidden within it was a human form concealed by array formations, and that human form was none other than himself. This type of rune was a brand, meaning he had already been marked as a sacrificial offering.

Su Zhuyi could see it, and so could Luo Ying.

She slightly lowered her gaze, then extended her hand, grasping at the air with five fingers. The flying sword in front of her, frozen like an icicle, trembled twice, hummed once, then flew into her palm. The moment the flying sword fell into her hand, the ice and snow around her melted, revealing the silver-bright sword body. Only then did Su Zhuyi discover that Luo Ying’s flying sword was carved with dragon patterns, and dragon shadows could faintly be seen swimming on the sword’s body.

She pressed her finger against the sword’s body and flicked it lightly.

The flying sword immediately emitted a light whistle, like a dragon’s roar.

The next moment, another sharp shriek came from underground, shaking the surrounding area so that rubble fell. The Feihong Sect disciples’ faces turned pale, and Su Zhuyi even had blood trickling from the corner of her mouth.

But Luo Ying seemed to have received an even greater impact. The frost beneath her feet shattered completely, and the sword in her hand trembled incessantly, as if it had been struck by tremendous force and was about to break.

She gripped the sword with both hands, steadying the blade. After pausing for a moment, she said, “It’s not an evil flood dragon.”

Luo Ying gazed into the distance and slowly said: “It’s a sword.”

What was suppressed beneath Qilian Mountain wasn’t an evil flood dragon, but a sword.

Those sharp shrieks weren’t dragon roars, but sword cries.

“A sword?” Feihong Sect also had sword cultivators, and hearing that what was suppressed below was a sword, both sword cultivators’ eyes lit up.

Evil flood dragons were fierce spiritual beasts that killed without blinking, but swords were different—swords chose their masters.

Evil flood dragons meant bad luck; flying swords meant opportunity.

Luo Ying naturally noticed the burning gazes of these two people. She slowly shook her head: “It’s an evil sword.”

“If I’m not mistaken, it’s that Longquan Sword.”

Longquan Sword! Hearing these three words, Su Zhuyi’s heart trembled. She had seen the name of this Longquan Sword in ancient texts. If the Liuguang Mirror was a Dao artifact, then this Longquan Sword wasn’t far from being a Dao artifact either. The master who forged the sword back then was a madman who used the finest materials and spent a thousand years forging a single sword. However, he wasn’t satisfied with that. First, he made his wife and children jump into the furnace to sacrifice themselves to the sword, then he sacrificed his entire clan, and finally threw himself into the furnace as well. On the day the sword was completed, flying sand and rolling stones turned a thousand li radius into dust. An entire cultivation city was instantly obliterated by the sword’s might, and in just one moment, it drank the blood of a hundred thousand people.

This extremely inauspicious sword threw the cultivation world into bloody chaos at the time. As for what happened afterward, there were no records in the books.

She never expected that in this new life, she would encounter the Longquan Sword!

That’s right—the sword in Luo Ying’s hand was called Qianlong. It was made with the same materials and forging methods as the Longquan Sword, also crafted for a thousand years. It was forged by later generations imitating the Longquan Sword, but since no one sacrificed themselves to it, it wasn’t an evil sword. Even so, this sword was one of the finest immortal swords in the cultivation world. After Luo Ying’s death, the Qianlong Sword’s whereabouts were unknown.

Luo Ying held Qianlong in her hand. If she said it was the Longquan Sword, then it was close to certain.

Su Zhuyi noticed that the Feihong Sect disciples all looked bewildered, clearly not knowing the reputation of the Longquan Sword. She was too lazy to explain and found a corner to sit down, feeling somewhat irritated and restless.

If it were the Longquan Sword, then this was troublesome. It had been dormant and waiting for a long time, constantly using resentful, malevolent energy to assault the seal, finally waiting for the seal to loosen. A wisp of malevolent energy leaked from the seal, transforming several ordinary wild beasts in the mountain into its minions to help it find sacrificial offerings. After all, the seal wasn’t broken, so the malevolent energy it released was too weak to control wild beasts and could hardly influence humans in a short time.

Originally, since Seven Fairies Mountain was located in a remote area, it rarely encountered cultivators passing through underground, so it wasn’t easy for it to find suitable sacrificial offerings. When it encountered Su Zhuyi, a small cultivator with some spiritual energy, how could those spiritual beasts be willing to give up? They chased her every day, but she was too smart and wouldn’t be tempted at all.

She had already recovered and previously dealt with the eagle that was good at tracking. She was planning to continue and eliminate that wolf. Once she dealt with the wolf, she could leave smoothly without encountering this mess. Who would have thought she’d run into two idiots from Feihong Sect who were lured into the cave by a little temptation, not only shaking the seal but also placing themselves on the sacrificial altar. Yet he wasn’t dead—what was the Longquan Sword waiting for?

In her previous life, she had never heard of the Longquan Sword emerging into the world. There were no disturbances at Qilian Mountain either, proving that the seal ultimately wasn’t broken and the Longquan Sword was thoroughly suppressed again.

Previously, it was the Seven Immortals who suppressed the Longquan Sword. This time, it was Luo Ying’s turn? So she died?

Su Zhuyi didn’t know the process, but she understood the outcome. Although she felt safer staying close to Luo Ying, she was also worried about being cursed with bad luck and getting implicated by the doomed Luo Ying. Therefore, she huddled in a corner, maintaining a moderate distance from Luo Ying—comparatively speaking, she was even slightly closer to the Feihong Sect disciples.

“Senior Luo, since what’s buried underground is a sword, shouldn’t we go search for it? If we can subdue that flying sword, wouldn’t all problems be solved?”

“To subdue a flying sword, one generally needs to engage in sword intent competition.” The other Feihong Sect sword cultivator pondered: “Senior Luo was just injured by the shock. It might be very difficult to subdue the flying sword.”

“But if we don’t try, how else can we get out?” As the two were arguing, Chen Tian suddenly groaned. His palm was seized with intense pain, as if being burned by raging flames. At that moment, Luo Ying raised her sword and struck, slashing toward Chen Tian’s arm with one stroke.

Chapter 22: Fighting Poison with Poison
Everyone was stunned by this sudden turn of events, but what was even more surprising was that when Luo Ying’s sword struck the arm, Chen Tian’s hand wasn’t injured at all. Instead, Luo Ying’s sword seemed to have its edge rolled.

“My hand…” Chen Tian stared blankly at his arm, then let out a miserable wail.

It was useless. At this moment, they were already underground, on the Longquan Sword’s territory, and Chen Tian had been branded as a sacrificial offering—he was completely doomed. Su Zhuyi kept her head lowered, displaying a very frightened appearance, but her heart was churning with countless thoughts.

The Longquan Sword was an evil sword that needed sacrificial offerings to satisfy its desires. Since it was also a sword, it had requirements for its sacrifices. What it liked were probably sword cultivators, and what it loved to devour was sword intent.

Luo Ying’s sword dao achievements were so high that if she sacrificed herself to the sword, she might very well be able to make the Longquan Sword temporarily calm down. This way, the rest of them would have a chance to escape alive!

In her previous life, Luo Ying fed herself to the sword in exchange for the safety of the other Feihong Sect disciples. When Qinghe learned the truth about Luo Ying’s death, he slaughtered the entire Feihong Sect. That’s right—could it be that all those people he killed afterward were those who had received Luo Ying’s kindness?

There were far too many people whom Luo Ying had helped, and not everyone who accepted her help would speak of it openly. Therefore, at the time, no one thought in this direction. Now that she connected it this way, Su Zhuyi felt her guess was quite reasonable, and she immediately became more irritated.

If Luo Ying sacrificed herself to the sword this time and she also escaped, she would be hunted by Qinghe to the ends of the earth in the future. This was truly a damn difficult situation to navigate.

Just as Su Zhuyi was pondering these problems, sudden changes occurred on the Feihong Sect cultivators’ side.

Chen Tian could be heard wailing continuously, his voice extremely pained, as if he were being flayed alive. As he screamed, the other Feihong Sect cultivators also cried out in alarm, weeping constantly…

These young disciples of the Righteous Path were always making a fuss over nothing, unable to withstand the slightest hardship. When faced with danger, would shouting and screaming be of any use?

Su Zhuyi sneered coldly in her heart. She remained very calm, unhurriedly lifting her head to glance over, and saw Chen Tian’s entire body transform into a pool of blood. The blood looked somewhat rust-stained, like iron rust.

In just the blink of an eye, a living person had turned into a pool of water, leaving only a set of red and white disciple robes spread on the ground. This caused the Feihong Sect disciples to be terrified beyond measure, each of them pale as paper, stumbling toward Luo Ying’s side.

“Senior Luo, how could this happen?”

“Senior Luo, save us! Senior brother is dead—am I going to die too?” Liu Zhen’s face had long lost its arrogance. Her face was streaked with tears, her expression panicked, and her body trembled with intermittent convulsions.

Luo Ying slowly stood up. Her face still showed no expression, and she only said: “First, find the location of the Longquan Sword’s true body.”

The flying sword’s malevolent energy had burst open a thin crack in the seal, and they were already within the seal now. They had fallen through the crack that the seal had burst open. Now, they could only find the crack and figure out a way to fly out.

That crack must be near the body of the Longquan Sword.

Luo Ying held her sword and continued forward following the direction of the water flow. The Feihong Sect disciples followed closely behind her. They still showed consideration for their sect fellowship—one helped up the trembling Liu Zhen, another carried the immobilized Qin Chuan on his back. As for the dead Chen Tian, no one dared to look at him again.

After they had walked a bit farther away, Su Zhuyi crept to the edge of that pool of blood and used her hoe to pick out the storage pouch from the pile of clothes.

The Longquan Sword only consumed people when eating sacrificial offerings; it didn’t touch their belongings. Su Zhuyi was someone who would pluck feathers from a passing goose. Since she was currently poor with hardly any cultivation resources, naturally, she would pick up whatever she could. The pouch contained over a dozen Spirit Stones and several low-grade magical artifacts—much wealthier than the previous disciple. As for those colorful stones they mentioned earlier, there wasn’t a single one on Chen Tian. They must all be with Liu Zhen, but that female cultivator hadn’t taken the stones out to show everyone from the beginning to the end. While she might be timid as a mouse, she could certainly keep her composure in this regard.

Su Zhuyi stuffed this entire storage pouch into the previous storage pouch, then jogged to catch up with the group.

They followed the water flow for a full three hours. Even though they had been walking in the direction of the water flow the entire time, they ended up back at the original spot. When Liu Zhen from Feihong Sect saw Chen Tian’s clothes, she panicked again. The other cultivators also looked grave, while Su Zhuyi, having wandered around in this circle, already had some understanding in her heart.

The Longquan Sword took its meaning from “a hidden dragon in the abyss”—it was originally an ice sword. Luo Ying’s Qianlong was forged imitating the Longquan Sword, so her sword naturally carried frost, making it difficult for ordinary people to wield. Similarly, if that Longquan Sword from back then hadn’t had so many people die for it, it would also have been a frost sword. However, that sword-forging master first made his entire clan throw themselves into the furnace as sacrifices, then sacrificed himself to the sword. On the day the sword was completed, it killed so many living beings that this sword became full of malevolent energy, with resentment condensing into evil fire that could melt frost into water.

This made the Longquan Sword, suppressed beneath Seven Fairies Mountain, burn hot, while the surrounding area had cold spring water. The spring water around here was equivalent to the Longquan Sword’s sword intent, similar to the frost covering the Qianlong Sword’s body. They had been walking in the direction of the water flow, which was exactly like circling this Longquan Sword once, so naturally, they would end up back where they started.

So there was no need to search for any sword.

The sword was right beneath their feet. Chen Tian was a sacrificial offering, and the place where he died was probably the heart of the Longquan Sword, where the malevolent energy was most concentrated. This meant that the crack in the seal burst open by the Longquan Sword should be right there.

The seal sealed the sword, not people.

If they flew upward from where Chen Tian died, they might be able to escape to safety. However, the problem was that everyone’s spiritual energy had been completely devoured by that scorching aura when they fell. Without spiritual energy, they couldn’t fly, and flying magical artifacts couldn’t be used either. Even if they used pills to replenish their spiritual energy, as soon as they rose three feet from the ground, the heat waves would surge over and burn away all the spiritual energy in their bodies again. Therefore, it was naturally extremely difficult for them to go up. By the same logic, since they had fallen here, even if they didn’t yet have that mark branded on them, they were already considered sacrificial offerings by the Longquan Sword by default. Did the meat that had reached its mouth think it could fly away?

That probably wouldn’t be so simple.

While Su Zhuyi was pondering, Luo Ying had already walked to the place where Chen Tian died. She directly stepped on that pile of clothes, and after stepping on it, she stood still without moving. Her face showed no expression, and she didn’t even furrow her brow slightly.

Where the Feihong Sect cultivators didn’t even dare to look, Luo Ying, in her white robes, quietly stood upon it. She remained silent for a moment, then suddenly thrust her sword backward with her reverse hand. Su Zhuyi’s heart jumped—could it be that although Luo Ying saw that the location was problematic, her thinking went in a different direction from hers? Was she planning to attack that place, wanting to sever the Longquan Sword’s malevolent energy? No, that would be counterproductive—she might expand the crack or even destroy the seal!

Su Zhuyi was anxious beyond measure, but the next moment, her eyes widened as she was shocked by the scene before her.

Luo Ying’s sword thrust was not aimed at the clothes, but at her arm.

Fresh blood gushed from her arm, dripping down along the Qianlong Sword’s blade, slowly dripping into that pile of clothes.

Sacrifice!

Luo Ying was truly making a sacrifice—she was using her blood to feed the Longquan Sword!

After Luo Ying fed the sword with her blood, she swung her sword again with her right hand. Frost condensed into solid form in the air, stacking upward to form steps one after another.

Her face was pale, but her lips were particularly bright red. Her voice was now slightly hoarse as she commanded in a low voice: “Go up.”

Su Zhuyi immediately understood Luo Ying’s meaning.

She moved extremely quickly, stepping onto the staircase formed by Luo Ying’s frost sword intent. The steps were very high, and she was short with short legs, making it quite difficult to climb. She could only hook her hoe onto the sword intent above, then use the leverage to climb up, continuing upward…

Seeing Su Zhuyi’s actions, the other Feihong Sect cultivators finally reacted. They were all tall and had higher cultivation levels than she did. Even though they couldn’t use spiritual energy now, their movements were much more agile than Su Zhuyi’s. Several people instantly overtook her, stepping on the flying sword’s intent as they rushed toward higher ground.

Su Zhuyi was even stepped on by Liu Zhen, who used her as a stepping stone to leap up several steps. Although she was frustrated, this wasn’t the time for revenge. Seeing the ice and snow staircase melting, she didn’t dare pause and quickly swung her hoe upward as she climbed.

At this moment, when escape was imminent, no one cared about Qin Chuan, who had broken limbs and couldn’t move.

Qin Chuan lay on the ground without moving. He looked up, staring blankly as his senior brothers and sisters climbed higher and higher until they became small white dots. He watched his little master hanging halfway up, also working hard to climb upward. When he could no longer see the people at the highest point, Qin Chuan crawled bit by bit to Luo Ying’s side. He asked, “Senior, is there anything I can help you with? My blood seems quite powerful, too.”

Seeing that Luo Ying had lost so much blood and was pale as paper, Qin Chuan slowly moved his broken leg and suddenly slapped his already-stopped bleeding wound, letting fresh blood flow toward that pile of clothes.

Luo Ying, who had maintained an expressionless face, slightly lowered her head and quietly looked at Qin Chuan. Her gaze was cold and remote, and even at this moment still contained spring snow, but it wasn’t as harsh as before.

Then she lightly stamped her foot, grabbed and threw, directly hurling Qin Chuan toward the sky. At the same time, she said coldly: “Take him up, or I’ll withdraw my sword intent.”

They were currently climbing up using Luo Ying’s sword intent. Once Luo Ying withdrew her sword intent, everyone would fall. Therefore, as soon as her words fell, the Feihong Sect cultivator near Qin Chuan immediately grabbed him. He felt the steps beneath his feet seem to solidify somewhat and was immediately overjoyed, feeling he had made the right choice.

But just as they could see a ray of daylight, several black shadows suddenly appeared on the walls to their left and right.

“Since you’ve come, don’t leave.”

“Stay and keep me company…”

Seven human figures appeared above, four women and three men. They appeared to have no physical form, like flying phantoms. Judging by their demeanor and the malevolent energy on them, they were undoubtedly demonic cultivators.

What Seven Immortals—they were seven demonic cultivators full of malevolent energy. Using evil to suppress evil, fighting poison with poison!

Chapter 23: Fool
The Feihong Sect cultivator flying at the very front, who was about to escape to safety, had his entire head severed by a cold light. Blood sprayed all over Qin Chuan’s face as he was being carried. Qin Chuan fell from the heights. The Feihong Sect disciples in the middle were too busy protecting themselves, and when he was about to fall near Su Zhuyi, Su Zhuyi caught sight of Qin Chuan’s eyes.

He was also looking at her.

Saving Qin Chuan would earn Luo Ying’s favor. If they wanted to get out, they could only rely on Luo Ying!

In just that split second, Su Zhuyi’s mind had already turned over several thoughts. The moment Qin Chuan fell beside her, she suddenly swung out her hoe to hook onto his body. Because Qin Chuan was much heavier than her and the downward force was also heavy, Su Zhuyi was dragged down several steps on the staircase. She could only grab onto the frost staircase with her hand, so her left hand was immediately cut to shreds, with flesh turning inside out!

At that moment, Su Zhuyi discovered that Luo Ying had unhesitatingly severed her left arm. That entire arm fell into the pile of clothes as a sacrificial offering, gradually disappearing.

Her entire body shot into the air, and the Qianlong Sword in her hand struck out with one slash. A silver-white giant dragon roared forth, flying from the underground depths into the sky. The silver dragon whistled through the air, and the seven black shadows surrounding the Feihong Sect disciples were crushed by the sword light. The tremendous force of the silver dragon’s ascent also caused them to be impacted, directly crashing out of the seal.

Su Zhuyi and Qin Chuan also flew out. She could already see the faint azure-gray light above her head.

It was already dawn outside.

Sunlight seemed to pour in, warming her body with a gentle warmth. She looked down—although she could no longer see the bottom of that deep abyss, she seemed to see a blood-covered one-armed female cultivator standing there, looking up at the sky.

So there were such people in this world.

People who disregard their own life and death, saving others at all costs.

How wonderful. Su Zhuyi grinned.

If there were more such fools, her chances of survival would be greater.

Su Zhuyi grinned, but just then, another sharp shriek came from underground. That sound shattered Luo Ying’s silver dragon until it was nearly broken, and also shook her until she vomited blood heavily, her internal organs seeming to shift positions. A black fire dragon drilled out from underground, ferociously extending its claws and fangs toward her.

That fire dragon was unbearably scorching, as if it wanted to completely burn dry all the flesh and blood in her body. At the moment when the fire dragon was about to devour Su Zhuyi, the Zhuxin Curse in her chest, which had been silent for so long, moved again!

The Songfeng Sword’s intent turned a ghostly green, colliding with that black fire dragon. The moment it struck the sword intent, the fire dragon paused slightly, then let out one tremendous roar after another. Su Zhuyi couldn’t hold on at all, her body falling like a kite with a broken string. From the corner of her eye, she caught sight of the silver dragon that was about to dissipate, using its dragon head to support Qin Chuan.

Before it dispersed, it used its last strength to push Qin Chuan out of the abyss, crashing him out of the seal.

The Triple Yang Convergence constitution was saved…

Su Zhuyi lay on her back facing the sky, watching Qin Chuan fly out of the seal and into that patch of warm light, while she fell back into the underground abyss. Those demonic cultivator shadows that had been scattered by the silver dragon regathered, blocking all the light above her head.

At the final moment, Luo Ying saved one person.

She suddenly remembered many years ago, when Qin Jianglan could only save one person, he had saved Su Qingxun. Although at that time she had suggested it herself, and the process was different, the result was the same.

She was the one who was abandoned.

From the beginning when she was abandoned by her mother, was it destined that she would be abandoned her entire life?

Su Zhuyi felt a bit dizzy.

She had never thought about such random things before. Even if abandoned by the entire world, she could still live tenaciously. It was probably because her mind was affected by that resentful, malevolent energy, she thought. Otherwise, how could she associate so much with such a tiny matter, even remembering Qin Jianglan’s face?

The same falling from great heights.

She suddenly remembered how Qin Jianglan had firmly protected her back then.

Over six hundred years, she had naively thought that only he had changed, while she hadn’t.

Heh…

She didn’t want to admit that the cold-blooded and heartless Heart-Eating Demoness had once had moments of being moved.

At the moment she was about to hit the ground, Su Zhuyi felt herself caught by a hand. Then she and the person who caught her rolled several times together, falling directly into the cold spring water. At that moment, a whirlpool appeared in the spring water, pulling her and Luo Ying forcefully downward.

Being firmly protected by that arm, Su Zhuyi didn’t feel very cold. She was just dizzy and drowsy, really unable to hold on any longer. Finally, her eyes went black and she fainted directly.

…

True Spirit Realm.

Qin Jianglan was standing in front of a huge floor-to-ceiling bookshelf.

He was flipping through a jade slip, frantically absorbing information about the True Spirit Realm, cramming knowledge he had previously been unaware of.

There were many large and small realms in this world. After cultivators transcended tribulation and ascended, they would go to places with more abundant spiritual energy. The True Spirit Realm was above the original world he had been in. Because he had stepped out of the original small world and entered a broader heaven and earth, cultivators like him would understand that there were different worlds under the heavens, and interdimensional summoning arrays were thus figured out by some great powers who could travel between realms.

Qin Jianglan’s understanding at the time wasn’t deep. He was somewhat relieved that what he summoned was Little Skull and not Su Zhuyi.

Because if it had truly been Su Zhuyi, she wouldn’t have been able to withstand the pressure of crossing between realms. That is to say, if he had truly summoned Su Zhuyi over, it would only be a corpse. He had consulted many ancient texts about interdimensional summoning but had never found any methods for sending summoned beings back.

When Qin Jianglan was reading, Little Skull sat at his feet, leaning against the bookshelf.

He also held a yellowed paper book in his claws, occasionally using his finger bones to gently lift page corners, carefully and gently turning pages with light movements.

Although somewhat bored, he still didn’t disturb Qin Jianglan.

Because he knew Qin Jianglan was looking for methods in books, wanting to find his little sister.

Little Skull supported his jawbone with one hand and flipped through the book with the other. As he read, he suddenly turned to look at Qin Jianglan beside him. He discovered that Qin Jianglan’s face was somewhat pale, covering his heart area with his hand, his brows tightly locked, with deep worry between his eyebrows.

“Little Uncle, what’s wrong with you?”

The Zhuxin Curse moved again. Su Zhuyi…

What exactly had she done again, so quickly placing herself in danger again, causing his Songfeng Sword intent to be passively triggered once more? How exactly could he send Little Skull back? This kind of interdimensional summoning array was rarely used by anyone. He had discovered it from ancient scrolls, and after inquiring with several so-called great powers, he hadn’t gotten an answer. The three-hundred-year-old Qin Jianglan’s cultivation was just at the Nascent Soul stage—extremely heaven-defying in that original world, but only considered ordinary in this True Spirit Realm. He temporarily had no way to speak with more cultivator great powers.

Qin Jianglan gently pressed his heart area. His knuckles were slender as he pressed lightly. After a long time, he released his hand and reached for the jade slip beside him. What was recorded here were mostly useless ancient texts—cultivation world historical biographies, legends, and such. There were no precious cultivation techniques or pill formulas, so the prices weren’t expensive. But Qin Jianglan had looked through too many jade slips and had to support Little Skull, so recently he was also somewhat strapped for resources.

He had three Spirit Stones left on him.

He didn’t know if it was because Little Skull had been eating fewer Spirit Stones lately, but Qin Jianglan felt its bones weren’t as bright as before.

He had previously been a master of the Yunxiao Sect, never lacking any cultivation resources. The magical artifacts he used were all immortal grade. Now he wore ordinary robes and was severely short on Spirit Stones. He pressed his thin lips slightly, determined to find ways to earn Spirit Stones after going out.

In this True Spirit Realm, the method he could currently participate in for quickly earning Spirit Stones should be arena fighting, right?

Moving his hand away from the jade slip, Qin Jianglan was about to call Little Skull back into the spirit beast pouch when he heard Little Skull say crisply: “Little Uncle, I… I feel like something’s not right with me.”

He had felt something wasn’t right for several days, but Little Uncle had been seriously reading books, so he had consciously not disturbed him.

But now, that strange feeling made him a bit afraid. He unconsciously reached out his hand, using his knuckles to grab the hem of Qin Jianglan’s robe.

He used his other hand to touch his ribs, feeling them one by one, then said: “Little Uncle, am… am I going to disappear?”

He looked up, staring at Qin Jianglan with his hollow socket eyes: “Will I also go into the wind?”

Qin Jianglan suddenly discovered that Little Skull’s body was gradually becoming transparent. Under its feet was a circle of faint light, the same as when he had first arrived.

No wonder the ancient texts had no methods for sending interdimensional beings back!

Because no method was needed. Beings belonging to other dimensions would ultimately return to their dimension. Each summoning required consuming large amounts of resources and effort, but the summoned being would disappear shortly after, so this interdimensional summoning method was unprofitable for many people and was ultimately abandoned, becoming a useless array.

Now, Little Skull was going back.

Though they were just two hollow sockets, Qin Jianglan saw fear in them. He had originally had many words he wanted Little Skull to convey, but now his heart softened. He touched Little Skull’s head, comforting him: “Don’t be afraid. You’re going back to your little sister’s side. Protect her well, understand?”

Little Skull nodded repeatedly. At that instant, its body vanished into nothingness in the blink of an eye. At the critical moment, Qin Jianglan pulled off the hair tie from his hair and wrapped it directly around Little Skull’s arm. A moment later, Little Skull completely disappeared, and along with him disappeared Qin Jianglan’s green hair tie.

Without the hair tie, his full head of azure-black hair cascaded down like a waterfall. Qin Jianglan, who usually kept his hair meticulously bound and looked noble and aloof, seemed to have his features softened considerably by the flowing black hair at this moment.

He looked at the place where Little Skull had left, his eyes like a clear pond reflecting the moon, rippling with waves.

Qin Jianglan’s lips slowly curved into a faint smile. Even though time had flowed backward a thousand years and they were separated by the ends of the earth, they once again had a connection.

Time was too hurried. He had exchanged all his slightly precious possessions for Spirit Stones to support Little Skull, leaving only that hair tie. Since it was something he wore close to his body, it was also a magical artifact. He closed his eyes and severed the soul connection with the magical artifact. When Su Zhuyi got it, the hair tie would be an ownerless object that she could use directly.

That hair tie carried his aura. Would that little demoness be able to sense it?

But the next moment, Qin Jianglan’s smile suddenly froze. Wu’er had always called him uncle, but he had never told Wu’er his name! If she truly couldn’t sense his aura, wouldn’t she not know about him at all, not know he was still here!

She would sense it, right?

She was a heartless person.

She had no feelings and had never loved anyone.

Qin Jianglan’s brow furrowed into the character for “river.” He looked at the rows of jade slips before him, his heart in chaos. The once lofty master was now nervously looking at the jade slips and counting them one by one: “She will, she won’t, she will, she won’t…”

After counting for a long time, he could only laugh at himself.

There’s always that one person who will disturb my peace of mind.

Couldn’t transcend it in the last life, and in this life, even less so.

He couldn’t become an immortal.

He could only be a mortal.

Chapter 24: Heartless
Su Zhuyi didn’t know how long she had been unconscious.

When she woke up, she found herself lying in a water bubble together with Luo Ying.

They were surrounded by cold spring water, and they were inside a circular water bubble, isolated from the external cold. What surprised her most was that there were tables and chairs inside this water bubble. On the table was a sword hilt and a rectangular stone paperweight, with a yellowed, withered leaf pressed underneath.

The essence of this spring water was the Longquan Sword’s sword energy. How could there be such a place within the sword energy? Su Zhuyi subconsciously looked at Luo Ying. As soon as she moved, Luo Ying opened her eyes and quietly glanced at her. Luo Ying said, “The Longquan Sword is an evil sword that has harmed countless living beings. The seven demonic cultivators outside suppress the sword body, using evil to counter evil. But the sword intent inside is suppressed by a righteous sword cultivator who sacrificed himself to seal the Longquan Sword’s sword intent.”

Her left arm was severed at the shoulder. Normally, if a cultivator lost an arm or leg, it wouldn’t be considered a serious injury—muscle-regenerating pills could regrow severed bones. But Luo Ying had voluntarily sacrificed her arm, and what she sacrificed it to was the legendary evil sword Longquan. Therefore, her left arm would probably never grow back. Unless the Longquan Sword was destroyed, there would be no possibility of her arm recovering. Even if she used pills to regrow it, it would be directly devoured by the Longquan Sword.

As long as the Longquan Sword existed, Luo Ying would not have had her left arm. But her expression remained calm, her face still showing no emotion. After speaking, she gazed deeply at Su Zhuyi for a moment, then said: “When that leaf completely turns yellow, it will be when the seal breaks and the Longquan Sword sees the light of day again.”

She had said so much, but hadn’t gotten to the crucial point.

Su Zhuyi stood up and looked around, then walked to the table, wanting to pick up the sword hilt to see if she could find any clues. She believed Luo Ying’s words. Since this was the sword hilt left by that righteous great power who sacrificed himself to seal the Longquan Sword, it basically wouldn’t harm people.

Unexpectedly, before her hand even touched the sword hilt, she heard Luo Ying say: “Those with evil intentions will be hurt if they touch that sword hilt.”

Su Zhuyi’s hand paused slightly, then she turned back to look at Luo Ying. She tugged at the corner of her mouth and smiled: “What are you saying, Senior Luo?” She was still so young, and just now above, she had at least pulled Qin Chuan along, getting her hand cut bloody by the sword intent. Yet this Luo Ying said she had evil intentions.

Luo Ying didn’t respond, but quietly looked at her. Those eyes were particularly clear and cold, like snow filling the sky. Any stain would have nowhere to hide in that pure white world of ice and snow.

Su Zhuyi didn’t know where she had given herself away. Luo Ying had spoken up for her before. But now, seeing the look in Luo Ying’s eyes, she understood that she indeed knew something. So she nonchalantly shrugged her shoulders and smiled: “I have evil intentions, but Senior is the most renowned good person in the world. Why don’t you be a good person to the end and send Buddha to the west—think of a way to send me out?”

If Luo Ying wanted to kill her, she would have acted long ago. When she fell, Luo Ying wouldn’t have saved her at all. This showed that Luo Ying was a soft-hearted, good person who would still save her even knowing Su Zhuyi had evil intentions. Since that was the case, she didn’t worry about Luo Ying wanting her life. She continued shamelessly: “Sword intent—as long as a person is still alive, their primordial spirit hasn’t collapsed, and they have a bit of spiritual energy in their body, they can use it. Why don’t you create another silver dragon and send me out of this deep abyss, Senior? After I get out, I’ll set up a longevity tablet for you, wash my heart and reform myself, be as righteous as possible.”

Her expression was sincere, just short of crying tears, and she said she would mend her ways.

Luo Ying still didn’t speak, continuing to look at her with those clear eyes.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Damn, could Luo Ying’s eyes attack one’s primordial spirit? She always felt uncomfortable being stared at by her. Even with her thick skin, she now felt strangely flushed. Su Zhuyi’s eyes rolled, tears overflowing from her eye sockets as she choked out: “Senior, I’m still young, I’m so small, I… I don’t want to die…”

Luo Ying gently closed her eyes and said flatly: “You have sword energy on you.”

Eh? What did this non-sequitur mean?

“Earlier outside, sword energy emanated from your body, so I could push that child out of the seal, but I couldn’t save you.”

Luo Ying paused: “The Longquan Sword’s favorite sacrificial offerings are naturally sword intent.” Her eyes opened again, glancing lightly at Su Zhuyi. This glance made her gaze much more alluring. Su Zhuyi’s mind went a bit blank, and she subconsciously thought that this Luo Ying was indeed extremely beautiful. With her expression slightly more lively, she became considerably more attractive.

“Your sword intent is vibrant green and can pierce through anything. The Longquan Sword likes it very much.” Luo Ying continued: “So earlier I could only send that child out, and now it’s the same.”

Su Zhuyi was an evil person, so she only trusted herself. She was happy when Luo Ying saved her, but she wouldn’t be grateful. If Luo Ying didn’t save her, she wouldn’t feel hatred either.

She did evil and didn’t save people, so naturally, she wouldn’t think others should save her. So when Qin Chuan got out and she fell, she never thought to ask why.

She didn’t expect to get an answer from Luo Ying.

Su Zhuyi wasn’t stupid.

She had just been dazzled by beauty and her thoughts had wandered, but now that she reacted, she only wanted to curse.

“Old Dog Qin! Old Dog Qin! Old Dog Qin!” She shouted this name eighteen times in her heart, gritting her teeth in hatred, clenching both hands into fists.

He was born to be her nemesis. She had wasted time thinking about his face when she fell earlier.

If not for the Songfeng Sword intent from the Zhuxin Curse, she would have escaped by now, going out of the seal together with those Feihong Sect disciples. How would she have ended up here? Even Luo Ying died here in the end without getting out. Did she still have a chance to survive?

Su Zhuyi took a deep breath, barely calming herself down, and asked in a trembling voice: “Is there no other way out?” As she asked, she looked around, then gritted her teeth and endured the pain to extend her divine sense. The moment her divine sense was released, the Longquan Sword’s dragon roar appeared again, shaking her until she spat out a mouthful of fresh blood.

She wiped the blood from the corner of her mouth with her sleeve, then reached up and picked up the paperweight from the table.

She couldn’t tell with the naked eye, but when her divine sense swept over it, she discovered this paperweight wasn’t ordinary stone—it contained array formations. The moment she picked up the paperweight, she heard a mellow voice emerge from the stone.

“The Longquan Sword is a greatly inauspicious sword that must never be allowed to emerge into the world. If you can hear this voice, it proves your sword intent is excellent and your heart harbors righteousness. Please, for the sake of all living beings under heaven, suppress this evil sword.”

Qin Jianglan was a righteous great power, and his Songfeng Sword intent was also righteously upright and unyielding. What kind of person one was determined what kind of sword intent they would have. Because she had manifested such sword intent, she attracted the Longquan Sword, fell into the abyss again, rolled into the Longquan Sword’s sword intent deep pool, entered this righteous great power’s water bubble, and now was being told to sacrifice herself to suppress the Longquan Sword?

What the hell!

She had thought she could find a way out, but unexpectedly, it was just this one sentence. Displeased, she threw the paperweight back on the table. At that moment, the voice sounded again: “The Longquan Sword is a greatly inauspicious sword that must never be allowed to emerge into the world. If you can hear this voice, it proves your sword intent is excellent and your heart harbors righteousness. Please, for the sake of all living beings under heaven, suppress this evil sword…”

Couldn’t it say something else?

“That senior sacrificed himself to suppress the Longquan Sword. His physical body and primordial spirit both turned to ash and smoke, with not a trace of remnant soul left behind. So he could only use a voice-preserving array to retain a bit of sound. Unable to leave even a wisp of remnant soul, he had no way to communicate with later generations.”

Luo Ying spoke again: “He only left behind this one sentence.”

Su Zhuyi was anxious and didn’t pay attention to Luo Ying, sitting down alone in a corner.

In her previous life, Luo Ying had died.

The current situation was very clear. After saving the Feihong Sect cultivators, Luo Ying had also come here. Then, for the sake of all living beings under heaven, she learned from that righteous great power and sacrificed herself to the Longquan Sword.

But Su Zhuyi didn’t want to die.

She also had no intention to sacrifice to the sword.

But there was no way out of here. A sealed bubble, with the Longquan Sword’s sword intent forming a deep pool outside the bubble, and fire dragons swimming in the deep pool, seeming ready to burst through this bubble at any moment. Her situation was dire, and she couldn’t think of any way to turn danger into safety.

Even in her previous life at her peak, trapped in here, she couldn’t have gotten out alive.

Luo Ying couldn’t get out. Even if Qin Jianglan came, he couldn’t get out either.

Much less than the current her with only third-level Qi Refining.

Su Zhuyi was very agitated, evil fire burning in her heart, her violent energy becoming much heavier. But just then, a familiar Heart-Calming Mantra sounded, making her pause slightly, then actually smile. She found a place to sit down and said: “Do all you righteous great powers like to recite this mantra?”

The Heart-Calming Mantra that Luo Ying recited was the same one Qin Jianglan recited. Their intonations were extremely similar. Both their voices were very pleasant to hear—Qin Jianglan’s voice was clear, cold, and magnetic, while Luo Ying’s voice was slightly hoarse. If it were a bit softer and more gentle, it would be very alluring, but she spoke in a flat tone without any inflection, the same as Qin Jianglan.

Seeing this little girl quickly calm down, Luo Ying stopped reciting the mantra. She answered: “I have a disciple. Despite his young age, he harbored violent energy, just like you. I often recited mantras for him to hear.”

Qinghe?

That Qinghe, who was as famous as Qin Jianglan—she had thought he only went astray after growing up, but he had a black heart from childhood. However, this Luo Ying was intelligent, seeming to have eyes that could see through people’s hearts. Could it be that when she originally chose Qinghe as her disciple, it was because she saw that Qinghe was black-hearted?

Su Zhuyi was curious and asked directly.

Unexpectedly, Luo Ying nodded: “Yes.”

“I thought I had taught him well, because in his heart, I could no longer sense the former ferocity and darkness.” When she spoke of Qinghe, her tone remained calm. Even when mentioning that Qinghe ultimately stole the Sword Heart Stone and betrayed the sect, Luo Ying showed no emotional fluctuation.

She was very calm.

So calm that even Su Zhuyi felt something was wrong. Qinghe was her only disciple, the only disciple she had carefully nurtured, and when he betrayed the sect, she spoke of it without a trace of emotion, as if she didn’t care at all. But if she were a cold person, how could she have saved so many people and sacrificed herself to save others?

“You don’t seem to care much about that disciple of yours,” Su Zhuyi probed.

Unexpectedly, Luo Ying suddenly raised her head and said blankly: “He said I have no heart, that I treat everyone the same.”

These words were quite thought-provoking.

Su Zhuyi was someone who had seen much romance and love. In an instant, she had a guess. Could it be that little villain Qinghe had been influenced by Luo Ying and fallen in love with his master? But his master was good to everyone, saved anyone, had great love, but no small love. Unable to win her love, he angrily released the evil from his childhood heart. Or perhaps wanting to get his master’s attention and lure her out of the mountains, he stole the Sword Heart Stone and went out to do evil?

Just then, Luo Ying said again: “I indeed have no heart.”

“Back then, to practice the sword, Master made me offer my heart to the Sword Heart Stone.” For that instant, her eyes finally showed a trace of confusion: “How did he see through it?”

Luo Ying…

She was not that old either.

Moreover, in the early years of her life, she had only practiced swordsmanship in the mountains, spending day and night with her only master. After that, she had only faced her only disciple Qinghe day and night. She was still a very simple person.

So simple that Su Zhuyi wanted to laugh a little. How did he see through it?

Su Zhuyi laughed out loud. Oh my, Qinghe, if you like this girl, then you’re finished for this lifetime.

Your master—she has no heart…

Call her emotional, yet she’s also heartless.

Chapter 25: Encounter
Having said so much, Luo Ying was somewhat tired.

She slowly closed her eyes. The snow-bright Qianlong Sword still floated in front of her, its blade bright and thin as paper. A silver dragon could be seen swimming within the sword, and the flying sword would occasionally circle Luo Ying, as if guarding its master.

Su Zhuyi’s hoe was also floating in front of her, occasionally nodding and bowing. Comparing the two, she felt a bit sorry for herself.

Luo Ying was resting, and Su Zhuyi didn’t know what to do.

Speaking of which, although she had struggled on the edge of life and death many times, she had never felt so powerless.

She never gave up hope of survival, but this time, she truly didn’t know how to proceed. She carefully examined the small bubble several times over, and finally, her gaze fell on Luo Ying, who was sitting there resting.

Only Luo Ying could give her a thread of hope.

If Luo Ying threw her out at the moment when she sacrificed herself to the sword, when the evil sword was stunned and she was on the verge of death, then she would have a chance to survive. Apart from this, Su Zhuyi felt she couldn’t think of any other method.

As she stared at Luo Ying, she suddenly noticed that Luo Ying’s Qianlong Sword began to tremble lightly. Then Su Zhuyi suddenly stood up. She had been sitting against the table, and this movement directly hit the table corner, causing the voice from the stone paperweight on the table to sound again: “The Longquan Sword is a greatly inauspicious sword…”

“Shut up!” But it was a voice-preserving stone—it would make sound when vibrated and wouldn’t stop unless it stopped talking, repeating this sentence endlessly.

Outside the bubble, a pitch-black ink dragon had slowly swum over. Though called a dragon, it had no physical form.

It was entirely black. Though clearly in the ice-cold spring, its body burned with raging flames—the resentment of those who died for the sword, the vengeful thoughts of souls killed by the blade, condensed together to form this soul-devouring fire that consumed everything. It swam to the edge of the bubble and suddenly crashed into it.

Su Zhuyi discovered the bubble was knocked about violently, and the withered leaf on the table nearly fell to the ground. She saw a thin crack appear on the withered leaf and was immediately alarmed. Was the seal about to break?

If this seal broke, there would be no need to actively sacrifice to the sword. Once it escaped the seal, it would directly kill her, leaving not even a scrap of flesh. When this sword was completed back then, it had drunk the blood of a hundred thousand people.

Su Zhuyi still had several explosive talismans on her. With her current weak cultivation, she couldn’t think of any other method, so she simply threw out a talisman. But the talisman couldn’t even leave the bubble and just drifted lightly to the ground. Since it couldn’t hit the attack target, naturally, it wouldn’t explode.

At that moment, Luo Ying extended her right hand, slightly curved her five fingers in a grasping motion, and the Qianlong Sword flew into her hand. With a spin, she slashed out one strike, and an ice-snow swimming dragon charged out of the bubble, colliding with the ink dragon outside.

Su Zhuyi understood.

This place was within the Longquan Sword, so naturally, what needed to be compared was sword intent. Therefore, other attacks couldn’t take effect—they couldn’t even touch it. Only Luo Ying’s sword intent could harm that black dragon.

Sword intent took form. The two dragons bit each other ferociously. Before long, Luo Ying’s silver dragon devoured the ink dragon. But before they could catch their breath, Su Zhuyi discovered more and more ink dragons appearing around them. They weren’t dragons anymore—they were as densely packed as fish crossing a river.

“It seems we can’t delay any longer.” Luo Ying’s face was pale, and her lips had turned dark red. She finally frowned and turned to ask Su Zhuyi: “Do you still have Spirit Stones and pills?”

“Yes, yes, yes!” At this life-or-death moment, Su Zhuyi wouldn’t be stingy about those few Spirit Stones. She took out all the storage pouches she had scavenged from corpses, poured out all the Spirit Stones and pills inside in one go, and handed them to Luo Ying. Seeing that Luo Ying quickly crushed the Spirit Stones and swallowed the pills without much improvement, she also took out the remaining tree roots from her bag, plus those small stones that the spirit beasts had pelted her with, giving her lumps all over her head, then said: “That’s everything.”

Seeing those stones, Luo Ying said, “These can’t be used. These are Soul Stones. People killed by the Longquan Sword had their souls absorbed into the sword and baked into stones by the evil fire. Though they appear to have spiritual energy, if absorbed into the body, there’s a high chance of qi deviation. In the end, one would be influenced by this evil sword and walk to its presence to die as a sacrifice.”

Su Zhuyi prided herself on being well-informed, but she didn’t know these stones had such tricks. If she had used these stones, wouldn’t she have sought her death? That Liu Zhen from Feihong Sect had taken so many stones out—who knew how much trouble it would cause? But in her previous life, she had never seen such stones appear in the cultivation world, nor did they cause any waves. Could it be that Liu Zhen was killed by Qinghe not long after going out?

Now wasn’t the time to think about those things. Su Zhuyi said, “Senior, what should we do now?”

“In a moment, take the sword and stand in that position.” Luo Ying pointed to a corner of the bubble.

Su Zhuyi was completely confused, thinking: “Hold your Qianlong? The Qianlong Sword recognizes its master—if I try to take it, it would be strange if my arm wasn’t cut off!”

“I’ll recover slightly, then sacrifice myself to the sword. The moment my primordial spirit disappears, Qianlong will become a masterless sword. I’ll use my final sword intent at that moment. Whether you can get out depends on your fortune.”

Before Su Zhuyi could suggest it, Luo Ying had already said such words. This made her pause slightly, then silently stand in the position Luo Ying had indicated, next to the table, perfectly positioned to stare at the withered leaf on the table.

She stood quietly in place, her gaze fixed tightly on that leaf, feeling her heartbeat like beating drums. Life or death depended on the next moment, so that’s why she was so nervous.

Outside, those fire dragons eyed the bubble covetously and kept attacking it. More and more cracks appeared on the withered leaf, as if it would completely shatter into ash at any moment and scatter with the wind.

Su Zhuyi heard a painful, muffled groan. Such pained and suppressed sounds would never have stirred any waves in her heart before—she might even have felt pleased. When did it start? From when she was hanged in the sky, watching the villagers of Changning Village cry out in pain and anguish, she had developed special feelings about such suffering. Seeing others suffer, seeing those she hated in pain, would bring joy and comfort to her heart. But this time, her spine tensed, as if someone were poking at her backbone.

Su Zhuyi finally couldn’t help but secretly look back.

She saw that Luo Ying had already picked up that sword hilt and was practicing sword forms with it.

With each sword strike she made, another sword wound appeared on her body. Her robes, white as snow, were now dyed red with her blood. Her Qianlong Sword circled her but couldn’t approach, its blade trembling lightly and emitting one soft whistle after another.

The sword sounds grew lower and lower, as if weeping.

Fresh blood soaked through white clothes, her hair ornaments scattered, and her waterfall-like long hair dragged on the ground. Heavy ink and rich colors splashed on paper, rendering a magnificent painting within this small bubble.

This scene was beautiful.

More beautiful than anyone she had ever seen. Su Zhuyi had always been extremely confident and narcissistic, always believing her appearance was the most beautiful in the world. But at this moment, she felt inferior—not only because of appearance, but because of some other things, things she had never possessed.

At this moment, her eyes seemed to sting.

Su Zhuyi blinked and asked, “Qinghe had evil intentions, so you taught him. I have evil intentions, so you save me. Now you want to save all living beings under heaven. Luo Ying, have you ever thought about yourself?”

How could there be such a foolish person in this world?

Thinking of how she had asked blankly before, “How did he see through it?” Su Zhuyi slightly pursed her lips, thinking: “Heh, ridiculously foolish.”

Luo Ying continued practicing her sword forms. As her wounds multiplied and she bled more and more, blood meandering into rivers on the ground, that withered yellow leaf finally showed some green. But all the ink dragons outside the bubble became frenzied, constantly devouring nearby smaller dragons and growing larger and larger.

Su Zhuyi thought Luo Ying had no time to answer her, but unexpectedly, she suddenly looked up and said, “You became this kind of person because you encountered too many such people.”

Her hand holding the sword hilt trembled constantly, but she rarely smiled at Su Zhuyi. She probably rarely smiled before, or perhaps because she was in too much pain at the moment, that smile was very stiff—uglier than crying—completely destroying the blood-stained demonic beauty of this moment. “You’re still young. I’ll do my best…”

Another sword thrust, and she slipped and fell directly to the ground, but her voice still came: “To let… you… live.”

“Oh, then thank you.” Su Zhuyi suddenly turned around, closing her eyes and no longer looking.

But just then, there was a thud, as if something heavy had hit the ground. Immediately after, a voice said: “Ah, ah, ah, ah, ah, so much blood, so much blood flowing, little sister, I’m so scared…”

Su Zhuyi felt her waist tighten. Looking down, she saw two arm bones firmly hugging her waist. There was even a green silk ribbon wrapped around its right wrist, which seemed to have some spiritual energy—she didn’t know where it got it from.

She turned her head and saw Little Skull wailing loudly. Because it had been calling for so long, its jawbone had fallen off again.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Hadn’t this Little Skull disappeared? How was it back again?

“Let go!” If you hold me so tightly, what if Luo Ying’s silver dragon can’t send me out later?

“Oh, oh, little sister, that big sister is bleeding so much—is she going to die!” It timidly poked its head over, even moving its eye sockets as if it had just opened its eyes, then tightly grabbed Su Zhuyi’s hand and dragged her forward.

She was supposed to stay in that position, but going over there would lower her chances of successfully escaping! But Little Skull was very strong—when it wanted to drag Su Zhuyi along, she couldn’t stand firm at all.

She saw it grip Su Zhuyi tightly with one claw, crouch down to help Luo Ying, and say while helping: “Little sister, I’m afraid of blood, I’m dizzy…”

Luo Ying had fallen and couldn’t move for a while, but that sword hilt was still moving, trying to pull her up from the ground, causing Luo Ying additional injuries. Seeing this, Little Skull immediately reached out to grab the sword hilt and threw it aside.

Luo Ying: “…”

The sword sacrifice was interrupted.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Something felt wrong. Little Skull, what did you just disrupt? Hmm?

Chapter 26: Qinghe
Luo Ying’s ritual of sacrificing herself to the sword was interrupted. Her entire body was covered in sword wounds, and after being helped up by Little Skull, she leaned against the table leg. Seeing the ink dragon outside that had suddenly dispersed, as if scattered by some powerful force, Luo Ying’s expression showed a hint of bewilderment. It took her a long moment to come back to her senses, her gaze falling on Little Skull.

This skeleton was a ghostly creature. But the aura emanating from it was particularly clean and pure, so clean that even the vengeful spirits within the Longquan Sword avoided it at all costs.

What a good little skeleton indeed. She coughed softly, signaling to Little Skull that she was fine, and only then did it slowly move away.

Despite being afraid, afraid of blood, it still used its small claws to support her. And such a little skeleton liked to cling to that little girl.

Su Zhuyi also noticed the commotion outside.

She understood immediately and was instantly overjoyed, even finding Little Skull much more pleasing to the eye.

Although Little Skull hadn’t yet become a spirit of mountains and rivers, it was at least half a spirit of mountains and rivers. This kind of purely good spiritual creature was precisely the nemesis of the resentful energy within the Longquan Sword – it just depended on whose power was stronger. Little Skull had only been nurtured for five thousand years, while the Longquan Sword had existed much longer and had killed countless people. Looking at it this way, Little Skull was probably at a disadvantage.

Su Zhuyi stared at Little Skull, and then saw it reach out to hug her arm, rubbing its skull against her shoulder twice, before untying the green ribbon from its arm and saying, “Big sister, look, is it pretty?”

It waved the green ribbon twice and chuckled, “Little uncle gave it to me.”

“Little uncle?” Su Zhuyi was curious. “Who is little uncle?”

“He’s little uncle,” Little Skull answered innocently.

The ribbon seemed to have spiritual energy. Since her divine consciousness had been damaged earlier, she couldn’t tell what kind of magical treasure this ribbon was, so she said, “What is this for? A storage of magical treasure? Or an attack magical treasure?”

Many female cultivators liked to use ribbons as weapons – they looked beautiful when fighting and weren’t weak in terms of lethality. But this ribbon was azure green and quite short, so she didn’t know what it was for.

She watched as Little Skull untied the ribbon wound around its arm bone, straightened it with its claws, then tied it around its skull, wrapping it around its forehead in a circle and tying a knot.

“A headband?”

Su Zhuyi was stunned for a moment, then chuckled, “Who wears green on their head?”

“Little uncle always uses this to tie his hair,” Little Skull said seriously.

Little Skull’s little uncle was male! Probably a spiritual creature similar to it, so his aesthetic sense was equally bizarre – he liked wearing green hats? Su Zhuyi didn’t take Little Skull’s headband, but walked over to Luo Ying’s side and said, “Senior, you saw it too. Little Skull, he…”

“Big sister, my name is Wu’er.”

“Wu’er is pure and flawless, half a spirit of mountains and rivers. One of you has pure and good spiritual energy, the other has sword intent. If you join forces to suppress the Longquan Sword, you should be able to succeed, right?” Su Zhuyi crouched in front of Luo Ying. “I’m Wu’er’s master. Let’s join forces to suppress this Longquan Sword, how about it?”

“Good.” If one could live, no one wanted to die.

Just from that brief moment of contact when Wu’er directly seized the sword hilt from her hand, she already understood his strength. With such power, sealing the Longquan Sword again wouldn’t be difficult. Luo Ying glanced at the dispersed resentful energy outside, knowing there would be no immediate danger for now, and said, “I’ll recover briefly. In my current state, I’m afraid I can’t even manifest sword intent with my sword.”

The sword hilt used during the ritual was draining her life force, which was why she could continuously manifest sword intent while injuring herself.

This was sacrificing oneself to the sword.

She deeply admired that great master who had sacrificed himself. The seven fierce demonic cultivators outside and the demonic cultivator who used to suppress the sword body were probably also related to him.

“Good.” Su Zhuyi nodded in agreement, then sat down together with Little Skull.

“Wu’er, where have you been these past few days? I’ve been looking for you everywhere.” She lied without blushing or her heart racing.

“Little uncle said I was summoned by him, and he’s also looking for a way to send me back,” Wu’er said, hugging Su Zhuyi’s arm. “Big sister, I missed you too. Little uncle loves reading books the most and has no time to play with me.”

Speaking of playing, Wu’er’s eye sockets seemed to light up, and the green ribbon wrapped around its forehead also glowed blindingly bright. It danced with excitement, “I want to see mountains, see water, catch butterflies, listen to the wind, listen to the rain, listen to singing…”

“Good, good, good, I’ll accompany you to all of them.” Su Zhuyi interrupted Little Skull’s words, then continued, “Wait, that sister in white clothes will perform sword techniques. You just need to grab that sword hilt and stand still without moving. Once you’re done, I’ll take you to see mountains and water, okay?”

“Okay! Can’t move at all?” Wu’er asked seriously.

Su Zhuyi nodded, “You can only move when I tell you to.”

“Okay, I understand.” It nodded vigorously, almost knocking its jaw off.

After about two more hours, Luo Ying stood up and gripped her own Qianlong sword tightly. She was still very weak, but barely manifesting sword intent wasn’t a big problem. After she moved, Su Zhuyi instructed Little Skull to grab the sword hilt. The moment Little Skull’s hand touched the sword hilt, the chaotic, scattered, ink-colored small dragons outside fled in all directions. The already dispersed ink dragons seemed to be further cut and torn apart, leaving only specks of black energy the size of small tadpoles.

The withered leaf on the table seemed to be dyed with new green, from the leaf stem to the veins, gradually gaining color and moisture bit by bit, like a tree leaf washed by rain – clean and transparent, with clearly visible life-filled veins. Just as the leaf was about to completely turn fresh green, suddenly, the already tiny resentful energy outside the cold spring surged frantically again, desperately crashing against the bubble and continuously merging.

Clanging sounds arose, and the surrounding spring water immediately churned violently, as if a water dragon were struggling restlessly.

A massive dragon roar echoed out. Luo Ying reacted extremely quickly, turning her Qianlong sword to emit a clear cry to block the dragon roar. However, Su Zhuyi was still affected by the impact and vomited blood again. At this moment, Little Skull, who had been standing in place feeling somewhat soft and powerless, as if the strength in its body had been drained and its bones had gone soft, began to wail loudly. Its cry was loud and resonant, directly suppressing the dragon’s roar.

“Big sister, you’re spitting blood! Big sister, don’t die!”

It wanted to run over to see how big sister was doing, but just as it was about to step forward, it remembered her earlier words and could only ask while sobbing, “Big sister, can I move now?”

Su Zhuyi wiped her mouth with her sleeve and shouted, “Don’t move!”

“Eep.” Originally sobbing and crying, being yelled at like this, Little Skull was forced to stop crying, resulting in just a small whimper.

Outside the spring water, two dragons appeared outside the bubble.

One was a black ghostly fire dragon condensed from resentful energy.

The other was the original sword body of the Longquan Sword.

Both dragons simultaneously crashed against the bubble, causing it to sway left and right and instantly become covered with cracks.

Luo Ying had already lost too much blood, and now she directly burned her lifespan blood as a sacrifice. Her Qianlong sword struck three consecutive slashes, and at this time, only a tiny bit of the original withered leaf remained – the Longquan Sword was about to be sealed again.

At this most critical final moment, the Longquan Sword struggled desperately and finally shattered the bubble. Su Zhuyi felt her entire body turn ice cold, as the freezing spring water directly froze her stiff, as if her blood had stopped flowing.

“Success!” Luo Ying swung her final sword. A silver dragon emerged from underground, lifting Su Zhuyi on its head and carrying her and Luo Ying out of the abyssal depths.

“Wu’er is your spiritual creature. Quickly summon it back.”

Bonded creatures could be directly recalled by their master after the master left, so Luo Ying didn’t worry about Wu’er’s safety. After saying this, she was completely exhausted and fell unconscious. Su Zhuyi sat on the dragon’s head, looking down at that skeleton below.

The seal had been sealed, meaning the Longquan Sword could no longer break out of the seal, but now Little Skull was still inside the seal. Whether it was because the Longquan Sword sensed danger, Su Zhuyi discovered that when she subconsciously used her divine consciousness to see more clearly, she didn’t feel the tearing pain in her primordial spirit again. She saw that Little Skull was still standing in place, looking up at the sky.

The seal had been restored, and the green leaf had merged into the paperweight on the table. It was a sound-recording stone, yet it locked the green leaf tightly without leaving any gaps. The two dragons that had shattered the bubble directly crashed toward Little Skull. It held the sword hilt in its mouth, biting it, with its left and right hands each blocking one dragon. However, the Longquan Sword’s power was too great – its arm bones broke, and its body was compressed by the approaching dragons.

The dragons were no longer dragons now, but like two black walls gradually closing in, wanting to crush the little white skeleton in the middle into powder.

However, as they approached, influenced by Little Skull’s spiritual energy, those two walls were trembling and thinning.

If they both suffered losses at this moment, wouldn’t the Longquan Sword be easier to subdue?

In that instant, Su Zhuyi had a crazy thought – if Little Skull sacrificed itself to the sword, would she have a chance to subdue the Longquan Sword? In her previous life, Little Skull never appeared. Bringing him out was going against the heavenly dao, so now let everything return to its proper track. And there was the unconscious Luo Ying beside her…

Su Zhuyi’s heart was trembling. She resisted looking at Luo Ying.

Her eyes stared at the abyssal depths.

In the abyssal depths, a pair of black hollow eye sockets stared back at her.

She knew Little Skull could see her.

He was waiting.

Waiting for her to say, “Wu’er, it’s done, you can move now.” Then he would run over joyfully and say, “I didn’t move, big sister. You’re going to take me to see mountains and water.”

“Big sister, big sister, big sister…”

The silver dragon carried her out of the depths, and she saw the sliver of skylight above her head again. It was clearly a warm spring day, yet that light made her feel cold all over and her eyes sting.

Su Zhuyi blinked and saw a teardrop fall. She was stunned, then bent down and took out the Wuding Gourd, pointing its mouth at the crack and shouting into that dark opening, “You can move now, come back quickly!”

She could no longer see Little Skull.

However, the moment she finished shouting, Su Zhuyi felt a ray of light fly into the gourd’s mouth. Just as she was about to breathe a sigh of relief, she panicked to discover that Luo Ying’s silver dragon sword intent could no longer support them and dissipated. Because she had bent down to probe into the opening, at the moment of falling, she was gently pulled downward by a force. Damn it, this is what you get for being soft-hearted! If she had maintained proper posture just now, she could have used her natal magical treasure to jump out, but now she was falling headfirst like an inverted onion!

Just then, a figure descended from high above, directly grabbing her ankle and flinging her upward!

This time, Su Zhuyi was finally thrown completely out of the crack, landing directly on a crooked fallen tree. She saw Luo Ying lying not far away, and despite being in the wilderness, there was even a tiger skin cushion beneath her.

Could it be that Luo Ying’s disciple Qinghe had come?

Qinghe – the one who had just flung her out was Qinghe!

Chapter 27: Acknowledging Master
Qinghe was also a ruthless sect-annihilating demon who killed without batting an eye.

Just in the century or so after Luo Ying’s death, the sects he had destroyed with solid evidence numbered seven or eight. Even a minor sect would have several hundred members, let alone the fact that he had also destroyed a second-tier peak sect that had almost been promoted to match the four great sects of the cultivation world.

She didn’t know how Qinghe had managed to do it. Even if he had been very outstanding back then, on par with Qin Jianglan, at this time, they were only in their early three hundreds, and Qinghe was even younger than Qin Jianglan. His cultivation hadn’t even reached the Nascent Soul stage, so it would be very difficult to achieve such feats, right?

Although Qinghe had just thrown her out, and saved her life.

But Su Zhuyi knew Qinghe was a killing god, so she struggled to slowly slide down from the tree and limped step by step toward Luo Ying.

Just then, there was a thunderous boom behind her. Su Zhuyi whipped around to see a black-clothed man burst out from the crack. He had black clothes and black hair, with a fierce expression, and his eyes faintly glowed red. Killing intent surrounded his entire body, like a demon who had carved a bloody path through mountains of corpses and seas of blood.

Luo Ying, your disciple is actually this terrifying, and you said you had taught him well back then, that there was no darkness left in his heart?

This darkness – anyone could see at a glance that he was a demonic cultivator, and the kind of deranged, qi-deviated demon who had killed so many people that resentful energy clung to him and he was about to lose his sanity!

Seeing herself targeted by the demon, with killing intent condensing into blades behind her, Su Zhuyi felt that murderous intent howling toward her, making her feel as if she were in an ice cellar. The killing intent condensed into a sword that slashed toward Su Zhuyi. At this critical moment, Little Skull ran out from the Wuding Gourd and stretched out its claws to grab the blade handle.

With a crack, the hand bone that had just been reattached in the gourd broke again. Su Zhuyi leaped forward and threw herself beside Luo Ying, hiding her body completely under Luo Ying’s, covering herself thoroughly while saying, “Senior Luo, wake up quickly, your disciple wants to kill someone.”

“Senior Luo, your disciple has gone mad.”

“Senior Luo, I depended on each other for survival, with you at the bottom of the abyss, and we barely managed to stay alive. Who would have thought that as soon as we came out, I’d be cut in half by your disciple, Senior Luo…”

She wailed there, desperately squeezing out some tears, while Qinghe, emanating killing intent all over, had an expression of extreme pain. He walked step by step slowly to Luo Ying’s side, and the sword behind him suddenly rose higher, growing larger in form, like a pitch-black fire dragon.

Su Zhuyi’s heart skipped a beat.

Could it be that the Longquan Sword had acknowledged a master?

The Longquan Sword had acknowledged a master – it had acknowledged Qinghe as its master!

No wonder, no wonder she had never been able to figure out how Qinghe, who was on par with Qin Jianglan, suddenly gained such great ability to destroy so many sects. It turned out he had obtained the Longquan Sword! If he had obtained the Longquan Sword, his strength would have increased dramatically, and with its evil nature, destroying some sects would be child’s play. After all, it was an extremely vicious sword that had killed countless people.

The Longquan Sword was so cruel and savage – having just subdued it, could Qinghe still maintain his sanity? Su Zhuyi hid behind Luo Ying, her palms and soles sweating. Seeing Qinghe approaching, Su Zhuyi felt that the killing intent carried a thick, sticky scent of blood that made it difficult for her to breathe.

Just then, Qinghe’s footsteps paused. Could it be that seeing his master, seeing the woman he loved, had restored a bit of his sanity?

The next moment, Su Zhuyi discovered it wasn’t that Qinghe had stopped walking, but that Little Skull had hugged his thigh. Just as it used to tightly embrace Su Zhuyi’s waist with both hands, now Little Skull hugged Qinghe’s leg, “Don’t hurt big sister and little sister. Little uncle told me to protect you well. I promised little uncle.”

Its palm had just been severed and hadn’t recovered yet. Its right hand only had three fingers, which were tightly gripping Qinghe’s waist, the fingertips piercing through his robes and making three holes.

The black sword behind Qinghe condensed into form again and fell directly downward, aimed right at Little Skull’s head. Su Zhuyi couldn’t care about anything else and heavily slapped Luo Ying’s palm. Luo Ying had been unconscious, but now, feeling the pain, she unconsciously let out a muffled groan.

That sound made the sword behind Qinghe pause slightly. His expression struggled, and low roars like dragon cries emerged from his throat, showing extreme pain. Just then, Luo Ying’s Qianlong sword also responded with a gentle chime, not like the alarmed cry when it had previously encountered the Longquan Sword. Its sword song was much softer, with frost and snow falling like flowers, petals scattering everywhere.

It’s working!

Su Zhuyi didn’t dare slap Luo Ying again because she was too weak now, afraid that another hard slap would kill her. If she killed her, then she could wait to be chopped into eighteen pieces by Qinghe. Su Zhuyi thought for a moment, then pinched the pressure point at Luo Ying’s waist, twisting it, while loudly saying, “Senior Luo, your disciple wants to kill someone!”

Luo Ying moved slightly, her long eyelashes trembling twice, as if about to wake up.

The moment she moved slightly, all the violent energy around Qinghe dissipated, and the black energy floating behind him instantly rushed back into his body. His eyes gradually became clear. Just as he was about to step forward, he looked down and saw the skeleton hugging his leg, placing one hand on the skeleton’s head, “Let go, I won’t kill anyone.”

“Oh.” Little Skull indeed released its grip. It hadn’t had much strength to begin with, and hugging was particularly tiring – it had long been unable to hold on. Now that it let go, it looked down at the grass, picked up the broken finger bone, but found that putting it back together like before didn’t work. The finger couldn’t be restored, and it panicked for a moment. Springs of water began flowing from its two eye sockets again, but worried about crying out loud, it held back.

It still hadn’t found its little finger – where was it? Its head felt dizzy, and its bones felt soft and powerless, as if its skeleton was about to fall apart. Would it turn into a pile of bones? Thinking of this made me want to cry even more.

On the other side, Qinghe had already walked to Luo Ying’s front.

Qinghe was very handsome, the kind of beautiful and well-behaved handsomeness. He had a baby face. Only his eyebrows were slightly thick and raised at the ends, which gave him some heroic spirit and made that pretty face look quite masculine. However, his appearance wasn’t as imposing as Qin Jianglan’s – to put it another way, one was a small orchid, the other a snow lotus on a high mountain.

If Qinghe’s complexion weren’t so gloomy, he could be considered a handsome and sunny beautiful man. Unfortunately, although his eyes had cleared, his expression was still very melancholy. Those tightly pressed, thin lips seemed to hide murderous intent, ready to open at any moment and reveal sharp fangs.

“Come out!” Qinghe said coldly.

Su Zhuyi gripped the sash around Luo Ying’s waist, not daring to let go.

“Come out!” This time, his voice carried some soul pressure. Su Zhuyi slowly moved a bit, and with just that movement, Luo Ying let out another muffled groan. The next moment, Su Zhuyi was horrified to discover that Qinghe had changed his expression.

His gloomy expression instantly disappeared, his tightly pressed lips curved up slightly in a shallow smile, even revealing a small canine tooth. A murderous demon had become a sunny, handsome young man in the blink of an eye?

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Indeed impressive. This face-changing skill was on par with her own.

Luo Ying opened her eyes and saw Qinghe standing in front of her, frowning slightly.

Qinghe’s smile froze on his face, then he pretended not to notice anything and stepped forward, crouching in front of Luo Ying, “Master, are you alright?”

Luo Ying didn’t respond.

Qinghe continued, “Master, I know I was wrong. I’m willing to return to the sect and accept punishment.”

He was wrong.

Wrong. The moment he felt his master’s breath was as weak as silk and her soul lamp was dim, he knew he was wrong. He didn’t dare imagine what he would become if his master perished. Just thinking of that terrible consequence made his heart ache with pain.

“Master, let’s go back.”

Luo Ying moved her lips slightly but made no sound. Qinghe lowered his head and put his ear close to hers, saying, “Master, speak louder.” He had already fed her medicine the moment he caught her, but she was injured too severely. Not only that, she had also lost her left arm. To save those people, she had severed her left arm. With the Longquan Sword present, Qinghe knew exactly what had happened.

Why would she risk her life for those insignificant people? Thinking that she had almost perished made Qinghe’s heart tremble.

His ear was extremely close to Luo Ying, so close it seemed to touch her lips, feeling the warmth from them.

Su Zhuyi watched from the side, silently moving a few steps away and turning her attention to Little Skull.

She saw Little Skull with its head down, wandering around on the ground, muttering to itself. When she went over to ask, she learned its little finger had fallen off and couldn’t be found. Just as she was wondering how such a little skeleton could lose its bone, she saw Little Skull sway twice and fall directly.

She instinctively reached out and caught Little Skull, helping it sit to one side. Then she saw the little finger on the ground, picked it up, and handed it over.

Little Skull wasn’t unconscious, just a bit weak. It felt like many big sisters were spinning in front of its eyes, and it couldn’t count them all, almost making its eyes dizzy.

Only then did Su Zhuyi carefully examine Little Skull. Its bones were somewhat yellowed, and the fourth rib on the left side was broken with a gap. Su Zhuyi knew that the position was near the heart. Although Little Skull was already a ghostly creature – a skeleton frame with no internal organs at all – when it was injured in vital energy, it would manifest around the heart area.

Little Skull kept pinching its little finger, and after a while, the little finger finally grew back onto its hand. Seeing this, it became much happier, but when it looked down and saw its broken rib, it became sad again, “Big sister, can’t this be healed?”

“I feel like this will take a very long time to heal.” The fracture gap wasn’t narrow – a little finger could fit right through it. It wasn’t used to this, and its finger kept getting stuck in the gap. “It looks so ugly.”

Hearing its words, Su Zhuyi’s gaze moved from bottom to top, then she reached up and removed the green headband from its head.

The moment it touched her hand, she suddenly felt a trace of confusion. This green ribbon brought her a familiar scent. Just as she was trying to remember, Little Skull cried out, “Big sister, why did you take off my headband?”

Su Zhuyi didn’t want to think about it anymore. She wrapped the ribbon around Little Skull’s broken rib and casually tied a crooked butterfly knot, “This way it’s covered. You’re a boy – you can’t wear green on your head.”

“But little uncle ties this on his head,” Little Skull still couldn’t understand.

Uh…

“Weren’t you afraid it looked ugly? It looks ugly when worn on the head.” She couldn’t explain the deeper meaning of wearing green on one’s head to such a small skeleton.

“But little uncle looks good wearing it.”

Su Zhuyi had rarely controlled her temper and was being slightly friendlier to it, but then she heard it chattering incessantly, which immediately annoyed her. She let go and asked, “So do you think I look good?”

“Good-looking.” At least you know what’s what!

“What about her?” Su Zhuyi pointed at Luo Ying, who was being held by Qinghe.

“Also good-looking.” Little Skull nodded repeatedly.

Su Zhuyi pointed at Qinghe and asked, “What about him?”

At this moment, Luo Ying had fallen unconscious again, and Qinghe had become extremely gloomy once more. His face was as black as the bottom of a pot, and the sword shadow behind him was quite menacing, making even his face appear somewhat distorted. He couldn’t be called good-looking at all.

Yet Little Skull nodded again, “Good-looking too.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

With your and your so-called little uncle’s aesthetic sense, do you even know what ugly means? You’d probably think it looked good even if there was a pile of dog shit on top of your head.

She pursed her lips, too lazy to bother with it anymore. At this time, Little Skull pointed at the green ribbon on its rib and asked, “Is this a butterfly? It doesn’t look like one!”

“This is a butterfly knot!”

Just as Su Zhuyi finished speaking, she heard Qinghe say, “This is a green lump.”

She looked up to see Qinghe raise his hand, and a fan-like flying magical device appeared beside him. After placing Luo Ying on it, he crouched down and untied the knot Su Zhuyi had made, then retied it.

The green ribbon moved through his hands, forming two symmetrical small wings that looked much prettier than Su Zhuyi’s crooked butterfly knot.

“It is a butterfly,” Little Skull praised appreciatively.

After tying the butterfly knot, Qinghe pointed at the fan and said to Su Zhuyi, “Get on.”

“Get on for what?” Su Zhuyi’s mind stirred. Although Qinghe was very cruel, the person who could suppress his viciousness – Luo Ying – was still here, so she could seek some help from Qinghe, like hitching a ride on his flying magical device to the Suyue Sect! If she could ride a magical device there, it would only take the time of one incense stick to arrive, saving so much time without any danger.

So she immediately looked up and smiled sweetly, “Big brother, for Senior Luo’s sake, could you please take me to Suyue Sect?”

Unexpectedly, Qinghe frowned and said gloomily, “Call me senior brother.”

“Huh?”

“Master just said to bring you back to the Gujian Sect, to teach you carefully and take good care of you.” Qinghe looked at Su Zhuyi with disgust, speaking word by word through gritted teeth.

Chapter 28: Dismemberment
Su Zhuyi laughed awkwardly, “Big brother, you must be joking.”

Go to Gujian Sect?

How could that work? It was simply absurd, absolutely out of the question! There was already Luo Ying, and Little Skull’s fate had changed. If she went to the Gujian Sect, how could she follow her previous life’s trajectory of killing and causing trouble? In her past life, she had known a direct disciple of the Gujian Sect and knew it was a very ancient and conservative sect. Disciples had to spend a hundred years cultivating sword heart, and within those hundred years, they were not allowed to leave the mountain. In other words, if she entered, she wouldn’t be able to leave the mountain for a hundred years.

Then, how would the Su family of Yongan Town be destroyed? How many people’s fates would be altered?

She would probably be struck to smithereens by heavenly lightning!

Even going to other righteous path sects would be better – she absolutely couldn’t go to Gujian Sect, and especially couldn’t take Luo Ying as her master.

She didn’t dare imagine that even if she luckily avoided heavenly dao and cultivated on the mountain for a hundred years, when she later came down wanting to make a name for herself by entering secret realms, killing people and seizing treasures, with a master who had great love in her heart and a fierce, evil senior brother chasing behind her, how difficult it would be to act. Before she could even kill anyone, she’d probably be dragged back for punishment!

“Not going?” Qinghe’s expression eased slightly. He snorted lightly, “Fine, if you don’t want to go, I won’t force you.”

Not going was perfect. Originally, he and his master lived together on Luoxue Peak of Gujian Sect, enjoying their world of two. He completely didn’t want a third person to disturb them.

“Farewell.” After speaking, Qinghe tapped his toes and jumped onto the fan surface. After snapping his fingers, the fan flew into the sky, and in the blink of an eye, only a small dot remained. The moment it took off, it created a strong wind that made Su Zhuyi appear unsteady. She had to firmly hug a crooked tree beside her to avoid being blown away. After the fan completely disappeared, she spat out the leaves and sand from her mouth and cursed quietly.

Just because she didn’t agree to become a disciple, not only did he not give her a ride, but he even fanned her with the fan!

With Qinghe’s current strength, how could flying with a magical device create such flying sand and stones? He did it on purpose.

In his heart, Luo Ying was number one in the world, and she actually dared to refuse Luo Ying, so he deliberately gave her some trouble. Hmph, he was secretly pleased but still made her eat dirt.

After spitting twice more to clean the sand from her mouth, Su Zhuyi planned to take out a tree root to replenish herself. When she reached to feel around, she suddenly realized that she had given all her spirit stones, pills, and even tree roots to Luo Ying earlier. Now she had nothing to replenish spiritual energy with. She was already seriously injured, and now tired and exhausted, wanting to walk out of Seven Fairies Mountain would be too difficult.

Fortunately, the mountain’s collapse and the earth’s splitting here had created quite a commotion, so there were no fierce beasts around. But with no fierce beasts, there were also no other small animals, making it difficult for her to fill her stomach. She sat down under the big tree and had just rested for a while when she saw a red cloud appear overhead.

Qinghe stepped on his fan and flew back with a gloomy face. Looking at Su Zhuyi curled up under the tree, he shouted, “Get up.” Without waiting for her agreement, he used a grappling technique to grab and lift her, picking her up like a chick and throwing her onto the fan surface.

The master had just woken up again.

Seeing only the two of them on the flying magical device, she frowned. He honestly said that the little girl didn’t want to be her disciple, but unexpectedly, the master suddenly perked up and sat up, gazing distantly toward Qilian Mountain with clear, distant eyes.

She didn’t speak, but Qinghe understood her meaning.

Luo Ying had always been expressionless, and others couldn’t read any emotional changes from her face, but Qinghe could. He had spent so many years day and night with Luo Ying that he could detect even a subtle expression on her face or a slight change in her eyes.

Even though she didn’t speak, Qinghe knew what she meant.

Even if that little girl didn’t want to join the Gujian Sect, they couldn’t just leave an injured and exhausted girl on the mountain.

So, under Luo Ying’s gaze, Qinghe drove the fan back to the fourth peak of Qilian Mountain. Seeing Qinghe’s actions, Luo Ying closed her eyes with relief. She was too weak. Because her heart was concerned about Su Zhuyi and Little Skull, her consciousness hadn’t completely relaxed. Now that she had Qinghe’s assurance, she fell asleep.

Qinghe lifted Su Zhuyi onto the fan surface and asked, “You want to go to Suyue Sect?”

Su Zhuyi nodded, “Yes, I heard Suyue Sect is recruiting disciples recently, only female disciples. I want to try.”

“Not joining Gujian Sect?”

“Not joining.” Su Zhuyi answered decisively.

“Fine, I’ll take you there.” After speaking, he also threw Su Zhuyi a pill, then took out a cosmos bag from his storage magical device and threw the entire bag to Su Zhuyi.

Looking at the patterns on the cosmos bag, Su Zhuyi knew this bag wasn’t his. The red and white colors looked like a storage magical device from Feihong Sect disciples. The storage bag she had first picked up from corpses looked very similar to this one.

Could it be that Qinghe had already killed several Feihong Sect cultivators?

Su Zhuyi understood but wasn’t foolish enough to expose this. She took the storage bag and looked inside, finding over ten spirit stones. Just as she opened the bag for a glance, Little Skull, who had returned to the Wuding Gourd, emerged again and stared longingly at the storage bag in Su Zhuyi’s hands.

Su Zhuyi felt her back go cold being stared at by those hollow eye sockets, so she took out a spirit stone and handed it to Little Skull.

It bit and crunched it in one bite, finishing it in the blink of an eye.

After eating, it continued to stare longingly at Su Zhuyi, its little finger hooking the mouth of the storage bag. It was too hungry, so hungry it felt anxious, and its bones had become crispy. Just now, it had even pinched out some powder. Little Skull used to hide its discomfort when sick because it feared that Daddy would worry. Now, big sister was also covered in wounds and looked weak and tired, so she hid in the gourd and didn’t dare say she felt bad.

Staying inside the gourd was quite comfortable, but spirit stones had an inexplicably strong attraction for Little Skull, like eating candy – it couldn’t resist.

Su Zhuyi handed it to another one and watched helplessly as the spirit stone disappeared in the blink of an eye.

These spirit stones were only mid-grade spirit stones, so Su Zhuyi didn’t feel bad about eating them. But seeing it eat reminded her of the high-grade spirit stones she had painstakingly dug in the gourd – over a hundred of them, all eaten clean by Little Skull in one go. This made her feel somewhat frustrated. She had to train it, control its daily food intake, and couldn’t let it eat everything available, right? Otherwise, how would she survive in the future?

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi ignored Little Skull’s pitiful gaze and even reached out to pat the little finger bone hanging on the bag.

But just as she moved, she heard Qinghe say coldly, “Give it to him.”

He stood behind them, his killing intent almost condensing into water.

Su Zhuyi wasn’t easily intimidated. She held back her anger and smiled, “Big brother, you have many spirit stones. This little bit isn’t enough – it can eat several hundred in one meal.”

Give it to him? Sure, but how about you provide some more spirit stones?

“I don’t have any.”

“That storage bag was picked up after I killed someone.” Qinghe stared fixedly at Su Zhuyi. “With master here, I don’t kill people.”

He just happened to be out of spirit stones, otherwise, he wouldn’t even have picked up the bag. Now that he had agreed to return to Gujian Sect with his master to accept punishment, he probably wouldn’t get to leave the mountain for hundreds of years, so he wouldn’t need spirit stones anyway. That’s why he gave her the entire bag.

And now, naturally, it was for that little skeleton.

He had obtained the Longquan Sword and knew everything that happened in the seal through it. He knew that without this little skeleton, the master probably wouldn’t have been able to come out alive. Therefore, he rarely showed any gentleness toward this little skeleton.

Moreover, being near this little skeleton weakened the evil nature of the Longquan Sword within him. This was also why, although he greatly disliked Su Zhuyi, he didn’t directly refuse her entry to the Gujian Sect. Not wanting to make his master unhappy was only one of the reasons.

Su Zhuyi chuckled, “Then forget it.” She then threw the entire storage bag at Little Skull and sat down at the edge of the fan.

Little Skull made gurgling sounds in its throat – it was swallowing saliva. It poured out all the spirit stones and arranged them, counted out half of them, quickly stuffed them into its mouth, then reluctantly put the other half back into the storage bag and quietly slipped it into Su Zhuyi’s hands.

“Big sister, you eat too.” After speaking, to avoid looking at the bag again, it directly dove into the Wuding Gourd and hid deep in the gourd’s belly, temporarily not planning to come out.

Qinghe continued, “It eats spirit stones. How can you afford to raise it?”

“It’s so capable, it can find its food.” This experience in the seal made Su Zhuyi realize how strong Little Skull was. Since it was so capable, getting some spirit stones would be simple. Since it could control itself and left her half, it showed it was quite obedient and sensible. Later, it could go out to hunt spirit beasts, explore spirit mountains for treasures, and mine spirit stones. She would just need to lie at home and count spirit stones.

With its abilities, even if it ate half and left half, Su Zhuyi felt she would have no worries about food and clothing. Thinking this way, keeping Little Skull by her side was also a good thing.

Qinghe thought about it and agreed with Su Zhuyi’s words. “You do have some ability. How did you subdue it?”

Su Zhuyi didn’t answer but asked in return, “Then how did you subdue the Longquan Sword?”

Qinghe was slightly stunned and said coldly, “I am a descendant of the sword forger.”

No wonder… he had only fallen in for such a short while, yet the Longquan Sword acknowledged him as master.

This was… heavenly will!

Unexpectedly, that sword forger from back then still has a bloodline continuing to this day.

“What about you?” Qinghe continued asking with a gloomy face.

Su Zhuyi touched her head, wanting to habitually make a charming, alluring gesture, but suddenly realized her hair was only an inch long. Then she gave Qinghe a sidelong glance, “Because I’m beautiful.”

“Heh.” Qinghe sneered and didn’t continue asking, sitting cross-legged beside Luo Ying.

He sat there very devoutly, as if the woman before him was his entire faith, a treasure cherished in his heart.

The way he looked at her was full of deep affection, and then he gently placed his palm an inch above her forehead, infusing spiritual energy into her body.

Su Zhuyi said, “You can’t treat her like a noble fairy. No, wait, you can treat her like a fairy.” She paused, “But what you should do isn’t worship, but blasphemy.”

Flirt from time to time, and make the girl’s heart flutter a bit. This master-disciple taboo stuff was all just passing clouds.

Su Zhuyi, this demonic path demoness, could easily seduce famous sect disciples. The current Qinghe and Luo Ying were just like her and Qin Jianglan, with positions swapped. Just shamelessly flirt every day, and how could Luo Ying not be moved?

But thinking of this, Su Zhuyi suddenly froze. How had she forgotten that Luo Ying had no heart?

Just then, Qinghe finished transmitting spiritual energy and suddenly turned around. His gaze was like sword light, making Su Zhuyi, who was sitting alluringly on the fan, feel cold all over, as if half her body had been scalded by fire.

“If you continue spouting nonsense.” The black sword shadow appeared behind him again. “I’ll dismember you into ten thousand pieces.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Chapter 29: Sacrificing Life
The rest of the journey passed in silence.

The fan was a red folding fan with green pines painted in ink.

The green pines stood at the edge of a cliff, dancing vigorously in the wind, standing proud and upright. Su Zhuyi had been sitting and regulating her breathing. She used all the remaining spirit stones to heal her injuries to about seventy or eighty percent. Now that the spirit stones were consumed, she emerged from her cultivation state and looked around.

Her gaze fell on those green pines, and suddenly she felt some emotion in her heart.

The Zhuxin Curse was still carved on her chest.

When encountering danger, the Songfeng sword qi would appear to block the danger for her. Qin Jianglan had good intentions, but he was naturally born to restrain her. Even with good intentions to save her, he always managed to cause some trouble.

Su Zhuyi knew Qin Jianglan liked her.

He initially felt guilty toward her, and because of that guilt, he paid attention to her and tolerated her. After she became a cunning demoness, she always used that guilt to tease him and gain some practical benefits. The two of them had been entangled for so long that even at the final moment of her previous life, they were still entwined together.

In this life, Qin Jianglan had already gone down the mountain to gain experience. Where had he traveled to?

If there had been no encounter at Changning Village, no beginning where only one of two girls was saved, he wouldn’t feel guilty toward her, and naturally wouldn’t pay attention to her either. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi’s brows furrowed. She suddenly realized that without such a beginning, it would be quite difficult to win Qin Jianglan’s heart.

Thinking that Qin Jianglan might not fall in love with her in this lifetime, Su Zhuyi inexplicably felt somewhat uncomfortable and displeased. Looking at the green pines on the fan, she glanced at Qinghe, who sat devoutly beside Luo Ying like a stone statue watching his master, hesitated for a moment, then smiled and asked, “Hey, big brother Qinghe, you’ve always been overshadowed by Qin Jianglan, but now that you’ve gained this opportunity, Qin Jianglan can no longer be mentioned in the same breath as you, right?”

Although Qinghe was known alongside Qin Jianglan as the River and Dragon Wanderers with swords like startled geese, in reality, Qin Jianglan’s position in the martial world was somewhat higher. Qinghe became demonized not long after becoming famous, and after Luo Ying’s death, he became a sect-annihilating demon, so naturally, no one mentioned them together anymore. But before that, they had always been paired together.

When mentioning the most outstanding sword cultivators of their generation, people would always say: Yunxiao’s Jianglan, Gujian’s Qinghe. Even people in the small town of Yongan knew this, so Su Zhuyi felt her question wasn’t out of place. Unexpectedly, Qinghe turned his head and glanced at her. “Who is Qin Jianglan?”

Su Zhuyi froze, feeling her heart inexplicably race. She asked in surprise, “Yunxiao Sect, Qin Jianglan.”

Qinghe sneered, “A nobody, never heard of him.” His expression was rarely somewhat arrogant, as if saying: some unknown small fry wants to be mentioned in the same breath as me?

How was this possible?

The Liuguang Mirror had reversed time, bringing her back over a thousand years. Everything else remained unchanged – how could Qin Jianglan not exist? She still had the Zhuxin Curse, still had the Songfeng sword qi. Didn’t this prove Qin Jianglan’s existence?

But where had Qin Jianglan gone?

In her previous life, he was already famous at this time, with a reputation even greater than Qinghe’s. How could he not exist? Or was it that Qinghe’s heart was entirely devoted to Luo Ying, so he was indifferent to others and thus didn’t know about Qin Jianglan, who had overshadowed him in the martial world?

Thinking this way, Su Zhuyi felt much more at ease. But the next moment, Qinghe delivered another blow. He said, “Last year, our Gujian Sect sparred with Yunxiao Sect disciples in swordsmanship. Among the younger generation, I have no opponents. Yunxiao Sect’s position as the world’s number one sword sect is about to be lost.”

His master Luo Ying’s swordsmanship was divine and unmatched – Yunxiao Sect could find no one to oppose her. And last year he had defeated those young Yunxiao Sect disciples. Now Gujian Sect was rising, with a faint trend of surpassing Yunxiao Sect.

In his heart, master Luo Ying’s swordsmanship was the best in the world.

Therefore, as her disciple, he also had to be the best. As for Qin Jianglan from Yunxiao Sect, he had never heard of him.

The little girl in front of him, saying he was inferior to others, was simply…

Seeking death. The black sword behind him was ready to move, as if about to fly out of his body. He clenched his fist, pulling that fierce energy back into his body, then said, “Sufang City is not far ahead. Farewell forever.”

After speaking, he kicked Su Zhuyi off the fan.

Fortunately, he didn’t go too far. When Su Zhuyi was about to hit the ground, he used a gentle breeze to support her slightly, so she didn’t fall flat but sat down hard on the ground.

This time, Su Zhuyi didn’t curse.

She was shocked by the news she had just heard and was somewhat dazed, sitting on the ground without moving.

No Qin Jianglan!

No Qin Jianglan!

Qinghe wouldn’t lie to her. That meant in this lifetime, there was no Qin Jianglan.

Dao artifact, dao artifact. The Liuguang Mirror was a dao artifact. Successfully repairing time reversal was extremely difficult, which was why she had committed so many killings back then without success. Later, after slowly nurturing it for six hundred years, she was suddenly struck by lightning.

Honestly, at that time, she never thought the Liuguang Mirror would take effect at that moment.

The Liuguang Mirror needed a sacrifice to work successfully, a powerful sacrifice. Thinking of Luo Ying’s earlier sacrifice to the sword, a thought suddenly popped into Su Zhuyi’s mind: What had Qin Jianglan done?

He seemed to know something. When the heavenly tribulation struck, he wasn’t very panicked.

He had also asked her, “If you could return to the past, would you, would you still enter the demonic path?”

How had she answered then?

Su Zhuyi felt somewhat dazed. She couldn’t remember how she had answered. Her mind was filled with only one voice clamoring: Qin Jianglan knew, he knew they would return to the past!

She, who had the Liuguang Mirror hidden in her heart, didn’t know, but he did.

Because he had sacrificed himself, the Liuguang Mirror could take effect and bring her back to the past?

A willing sacrifice, a cultivator whose cultivation was nearly at ascension level – such a sacrifice far exceeded the island creatures she had once slaughtered.

The shock in her heart left Su Zhuyi’s mind blank. She sat there for a long time without moving. She had never imagined that her return was because of Qin Jianglan.

She had also never imagined that in this lifetime, there would be no more Qin Jianglan.

But the Zhuxin Curse was still there, the Songfeng sword qi was still there – how could he not exist?

She pulled open her clothes and saw the faint red mark on her chest. Suddenly, she noticed that the red mark was becoming fainter and fainter. Previously, it had been like a peach blossom, but now it seemed like a pale mole. Heh, you still want to become the cinnabar mole on my heart?

She should have sneered coldly, but she couldn’t laugh.

They had accompanied each other for so many years. The first thing she saw upon opening her eyes was him, and only him. Every day, she heard only his voice, falling asleep to his heart-calming incantations.

He was her tightening spell, but also her safe harbor. And now, the person who had occupied her entire life for six hundred years was gone.

Just then, a soft voice said, “Big sister, what’s wrong with you, you…”

“Don’t cry.” Cry? How could she cry? She wished for nothing more than his miserable death!

Hearing that voice, Su Zhuyi suddenly blinked. She saw tears sliding from her eyes, was slightly stunned, then forced a smile, “Nothing’s wrong.”

Old dog Qin, dead as you are, you still insist on leaving a mark in my heart. Having slept with such an excellent man in my previous life, my standards are high now. Don’t tell me I should become a nun in this lifetime?

Adding to my troubles.

“Why are you crying? Does something hurt?” Little Skull looked at her with concern, then brought its head close and blew gently twice.

“No, the wind blew sand into my eyes.” Su Zhuyi held back her tears. She snorted coldly and stood up, looking around. She found herself standing on a small hillock, with Sufang City’s gates not far ahead. Walking would take at most a quarter hour.

“Did daddy blow it?” Little Skull put its claws behind its back like a little adult and said, “The wind is naughty.”

Su Zhuyi smiled, “It is quite naughty. We’re about to enter the city. Go hide in the gourd first.”

“Mm!” Big sister had said he was too thin and might scare people. Little Skull dove into the gourd, pressing its head to the gourd’s mouth to secretly peek outside.

Su Zhuyi quickly adjusted her mood and strode toward the city gate. Since this opportunity was exchanged for me by you, I’ll live well, freely, and at ease, which will make your death worthwhile.

But a moment later, she came back dejectedly.

“No spirit stones, get lost! What city are you trying to enter?”

“Little girl, see that? There’s Yuxu Mountain over there. There are spirit beasts on the mountain. If you’re lucky enough to hunt a spirit beast, you might even dig up spirit pearls and be able to pay this entrance fee.”

When under someone’s roof, one must bow one’s head.

Su Zhuyi didn’t have a single spirit stone left and couldn’t pay the entrance fee, so the city guards wouldn’t let her through the gates. In her previous life, she later became a demoness – where would she have paid entrance fees? She had completely forgotten about entrance fees. If she had remembered, she could have saved one stone just now. But now, she didn’t have a single spirit stone.

Unable even to enter the city gates, naturally, she couldn’t register to join the Suyue Sect.

But fortunately, she had Little Skull, so getting some spirit stones shouldn’t be difficult. Therefore, Su Zhuyi didn’t hesitate and headed directly toward Yuxu Mountain. After she left, the two cultivators who had advised her on how to earn spirit stones exchanged glances, chuckled twice, and followed Su Zhuyi toward Yuxu Mountain.

The city guards turned a blind eye, pretending not to see.

“Hehuan Sect is also recruiting disciples now. Though that little girl has short hair, her features are quite good. Catching her and selling her to Hehuan Sect would fetch a good price.”

“Mm, she’s good merchandise.” The Suyue Sect had many resources, and this recruitment had attracted many female cultivators to register. When they encountered lone cultivators with low cultivation, they would secretly abduct them. They had done this many times – it was routine by now.

“Really a good seedling. Among the ones we’ve caught recently, this girl is the most beautiful. When she grows up, who knows how enchanting she’ll be…” The two talked while following from a distance. This was Suyue Sect’s territory after all, and acting at Suyue Sect’s city gates would be inappropriate. Therefore, they stayed quite far away to avoid unnecessary trouble. But once they reached Yuxu Mountain, the Suyue Sect couldn’t control them, and they could act immediately.

The two weren’t worried about what abilities such a young girl could have. After all, in the cultivation world, people only began practicing at age six. This little girl looked about five or six years old – what level could she have cultivated to? Someone who came alone like this, probably from some small village, definitely had no background. Even if they took her, no one would come looking. They also weren’t worried she might be a runaway from some cultivation family, because such children wouldn’t think much of a sect like Suyue Sect and wouldn’t eagerly run here.

Su Zhuyi had just been disturbed by the news about Qin Jianglan and was somewhat agitated, so she didn’t notice the people following at a distance. She walked with her head down, never stopping.

Yuxu Mountain looked close, but walking there was quite a distance. Su Zhuyi walked most of the day before reaching the foot of Yuxu Mountain. She looked up to see that Yuxu Mountain was high and steep, with the entire peak hidden in clouds and mist. Such a mountain could indeed be considered a spirit mountain.

For the Suyue Sect to build a city relying on Yuxu Mountain, that great master of Dong Fushang Sect was quite generous to his little lover.

She had been smiling, but thinking of this, her smile suddenly froze.

Qin Jianglan was even more generous than him.

For a demoness, he had sacrificed his life.

They say time reversal goes against heavenly dao, but now such a large living person was gone – wasn’t this the greatest variable in heavenly dao? Since this was the case, why should she care about changing or not changing fate?

In any case, the current world was no longer the world of before.

Chapter 30: Reluctantly
Yuxu Mountain looked quite close – one could see the peak from outside the city gates – but walking there was still quite a distance. Su Zhuyi walked most of the day before reaching the foot of Yuxu Mountain. By the time she arrived, the sun overhead had set behind the mountain.

The Suyue Sect had shallow foundations. Even with Dong Fushang Sect as their backing, they currently had no way to claim the entire spirit mountain as their own and forbid others from hunting there. Anyone could go to Yuxu Mountain, but whether they lived or died once there had nothing to do with the Suyue Sect. Such spirit mountains were generally safer below the mountainside, while the peaks were fraught with danger.

Su Zhuyi didn’t plan to venture to the peak now. She’d just wander around the mountainside.

There was a bluestone path up the mountain, with no travelers on it at the moment.

Su Zhuyi was in turmoil, walking slowly up the mountain. After several impacts, the seal on her divine consciousness had loosened somewhat, allowing her to see distant places through divine consciousness. Therefore, Su Zhuyi didn’t wander randomly on the mountain – she just needed to kill a spirit beast and dig up a spirit pearl. With entrance fees taken care of, everything would be fine.

But when she extended her divine consciousness, she immediately noticed that the two cultivators who had given her directions at the city gate were following behind. The two were talking and laughing with lewd expressions, occasionally glancing up at her, clearly harboring ill intentions.

Both cultivators were only at the early Qi Condensation stage, only capable of bullying newcomers who had just started. Could it be they were planning something against her?

Su Zhuyi still had several concealed talismans. She flashed behind a large tree, then activated a concealment talisman to hide her aura. Then she summoned her natal magical treasure and gripped it tightly.

“Eh, where did that damn girl go?”

“Did she discover us? How’s that possible? Chase her!”

“Can’t let the duck at our lips fly away!” The two immediately circulated their spiritual energy and ran frantically with the wind under their feet. Their cultivation wasn’t high – they couldn’t fly on magical devices yet – but they still ran quite fast.

Just as one of them approached the large tree where Su Zhuyi was hiding, she swung her hoe at him directly. Then she struck with a Flame Palm, hitting the man square in the chest. Her five fingers became claws, forcefully trying to dig…

She didn’t pull out his heart, only tore the clothes on his chest.

Su Zhuyi’s former title of Heart-Eating Demoness wasn’t earned for nothing. In her early days, she was very skilled at killing with one strike by digging out hearts and lungs. It wasn’t because she had a perverted hobby of eating hearts, but because a cultivator’s heart and dantian consciousness sea were the most crucial places for spiritual energy circulation. The dantian consciousness sea in the head was hard to attack by surprise, while the heart’s position was much easier to grasp. At Xueluo Sect, those disciples were kept together like raising poisonous insects, attacking each other with only one allowed to survive. So, killing had to use the fastest speed and most ruthless methods – that’s how she practiced this Bone Claw technique.

Later, after she obtained the Exquisite Golden Thread Net, she rarely did this anymore. But then she became a great beauty skilled at seducing men’s hearts, so the title Heart-Eating Demoness stuck.

Now that one strike missed, the hoe smashed the man’s head bloody. The man screamed miserably with a fierce expression, immediately grabbing Su Zhuyi’s hand that had stabbed at his chest and forcefully twisting it! Su Zhuyi infused spiritual energy into her hand, but both were at the early Qi Condensation stage with similar spiritual energy, while he was an adult man with much greater natural strength. This made Su Zhuyi’s arm ache. She lifted her leg and forcefully kicked the man’s lower body. When he released her to protect himself below, Su Zhuyi flashed backward, just avoiding the other man’s attack.

To sneak attack a little girl – how pathetic.

“Quick, catch her! Beat her to death!” the previous man shouted with a bloody face, hunched over.

The other one cracked the thorny whip in his hand with sharp sounds. His feet moved rhythmically left and right, gradually generating wind beneath his feet.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes narrowed slightly. Oh, though this cultivator was only at early Qi Condensation stage, he had a low-grade magical treasure and mastered several techniques. The footwork he was using was “Swift Steps,” quite popular in the cultivation world. Su Zhuyi had practiced this footwork as a child.

His footwork grew faster and faster, gradually creating afterimages.

Su Zhuyi held her hoe horizontally in front of her. Her movements were also agile, successfully avoiding the whip several times. But this wouldn’t work – just dodging the whip wasn’t enough. She had to subdue him; otherwise, when that man recovered slightly, being attacked by both would be troublesome. After all, she currently had little spiritual energy, only third-layer Qi Condensation cultivation, and her small size and poor stamina weren’t suitable for prolonged combat.

Su Zhuyi steeled her heart, calculated where his next step would land, directly gathered spiritual energy at her feet, barely managed to use teleportation to get there, then immediately used her hoe to smash the man’s head. When she did this, the opponent’s whip happened to lash empty and wrap around Su Zhuyi’s neck.

Like a snake tightly strangling her neck, almost suffocating her.

He was severely injured and applied even more force. The bone spikes on the whip pierced into Su Zhuyi’s flesh, and her neck immediately bled profusely. It hurt terribly, but she didn’t make a sound. She continued controlling the hoe to apply pressure while struggling to break free from the whip.

Su Zhuyi’s heart raced wildly. She didn’t know – would the Songfeng sword qi continue to appear? Why hadn’t it appeared? Was it because the opponent’s strength was too low to trigger the sword qi?

Her breathing became difficult and her vision blurred, but she still struggled to control the hoe. Seeing that the male cultivator was also growing weaker, who would live and who would die hung by a thread…

Little Skull was resting in the Wuding Gourd.

Su Zhuyi had walked outside most of the day and had watched from the gourd mouth most of the day. Later, because it was too tired, it dozed off drowsily. When suppressing the Longquan Sword, it had expended too much strength, so even now its bones were still yellow. The Wuding Gourd contained several stone lotus platforms with mountain and river spiritual veins, making the spiritual energy inside rich. It felt comfortable resting there, and lying down gradually made its consciousness blur as it had a sweet dream.

Just as it was smacking its lips eating candy, it suddenly felt the taste wasn’t sweet and caught a familiar bloody smell. Little Skull opened its eyes to see big sister’s neck strangled by a long whip, blood all over her neck.

It immediately jumped out of the gourd’s mouth, shouting, “Don’t hurt big sister!”

“Tell them not to move.” Su Zhuyi couldn’t make a sound, only making muffled cries. Fortunately, Little Skull had indeed acknowledged her as master and understood her meaning now, shouting, “Don’t move!”

The cultivator who had been covering his crotch and wailing for a long time, finally recovering enough to help, saw Little Skull and froze completely. He shouted, “Ghost creature! This is righteous sect territory – you demonic cultivator, how dare you be so arrogant, you…”

Before he finished speaking, a hoe struck him in his head.

The cultivator strangling her neck was already weak, with only one breath left. Now suppressed by Little Skull’s pressure and unable to move, Su Zhuyi directly smashed her hoe toward the shouting man, then forcibly pulled out the whip wrapped around her neck. Those bone spikes tore from her flesh, blood flowing freely, but she didn’t groan once. Her face was also calm in a frightening way.

She had already felt uncomfortable, and still, people came looking for death!

She pulled off the whip and directly wrapped it around the original whip-wielder’s neck. An eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth. Though young and short, she strangled the opponent’s neck and pulled down hard, then forcefully yanked with both hands, strangling the man to death.

After killing this person, Su Zhuyi walked over to the man struck by her hoe, covered in blood and radiating killing intent. That man was severely injured and couldn’t move, but was still conscious. His face now had both blood and tears as he repeatedly begged for mercy, “Little ancestor, spare my life!”

Who could have imagined that a girl who looked five or six years old could be so terrifying? Her neck was still covered in blood as she walked step by step, like a demon crawling out from mountains of corpses and seas of blood. The killing intent in her eyes scared a grown man to the point of wetting himself.

Su Zhuyi flicked the whip in her hand.

The whip was much taller than her, leaving a bloody mark when it hit the ground. That was blood from the man she had just strangled, but among it was also her blood.

“Why did you target me?” Su Zhuyi asked coldly.

“Spare me, I’ll never dare again…” the man wailed and cried, “I just wanted to take you to a sect more suitable for your development. Recently, there’s also a sect that only recruits female disciples, so, so…”

Being stared at by those gloomy eyes, he didn’t dare lie, only hoping she was young and didn’t know about Hehuan Sect, to muddle through this situation.

“Hehuan Sect?” A quite famous female cultivator sect of the demonic path that practiced techniques for absorbing yang to supplement yin. The female disciples inside had each dominated countless men. Back then, that Hehuan Sect master had constantly tried to persuade her to join the Hehuan Sect. He would daily criticize the female disciples in his sect, saying that despite practicing charm techniques from childhood, they couldn’t compare to the Heart-Eating Demoness who emerged from Xueluo Sect through killing.

Mm, though Hehuan Sect only recruited female disciples, the current sect master was a man who had a passing acquaintance with Su Zhuyi.

Hearing her directly name Hehuan Sect, the man’s heart immediately dropped.

“I understand.” Su Zhuyi raised her hand to recall her hoe, then lifted it to smash down. But just then, a small hand gripped her arm tightly.

Little Skull had been stunned watching.

It hadn’t been expected that big sister would do such things…

It was very afraid, very afraid of big sister like this. She had already made that person breathless just now. Now, was big sister going to kill this person, too? Little Skull gripped Su Zhuyi’s arm tightly, “Big sister, big sister, big sister…”

“Let go.” Su Zhuyi said coldly.

Little Skull was very strong. With it restraining her, Su Zhuyi couldn’t move that arm. Su Zhuyi glanced back at it and said viciously, “Let go!”

“Please don’t kill him, okay?” Little Skull was very pure. It treasured life, always feeling that turning living things into dead things was terrifying. Now, big sister had done terrifying things and wanted to continue.

“I’ll say this one last time – let go!” Su Zhuyi’s voice was cold, her gaze even colder.

Little Skull still gripped her tightly and wouldn’t let go. So Su Zhuyi sneered, no longer raising her hoe, but gripping Little Skull’s hand bone with her left hand that wasn’t being held. She knew Little Skull’s bones were still brittle now, so she squeezed very hard, bit by bit, crushing that bone into powder.

Then the hoe floating in the air suddenly plummeted, heavily smashing into the cultivator’s head on the ground. Because it fell from high altitude with great force, the man’s head was smashed open like a flower, brain matter bursting out. Large amounts of yellow and white liquid splattered onto Little Skull.

After killing, Su Zhuyi began searching the corpses, finding two storage bags. Together, the two bags contained just over a hundred low-grade spirit stones.

They were both early Qi Condensation cultivators – she hadn’t expected to find good things on them. She crushed a spirit stone and absorbed it, slightly stopping the bleeding on her neck. Then Su Zhuyi stood up and dragged both corpses into the grass.

While she did all this, Little Skull stood dazedly in place. It didn’t look at Su Zhuyi, just stared blankly at its hand.

The little finger that had just been reattached not long ago was crushed.

It wanted to cry.

But it held back and didn’t cry.

After Su Zhuyi hid the corpses, she untied the Wuding Gourd from her wrist. She didn’t speak, but hung the small gourd on a tree branch, then continued walking forward without a word. Little Skull finally reacted, almost running to Su Zhuyi’s side and directly hugging her foot, sitting down with a plop. Its two bone legs just happened to block Su Zhuyi’s foot.

“Big sister…”

Su Zhuyi took a deep breath. “They could kill me, but I can’t kill them?”

“When they were killing me, why didn’t you go hug their arms? But when I kill people, you come to stop me?”

Little Skull had come out late. Earlier, Su Zhuyi had almost been strangled to death. She was a demoness and was used to saving herself, never considering waiting for others to rescue her. So at that time, she was desperately struggling, fighting that cultivator, and hadn’t thought to call Little Skull out.

When she was near death with blood all over her neck, it came out.

It came out and helped, even if late – at least it came out. Su Zhuyi was still very happy to have such a helper and had even decided to treat it better in the future. But she hadn’t expected that when she killed people, it would stop her.

Such a kind ghost creature was incompatible with her – just looking at it made her frustrated.

“They wanted to kill big sister, so big sister had to kill them?” Little Skull hugged Su Zhuyi’s leg without letting go, asking timidly.

“Yes!”

If they dared to target her, they shouldn’t blame her for being ruthless and leaving no survivors.

“Mm, I understand.” Little Skull nodded. Its reaction was quite quick. Comparatively, it could better accept those two people losing their life force than fearing that big sister would lose hers. If big sister died, that would be more terrifying.

Little uncle had also said to protect big sister well.

Though still somewhat afraid, but, but they had bullied big sister first, so big sister beating them to death seemed, seemed not so hard to accept…

Little Skull looked up at Su Zhuyi, “Big sister, next time I won’t stop you.” It grinned, forcibly squeezing out a smile, “Next time someone bullies you, I’ll beat them to death!” It raised its hand in a motion to hit someone, patting downward like swatting flies. Its little palm was missing a finger – the little finger Su Zhuyi had crushed.

Since you’ve become enlightened so quickly, I’ll keep you around for now.

Su Zhuyi gave part of the spirit stones she’d just obtained to Little Skull, saying, “Your bones can grow back. Eat more spirit stones, or just stay in the gourd.” The abundant spiritual energy in the Wuding Gourd made it a supreme cultivation place – almost nowhere in the world could compare. If only she could enter to cultivate, but unfortunately, that was Ji Wuxin’s gift to his son, and she couldn’t use it at all.

“Mm.” Little Skull nodded vigorously in agreement.

Little Skull was still a blank slate now. With proper training, it could still be very useful, Su Zhuyi thought.

At the same moment, Qinghe was hanging his head, being scolded.

Actually, Luo Ying showed no expression on her face – no anger was visible, and her tone was quite calm – but Qinghe knew master was unhappy. She was reprimanding him.

But the other party indeed didn’t want to join Gujian Sect, and master wasn’t someone who forced others.

Luo Ying never forced anyone to do anything. So Qinghe didn’t understand why master was so persistent about that girl. Upon waking and not seeing her, master’s expression had become much more serious.

“You also saw that little girl has a skeleton beside her. Though it’s a ghost creature, it’s pure and kind.” Luo Ying looked at Qinghe and said slowly.

“It’s very powerful.” Speaking of this, Luo Ying turned her head slightly, gazing into the distance. At this moment, the moon hung on willow branches, and stars sparkled in the sky. The image of that clean, white little skeleton appeared in her mind, and even the corners of her eyes curved slightly.

Master felt happy thinking of that skeleton. Qinghe keenly caught this point and immediately felt he should snatch that skeleton over and keep it under master’s nose daily to make her happy.

“It’s very clean.” Luo Ying continued. “Very easily influenced.”

It was still a blank slate. What it would grow into depended on the person raising it. Whether the paper would show green mountains and waters with flowers like brocade, or corpses everywhere with devastation, all depended on the one holding the brush to paint.

Luo Ying wanted to take Su Zhuyi as a disciple not only because of the girl herself, but for another, more important reason – Little Skull Wu’er.

If it turned evil, there weren’t many people in the world who could restrain it.

So it was better to keep it under her nose. Luo Ying glanced at Qinghe, a sigh escaping her lips.

Qinghe rarely heard the master make such a sighing sound and immediately panicked, saying, “Then we won’t return to Gujian Sect for now. We’ll follow her first and try to persuade her to join the Gujian Sect?” He spoke sincerely, but was thinking that since the master wanted this disciple, then regardless of whether that little girl was willing or not, even if she refused, they’d tie her up and bring her to the mountain.

Whether to willingly agree to become a disciple or directly die – Qinghe believed she looked quite smart and should know how to choose.

“Mm, let’s observe for now. What sect did she want to join?” Luo Ying asked. If she could join a righteous sect that cultivated the heart, that wouldn’t be bad either. She truly didn’t want to force others.

“Suyue Sect.” After Luo Ying heard this, her brows furrowed slightly.

She had been down the mountain for several years and had encountered Suyue Sect female cultivators bullying others multiple times. That place was not a good destination.

“We won’t return to the sect for now. Let’s go see Suyue Sect.” Luo Ying instructed.

“Yes, master.”

Chapter 31: Strangers on Different Paths
Meanwhile, on Yuxu Mountain, Su Zhuyi gave Little Skull a few low-grade spirit stones to eat like beans, then carefully inventoried the contents of those two men’s storage bags, organizing and categorizing everything properly.

The entry fee for Sufang City was quite expensive—one mid-grade spirit stone per person. One mid-grade spirit stone equaled one hundred low-grade spirit stones, and she had just killed two people, only to find just over a hundred low-grade spirit stones. After giving a few to Little Skull and using several herself, she now had only ninety left.

Two poor ghosts—not even enough for the entry fee. Looking at their dark eye circles, a clear sign of excessive indulgence, they’d probably spent all their ill-gotten spirit stones on women. After all, what was most abundant in Sufang City? Beautiful women, naturally.

Not even enough for the entry fee—she still needed to wander the mountain looking for resources. Judging by Sufang City’s entry fees, the registration fee for the Suyue Sect probably wouldn’t be cheap either. After all, the Suyue Sect had powerful backing and abundant resources for their disciples. No matter how high the registration fee, many would still rack their brains trying to get in. That old lecher from Dong Fushang Sect’s little lover was quite shrewd indeed.

Su Zhuyi walked a few steps, then suddenly stopped as something occurred to her.

Little Skull was clutching her sleeve, following along. Seeing her stop, he timidly asked, “What’s wrong, what’s wrong? Are there ghosts?”

By now, the sky had completely darkened. The mountain forest was thick with foliage, blocking out the moonlight so completely that the forest path was invisible—you couldn’t see your hand in front of your face.

Little Skull was so powerful, yet he was still afraid of the dark.

Being afraid of the dark was one thing, but damn it, he was also afraid of ghosts.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t even be bothered scolding him. You’re probably the most powerful ghostly creature in this world yourself, yet here you are as a skeleton frame saying you’re afraid of ghosts…

She let him continue tugging at her sleeve as she turned to look at him. “You have your little gourd to sleep in, but what about big sister? I can only stay out here in the wilderness, still having to worry about bad people. I want to go to that city over there. Cities have lots of delicious food and fun things.”

“Mm, I want to go too.” At the mention of food and fun, Little Skull’s eye sockets began glowing. A pale white skeleton frame with phosphorescent light emanating from its eye sockets—this appearance could scare the souls right out of other night travelers.

“To get in, we need spirit stones or spirit pearls—the kind of candy you ate before.” Su Zhuyi continued, “We can’t get spirit stones right now, but we can get spirit pearls. Here’s what we’ll do—you go kill a few spirit beasts, the fierce kind. Once we dig out their spirit pearls, we can enter the city.”

“Kill?” Little Skull froze, then shook his head. “I don’t kill living things. I’m scared…”

“Scared of what? Sister will teach you. You have a flow of energy inside your body, right? Imagine gathering that energy into your hands, then just claw right through.” Su Zhuyi extended her hand, fingers curved into claws, demonstrating a grabbing and piercing motion.

“Daddy said we can’t kill living things. We must do good deeds and accumulate virtue.”

Little Skull shook his head again.

Mountain and river spirits needed to avoid creating killing karma to form properly. However, now that Little Skull had become a ghostly creature, he had no connection to the mountain and river spirits anymore. Why was he still insisting on not killing? It wasn’t like she was asking him to kill people. Who didn’t kill spirit beasts these days? Even those righteous path cultivators had to fight spirit beasts to improve their strength. Similarly, human cultivators were also a favored food for many high-level intelligent spirit beasts. No one knew how many cultivators who entered the mountains seeking resources had ended up in the spirit beasts’ bellies.

Either I kill you or you eat me—it all comes down to ability.

Now, Little Skull had such capabilities, yet he insisted he wouldn’t kill. Looking at him, Su Zhuyi felt irritated. You’re a ghostly creature afraid of the dark and blood, and now you won’t kill either—what’s the point of keeping you?

She directly slapped away Little Skull’s claw, sensing the aura of low-level spirit beasts ahead. With a few leaps, Su Zhuyi rushed forward. Little Skull was terrified and stood frozen in place, tears falling again.

He stood there for a long time, sniffling as he ran in Su Zhuyi’s direction. Now he wasn’t afraid of the dark anymore—only afraid of losing track of big sister. He’d completely forgotten he could instantly return to the little gourd. Catching up to Su Zhuyi took only moments. Once there, he grabbed her sleeve again. “Big sister, I’ll go.”

Tears swirled in his eye sockets as he stammered, “I’ll go kill… kill living things.”

“Oh, then go ahead.”

Little Skull’s strength was formidable. In these mountains, there was probably nothing that could match him. As long as he was willing, killing a few spirit beasts would be effortless. If Su Zhuyi could avoid doing it herself, she’d naturally save some energy. She casually surveyed the surroundings and found a sheltered spot to sit down. “Go ahead, I’ll wait here.”

After a pause, Su Zhuyi added, “If you encounter danger, return directly to the Wuding Gourd, understand?”

“Mm.” Hearing big sister worry about him made Little Skull’s heart feel a bit happier. But he walked forward with constant backward glances. As he walked, he saw that big sister had already closed her eyes to rest and cultivate. The sky was so dark, the trees so eerily shadowed—that bit of happiness in his heart turned back to timidity. Little Skull tried hard to widen his hollow eye sockets, carefully and tearfully climbing up the mountain. He did see many spirit beasts, but they all ran away quickly upon seeing him. Should he chase them? Which one should he chase?

So troubling!

After Little Skull left, Su Zhuyi circulated her cultivation method to train. She wasn’t worried about Little Skull’s safety—with his strength, he could just stand anywhere and release his aura, making all the spirit beasts on this mountain kneel. She cultivated while waiting. Even when the sun was high in the sky, Little Skull still hadn’t returned. Su Zhuyi found this strange and extended her divine consciousness slightly, barely able to make out distant scenery.

She saw Little Skull coming down from the mountain with both hands behind his back, claws clenched tight as if clutching something. Because he was holding it and his strength far exceeded Su Zhuyi’s, she couldn’t sense what he was gripping.

But what could those little hands hide? Definitely spirit pearls.

Not bad, young fellow. Saying he wouldn’t kill while moving quite efficiently, even digging out spirit pearls. She’d originally thought she’d have to do it herself, but it seemed the child was teachable after all.

Back in the day, many of those young men and women captured by the Xueluo Sect had never killed even a chicken or crushed even an ant at home. But what happened? Within days, they were killing people.

If you don’t kill, you die.

So, breaking the killing taboo was just that simple and brutal.

“You’re back, come here.” Su Zhuyi waved her hand, calling Little Skull over while thoughtfully offering him a spirit stone.

Little Skull didn’t accept it. He kept both hands behind his back, looking at Su Zhuyi somewhat timidly. “Big sister, big sister, I… I searched for a long time…”

Hm?

Su Zhuyi crooked her finger. “What did you find? Show me.”

Little Skull hesitated for ages before finally bringing his hands forward, slowly opening them in front of Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Looking at the cicada molting in Little Skull’s palm, she no longer knew what to say. She wanted to roar internally, her facial muscles feeling pulled taut.

Cicada molting, cicada molting—you said you’d kill, and you brought me a cicada molting to mock me!!

“Hehe…” Su Zhuyi laughed twice, her teeth grinding audibly. She’d considered not pushing too hard—even if he’d picked a flower and brought it back, Su Zhuyi could have understood. After all, for him, all things in the world had life force, full of vigorous vitality that he’d always yearned for. Even picking a flower would count as taking the first step.

Instead, he brought a cicada molting.

It was just spring now—finding last year’s cicada molting would indeed take a long time searching. On this point, Little Skull hadn’t lied…

Su Zhuyi simply didn’t know what to say. She quietly stared at Little Skull, making him squirm uncomfortably. He twisted his body a few times, lowering his head to ask weakly in a small voice, “Big sister, won’t this work?”

Su Zhuyi laughed “hehe” twice more. “It works, how could it not work? Here’s what we’ll do—go catch a living creature. We won’t kill anymore.”

Su Zhuyi took the cicada molting from Little Skull’s hand and put it in her storage bag. “This one has no life force, I’ll keep it for now. Go bring back a living one, the prettier the better. Can you do that?”

“Oh.” Little Skull nodded and went up the mountain again.

After he’d gone far, Su Zhuyi finally felt her forced smile relax from its stiff position.

Su Zhuyi had no temper left for Little Skull.

You won’t kill? Fine—bring me the living ones and I’ll kill them!

Generally speaking, high-level spirit beasts on spirit mountains fell into two categories: either particularly large ones or particularly beautiful ones. Having him choose pretty ones to catch would yield spirit pearls. With spirit pearls, they’d have money for city entry and subsequent expenses.

She sat under the tree, waiting eagerly. Not long after, she saw Little Skull racing down the mountain.

He was holding a yellow furry bundle in his arms, bouncing toward her direction cheerfully. He was so happy his jaw was about to fall off, making clattering sounds as he ran.

But what exactly was that fluffy little thing in his arms?

For some reason, Su Zhuyi felt an ominous premonition rising in her heart.

Little Skull was incredibly fast, reaching her in the blink of an eye. He held up the fluffy little thing to Su Zhuyi. “Big sister, look, isn’t it cute?” His grinning mouth couldn’t close as he presented the puppy in his hands from all angles for Su Zhuyi to see. “I think it’s so pretty, exactly like the yellow dog Daddy showed me before. How about we call it Xiaoxiao?”

He lifted the yellow dog above his head. “Big sister, look—Xiaoxiao!”

Su Zhuyi couldn’t smile. In this lifetime, the animal she hated most was dogs, and she’d killed the most dogs, too. The one in front of her was just a low-level mixed-breed spirit dog—in what way was it pretty?!

Su Zhuyi reached out and snatched the yellow dog away. The moment it fell into her hands, it struggled and squirmed desperately, clearly sensing danger. Su Zhuyi flipped her wrist, her Blazing Palm striking directly at the yellow dog’s head. But just then, Little Skull suddenly extended his hand, his finger jabbing into her palm.

The flames in her palm instantly extinguished, and her palm was pierced, bleeding slightly.

Little Skull snatched back the yellow dog, tears beginning to fall from his eye sockets again. “Big sister, I didn’t mean to. Don’t… don’t hit Xiaoxiao.” He hugged the yellow dog to his chest. “I was just on the mountain and saw its parents were dead, with only it hiding in the cave.”

Little Skull knew the little yellow dog wasn’t the prettiest either.

But he just couldn’t bear to leave it behind.

Daddy used to say that many people kept dogs to guard their homes. He’d even heard dog barks before—not in the dreams Daddy gave him, but real sounds he’d heard while awake. So he’d always liked dogs.

He and his big sister could keep a dog, too. Then he could protect big sister together with Xiaoxiao.

Su Zhuyi felt her head throbbing. When Little Skull spoke to her, it affected her too. When he made earnest pleas, he unconsciously carried a hint of pressure that restricted people’s words and actions. So now, even wanting to slaughter that puppy had become somewhat difficult for her. Therefore, Su Zhuyi pointed at the dog, then at herself, staring quietly at Little Skull as she said coldly, “Me and it—you can only choose one.”

Her expression was dark and serious, making her attitude clear.

Little Skull stood frozen in place. After a long while, he sniffled and hugged the little dog as he went to squat to one side.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She’d thought Little Skull would choose her. Damn it—people ranked below dogs.

But come to think of it, Little Skull acknowledging her as master wasn’t bound by any contract anyway. He could leave whenever he wanted. Since he chose the dog, they might as well part ways. She hadn’t liked that useless skeleton much anyway—keeping him around was just a burden.

She took down the Wuding Gourd and tossed it behind Little Skull’s bottom, then walked forward without looking back.

From this point on, bridges were bridges and roads were roads. They would part here and become strangers on different paths.

Chapter 32: The Face-Based Sect
Su Zhuyi threw the Wuding Gourd to Little Skull and parted ways with him.

She didn’t leave Lingxu Mountain because she still didn’t have enough for the entry fee. After killing two adult male cultivators of comparable strength to herself, her body was quite exhausted. The wound on her neck was too severe—even after absorbing some spirit stones to stop the bleeding, the holes where the bone spurs had pierced her neck hadn’t healed, looking somewhat disgusting like a wasp’s nest. She’d originally hoped to rely on Little Skull to hunt spirit beasts while she rested, but that hope had been dashed. She could only depend on herself.

Su Zhuyi crouched in ambush and expended considerable effort killing a second-rank red-tailed fox. She killed the fox, but the fox also bit her arm. However, Su Zhuyi acted as if she felt no pain—not even furrowing her brow—as she efficiently skinned and gutted it with her hoe, extracting a grayish-white spirit pearl from the second-rank fox’s pile of flesh and blood.

Gripping the hoe, she thought that a powerful, high-ranking ghostly creature that couldn’t serve its master or share its burdens was inferior to a hoe.

Those who followed different paths couldn’t work together. She still had to survive in the future, which would inevitably involve hunting spirit beasts and killing people. If Little Skull couldn’t accept this, who knew when he might explode upon seeing her kill someone, wanting to punish evil and promote good, acting on behalf of heaven? Rather than failing to train him properly and losing her own life instead, wouldn’t that be laughable?

Su Zhuyi feared death.

In her way of thinking, it was often a matter of either others dying or herself dying, so she believed in cutting grass and pulling out roots, leaving none alive. Her mindset was simply too far from Little Skull’s.

Since that was the case, separation was better. That little skeleton wouldn’t die anyway—few people in this world could deal with him. She, on the other hand, could be injured even by a second-rank red-tailed fox.

After dealing with the fox, Su Zhuyi reached out and patted her horse twice.

The hoe glowed faintly, nodding and bowing obsequiously toward Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi’s lips curved upward in a purely innocent smile.

A hoe was just a hoe, but at least it would stay by her side through thick and thin, serving her purposes. Rarely, Su Zhuyi found her natal treasure hoe somewhat more pleasing to the eye.

She wiped the spirit pearl clean and weighed it in her hand.

Spirit pearls were equivalent to spirit beast inner cores, nurtured by spiritual energy year-round. This grayish-white quality spirit pearl was probably worth around ten to twenty low-grade spirit stones. Combined with the spirit stones on her person, it would barely cover the entry fee.

She understood social customs—she wasn’t truly just six years old—so she naturally knew that once inside the city, she’d need to grease palms. Therefore, Su Zhuyi didn’t rest. After stopping the bleeding and using a bit of spiritual energy to clean the bloody smell from her body, she began hunting again.

However, after walking far this time, Su Zhuyi encountered no spirit beast auras at all. Fortunately, her luck was good—she found a spirit herb. This type of herb concealed its spiritual energy within its roots and stems to protect itself, with no spiritual energy in its leaves. It looked almost identical to an ordinary wild grass, and most lower-level cultivators probably wouldn’t recognize it, allowing her to find this treasure.

So demonic cultivators couldn’t just kill people—they also needed to read more books.

After digging up the spirit pearl and harvesting the herb, Su Zhuyi headed straight for Sufang City. She’d simply processed the fox’s fur into a scarf, tying it around her neck to cover the pitted wounds there.

She didn’t notice that little skeleton Wu’er was secretly following behind her, holding a small yellow dog.

Little Skull was very strong and quite clever.

Big sister had said to gather that flow of energy inside his body into his hands to pierce through anything. So he thought about spreading that energy throughout his entire body to make big sister unable to see him and the little yellow dog. As he thought this, he did it—a simple spiritual energy defensive barrier was born. Because of his strength and abundant spiritual energy, even Golden Core stage cultivators couldn’t detect this barrier despite it having no proper technique.

Little Skull wrapped his entire body in spiritual energy and enveloped the little yellow dog as well. He discovered that big sister truly couldn’t notice him—he even sneaked in front of her and walked a few steps without any reaction from her. This put his mind somewhat at ease. His mouth had just started to curve upward when he remembered that big sister was ignoring him, and he became dejected again.

The little yellow dog Xiaoxiao was a low-level spirit dog with only some intelligence, but it knew whether it was comfortable or not. Being held in Little Skull’s arms, it curled up into a ball, not daring to move. Movement hurt—his whole body was bones, quite uncomfortable to lean against.

One skeleton plus one dog followed alongside Su Zhuyi like this. Little Skull secretly extended his finger, making the motion of grabbing her sleeve as usual, but without actually catching it, still missing by just that tiny bit of distance.

He watched big sister lie in ambush and fight with the fox.

He watched her dig out the spirit pearl and pat the little hoe, even smiling at it.

Because the little hoe helped big sister, was big sister happy?

Although seeing the fox lose its life frightened him somewhat, and the bloody smell made him uncomfortable, seeing big sister’s smile made everything seem less scary.

Big sister’s smile was so beautiful.

Little Skull also examined the spirit pearl along with Su Zhuyi. Was that spirit pearl the same kind of candy he ate?

Looking carefully, though the color was wrong, the feeling it gave him was similar.

So he had been killing all along.

He’d eaten so, so many of those candies. Little Skull felt very sad. He sat on the ground in a daze, watching big sister pack up her things and head toward the city gate. He couldn’t care about being sad anymore, hugging the little yellow dog as he chased after her on his bone legs. He walked forward, stepping on big sister’s shadow, and as he walked, it seemed like all his troubles were forgotten.

…

It was now noon, and entering the city required queuing.

The city guard cultivator Sang Jie was the same one from yesterday, also at the Qi Refinement stage. Seeing Su Zhuyi return while those two familiar human traffickers hadn’t appeared, he was somewhat surprised, stealing glances at Su Zhuyi from time to time. He was male—Suyue Sect didn’t accept male disciples, but their outer sect employed male cultivators as guards and many male servants. Sang Jie was just a male servant. Though he was a city guard cultivator, who would cause trouble in Sufang City? In name, a guard, he just handled registration and collected spirit stones at the gate.

This little girl’s being able to return alive showed she had some strength and background.

This little girl returning alive while those two human traffickers didn’t return meant she not only had strength but was ruthless. Those two who didn’t return were dead.

Such a young child directly killing two adult men required not only strength but also ruthless methods.

Most importantly, she had a pretty face—a beautiful gem in the rough.

In the Suyue Sect, what kind of person could get ahead?

Beauties.

Thinking this, he decided to build a good relationship with the little girl.

Therefore, when Su Zhuyi’s turn came, he appeared very enthusiastic.

He didn’t even collect the spirit pearl, directly asking for ninety low-grade spirit stones. Su Zhuyi, seeing that he was yesterday’s gate guard cultivator and roughly guessing his thoughts, wasn’t polite with him. Smiling sweetly, she said, “Big brother, I want to join the Suyue Sect. What conditions are needed to join the Suyue Sect? How many spirit stones do I need to pay for? Is there also an examination?”

Her sweet smile, despite her hair being only an inch long, was still adorably beautiful with exquisitely refined features.

Sang Jie also good-naturedly guided her: “They’re currently accepting disciples. After you go in, keep walking straight along Vermillion Bird Street for about a li. You’ll see a pond in the center with a golden lotus flower and a crescent moon above it—that’s where the Suyue Sect accepts new disciples. It’s very conspicuous and easy to find.”

“They do charge spirit stones for accepting new disciples, but it’s based on appearance—pretty faces pay less, ugly ones pay more.”

Heh, making a living off looks.

Su Zhuyi was extremely satisfied—she loved this kind of sect! Too bad in her previous life, that old lecher from Dong Fushang Sect had gone into qi deviation, and Suyue Sect, having lost its backing and previously offended many people, was carved up by various forces overnight. But that was hundreds of years in the future—Su Zhuyi wasn’t worried at all.

Compared to stuffy sects like the Gujian Sect, the Suyue Sect was practically a paradise. Currently, this is the best choice for her. As for internal struggles among entry-level disciples, would she—she-the great Heart-Eating Demoness of the demonic path—be unable to handle those little girls? What a joke.

“Thank you, big brother.” Su Zhuyi smiled sweetly again. After speaking, she bid farewell to the city guard cultivator and entered the city.

Sang Jie had planned to follow along with her, but after taking just two steps, he suddenly felt a chill ahead and stopped. Forget it—at least he’d left a good impression. She would get accepted anyway, so there would be plenty of opportunities later.

Little Skull followed behind Su Zhuyi’s rear, holding the little yellow dog. He discovered that when he talked to the little yellow dog, no one could hear him, so he began chattering to himself.

“I saw just now—that person kept sneaking looks at big sister.”

“His eyes were just like that fox that bit big sister earlier.”

“He even wanted to follow big sister…”

“Hmph, little uncle told me to protect big sister well!”

Completely forgetting that big sister had spoken of parting ways.

Vermillion Bird Street was very conspicuous, with a vermillion bird statue erected in the center of the main street, bright fiery red. Walking along the street, she soon saw the lotus flower and the crescent moon in mid-air. This lotus flower was crafted from golden silk threads, and the crescent moon used starlight stone—Su Zhuyi’s eyes lit up at the sight.

The Suyue Sect spent big money. Golden silk threads and starlight stone were quite precious crafting materials in the cultivation world, yet they used them for decoration. In her previous life, when the Suyue Sect was carved up, she’d been in a secret realm, killing and treasure-hunting, missing the chance to get a piece of this fat meat. Thinking about it now, what a pity.

But this time, she absolutely wouldn’t miss out.

Thinking this, Su Zhuyi grinned and strode toward the lotus flower in the center ahead.

She felt certain she wouldn’t need to pay any spirit stones.

Hmph, when it came to relying on looks, who in this world could compare to her?

The title of the demonic path’s number one beauty wasn’t something any random cat or dog could claim!

Chapter 33: Beauty’s Withering
Sufang City was a square-shaped city that wasn’t particularly large among cultivation cities, but it was wealthy, built like an immortal palace.

The city had two streets: Vermillion Bird and Black Tortoise, intersecting at a circular stone platform in the center where the golden lotus was placed.

There weren’t many pedestrians on the path to the golden lotus. Su Zhuyi stepped on the jade stone stairs and walked to the lotus flower’s side, looking left and right without seeing anyone. But the next moment, she felt spiritual energy surging from beneath her feet—an array formation had activated.

Su Zhuyi was prepared. She didn’t move recklessly, standing confidently with her hands clasped behind her back.

The next moment, the scenery before her eyes wavered, and she vanished from the spot in a blink. Little Skull had been following behind Su Zhuyi in a daze. Now he was completely confused, spinning in circles. Where had big sister gone? His bones stepping on the array formation produced no reaction at all. He sniffed, hugging the little dog as he chased in the direction of Su Zhuyi’s aura.

Suyue Sect wasn’t located within Sufang City. The sect was a hundred li away from Sufang City, built by the sea with Fragrant Mountain at its back.

After landing, Su Zhuyi felt the slightly salty, humid sea breeze and heard the sound of waves crashing against rocks. Looking up, a flock of seabirds flew across the sky, then flapped their wings to land on the roof eaves. Back then, from high atop the Wangtian Tree, she could also see the distant sea—azure blue like the sky, with heaven and sea forming a single line.

She had once sat at the edge of that little wooden house, feet dangling outside, telling Qin Jianglan how she envied the freedom of seabirds.

But Qin Jianglan had only told her to pull her feet back inside the room. When she refused, he grabbed her ankles and placed both feet on the wooden house floor while holding them. His sleeves were wide, but even through the fabric, she could feel the warmth of his arms.

What had he said then?

“It’s cold outside. There’s a barrier inside the room.” At that time, she had lost all her cultivation, and her injuries hadn’t healed—she couldn’t endure the cold wind for too long. Truth be told, if Qin Jianglan hadn’t used the finest spirit medicines to sustain her life, how could she have lived so long? How could she have waited for the Liuguang Mirror to repair itself…

She’d accidentally thought of him again.

Shaking her head, she began examining her surroundings.

Though she knew the Suyue Sect was wealthy and well-backed, seeing it with her own eyes still gave Su Zhuyi a small shock.

This location wasn’t particularly good in the cultivation world—after all, the blessed lands rich in spiritual energy had all been claimed by major sects. But every brick and tile here was made from crafting materials, all containing spiritual energy, combined through array formations to create an atmosphere of paradise in what was originally an ordinary place. Look at that azure seawater beneath the pavilion, scattered with countless immortal bamboo flower petals, rolling up wave by wave and retreating wave by wave—truly extravagant to the extreme.

Immortal bamboo flowers could be used to refine Spirit Concentration Pills, and they weren’t cheap.

No one came to receive her after landing, so she looked around. Since this pavilion was built over the sea with only one path ahead, Su Zhuyi wasn’t timid and walked straight along the small path. Soon she saw another golden lotus—oh, another teleportation array.

She walked directly over and was instantly transported again, this time arriving on Fragrant Mountain.

Fragrant Mountain had many red leaves and a faint fragrant aura. Su Zhuyi had heard of it before, and seeing it in person now, it was just so-so. This fragrance—she sniffed—was clearly from ground-covering grass planted on the mountain. That grass grew underground and had a faint, sweet scent. Those with little knowledge thought the mountain was fragrant because of all the beauties there, but it had nothing to do with those female cultivators—it was just the grass’s fragrance.

She belonged to the well-read type and viewed all this quite calmly, so from the moment she entered the Suyue Sect, she appeared very composed and dignified, like a child from a prestigious family.

Su Zhuyi walked a bit further and came to a courtyard. The courtyard was empty except for two polished, mirror-smooth stone surfaces. Continuing forward, she saw a red-robed female cultivator holding a jade ruler, walking over with a smile. “Little girl, are you here to register?” she asked with a sweet smile.

That jade ruler was for testing cultivation aptitude—this red-robed woman must be the person responsible for accepting new disciples.

Otherwise? Su Zhuyi thought this, but smiled sweetly on her face. “Yes, beautiful sister. Are you a disciple of the Suyue Sect?”

“I’m called Hong Qin, the senior sister who will guide you.” After speaking, Hong Qin pointed at the two stone mirror surfaces. “Come, stand before the mirrors and let’s see which path suits you.”

Hearing Hong Qin’s words, Su Zhuyi was extremely satisfied.

Look—people could enter the Suyue Sect, and Hong Qin hadn’t even mentioned spirit stones. Her face was truly reliable.

Su Zhuyi stood before the left mirror under Hong Qin’s guidance.

Seeing herself in the mirror, she was slightly stunned.

“Junior sister is so composed. When I first saw this Floating Life Mirror, I was shocked speechless.”

Su Zhuyi smiled and said, “Senior sister, I was stunned silly.”

She smiled, and the person in the mirror smiled too. That smile bloomed, making even Hong Qin, who was used to seeing beauties, pause slightly. She knew the little girl was pretty—she’d passed through the teleportation arrays without anyone charging her spirit stones—but she hadn’t expected her to be beautiful to this extent.

The person in the mirror was her adult self.

The Suyue Sect didn’t care about aptitude. What they tested first wasn’t aptitude, but appearance. Since new disciples were usually very young with undeveloped features, who knew what they’d look like when grown?

Many children who were adorably cute when young grew up crooked, not ugly, but ordinary. So Suyue Sect had created two Floating Life Mirrors. These mirrors were crafted jointly by the cultivation world’s most skilled painter of bones and flesh, the Nascent Soul stage cultivator Divine Brush Zhang Liang, and his good friend, master craftsman Sikong Yu. Named the Floating Life Mirrors, they could display a person’s appearance at their most beautiful time based on bone structure and features.

Floating life like a dream, with women in dreams preserved at their most beautiful moment.

And this little girl with hair only an inch long would grow up to be this beautiful. The left Floating Life Mirror showed red robes with an enchanting, seductive aura. The woman in the mirror smiled slightly, making Hong Qin’s heart skip, as if her soul might be hooked away by those eyes.

Su Zhuyi also looked at herself in the mirror—the self there was three parts more beautiful than in her previous life. After all, in her previous life, those early years were difficult, she was often injured with heavy murderous aura, so her beauty wasn’t this pure.

She knew what she’d look like in the future, so seeing it wasn’t surprising. Instead, she leaned closer to look again and again, asking, “This is the future me?” She widened her eyes, and the beauty in the mirror widened hers too. She made faces, and the person inside followed suit. The atmosphere became lively, and Hong Qin’s heart settled. She smiled and said, “Now come look at this side.”

Su Zhuyi followed her to stand before the right mirror.

In the right mirror, she wore white robes with a slightly cold expression. This was a different style of beauty—the former was alluring and seductive, the latter holy and noble. The former was passionate as fire, the latter like a lonely moon over mountain streams.

Su Zhuyi smiled slightly again.

The person in the mirror curved her lips faintly—snow melted, peach blossoms bloomed, hearts were stirred.

Hong Qin stood there in a daze, covering her pounding chest. Only after a long while did she look away at Su Zhuyi. “You little fairy, this is quite difficult. I don’t know how to advise you.”

Suyue Sect wasn’t large, divided into Listening Sea Pavilion and Fragrant Ridge. New disciples would choose suitable paths based on what the Floating Life Mirror showed—alluring ones went to Listening Sea Pavilion, pure ones to Fragrant Ridge. For someone like Su Zhuyi, Hong Qin truly didn’t know where she should go.

With looks like that, there was no need to test aptitude with the jade ruler. No matter how poor her aptitude, the Suyue Sect would accept her.

Thinking this, Hong Qin said, “Little junior sister, please wait here a moment. I’ll report to the sect master and see where she wants you to go.”

Su Zhuyi nodded, cupping her hands in salute. “Then thank you, senior sister.”

Before leaving, Hong Qin waved her hand and provided tables, chairs, and spirit fruits. Su Zhuyi sat waiting, thinking that this Suyue Sect really could make a living off faces—it truly suited her.

At this time, Hong Qin had already arrived at Suyue Sect Master Qu Ningsu’s chambers.

“Sect Master, this year we’ve gained an excellent prospect.”

Before her was a bamboo grove with pink gauze curtains fluttering. Beneath those curtains, a woman lazily reclined on a couch, holding a round fan while embroidering flowers on its surface.

Hong Qin was separated from her by the bamboo grove, unable to see the sect master’s face at all. She only knew the woman’s silhouette was exquisite—from afar, every gesture carried charm. Through the pink gauze curtains, even the motion of raising her hand was particularly alluring.

The sect master’s seduction arts had advanced again. Hong Qin felt her heart beating like drums after just one glance. She was a woman herself, yet still felt distracted. Looking down, she remembered the junior sister she’d just seen in the mirror and sighed even more—that junior sister was truly stunning. When grown, she’d probably be three parts more beautiful than the sect master. Of course, she could only think such thoughts—she absolutely wouldn’t dare voice them.

After embroidering a red plum blossom, Qu Ningsu lifted her eyes slightly and asked softly, “How good? How many spirit stones did Listening Sea Pavilion and Fragrant Ridge’s recruitment officers charge her?”

Hong Qin answered, “They didn’t charge anything.”

“Oh?” Qu Ningsu raised her willow brows slightly. “Then how much did you charge?”

Hong Qin replied, “This disciple also didn’t collect any spirit stones from her.”

Now, Qu Ningsu was interested. She sat up and took out a mirror from beside her pillow. Looking into it, she saw the face that had just appeared in the Floating Life Mirror.

This sight made her hold her breath.

“Truly stunning,” she murmured.

“Sect Master, should I send her to Listening Sea Pavilion or Fragrant Ridge?” Hong Qin asked.

“Send her to Hehuan Sect.” Qu Ningsu tossed the mirror face down onto the bed carelessly.

Hearing this, Hong Qin was stunned, then immediately understood. Suyue Sect only accepted beautiful female disciples, true, but if that female disciple was more beautiful than the sect master…

Hong Qin’s heart trembled. How had she been so foolish, running here to touch the sect master’s sore spot?

“This disciple obeys.” Hong Qin broke out in a cold sweat. After acknowledging the order and preparing to withdraw, she heard the sect master inside speak again: “Wait.”

Qu Ningsu spread her hand, examining the rouge on her fingernails, pursing her lips slightly. “Don’t send her to Hehuan Sect. Find some excuse to scar her face, then throw her out.”

“Use Beauty’s Withering.”

Hong Qin felt chilled to the bone—even the nervous sweat she’d just worked up went cold. She nodded in acknowledgment and walked out. After leaving the bamboo grove chamber, her legs were still trembling slightly. Just then, Qu Jing Yao, the sect master’s disciple who always attended her, also followed out. “Senior Sister Hong Qin, you’ve caused great trouble today.”

“Bringing such a filthy girl to offend the master’s eyes.” Qu Jing Yao frowned. “You’d better handle this beautifully, or Senior Sister Hong Qin might have to visit the punishment hall.”

“Junior sister’s teaching is correct.” Hong Qin kept her head down, not contradicting her.

Qu Jing Yao was the most beautiful among their batch of female cultivators. However, her aptitude was poor, and her current cultivation wasn’t high, so no one respected her. But the sect master favored her, making an exception to take her as a personal disciple, bringing her everywhere and often visiting major sects where she could interact with outstanding young talents, quite enviable. Hong Qin particularly didn’t get along with her because they both fancied the same man—Yunxiao Sect’s currently most prominent sword cultivator.

She’d thought that with such an excellent prospect coming, the sect master would abandon Qu Jing Yao to nurture that little girl. Who would have thought, who would have thought…

That girl was too beautiful, even more beautiful than the sect master, to the point where the sect master couldn’t tolerate her.

Hong Qin took a deep breath and silently went to the medicine room to retrieve Beauty’s Withering. Once she scarred that face and used Beauty’s Withering, that face would never heal—ugly and hideous like a demon for life.

…

Su Zhuyi had eaten all the spirit fruits on the plate but still hadn’t seen Hong Qin return.

She had patience and wasn’t impatient. She even wandered around, discovering only those two Floating Life Mirrors. She went back to look at herself repeatedly in the mirrors, extremely satisfied with her appearance.

After waiting a while longer, she saw Hong Qin emerge with a sweet smile. “Congratulations, little junior sister. The sect master plans to take you as her disciple for direct teaching.”

Uh, being personally taught by the sect master? Though having powerful backing, there were disadvantages too. She only planned to stay at Suyue Sect temporarily to gather some resources. Once she had some strength, she’d venture out on her own and establish her sect—essentially betraying her teacher. Though she wasn’t afraid, becoming the sect master’s disciple would certainly add considerable trouble.

But at this moment, she definitely couldn’t refuse, so she said, “That’s wonderful.”

Then she heard Hong Qin continue, “You know that joining our Suyue Sect has rules. Congratulations on joining the sect, little junior sister. The total is one hundred high-grade spirit stones. Please pay the entrance fee.”

If someone didn’t have enough spirit stones but confidently came to challenge the Suyue Sect, then sorry, they’d receive punishment. This girl child was only five or six years old. Handling her this way wouldn’t damage the Suyue Sect’s reputation if word got out. She hoped the sect master would be satisfied and not blame her for this.

Hearing this, Su Zhuyi’s heart sank.

One hundred high-grade spirit stones—that wasn’t something ordinary people could produce. Asking this price meant they didn’t plan to accept her and wanted to trick her, too. Everything had been fine just now—Hong Qin had enthusiastically called her little junior sister. But after requesting instructions from the sect master, there were problems?

It seemed the issue lay with the sect master.

Su Zhuyi’s mind worked quickly. Among all the cultivation sects in the world, she hadn’t dealt much with the Suyue Sect, which would be carved up in a few hundred years anyway. She only knew the sect master was beautiful with powerful backing, the sect had abundant resources, disciples got plenty of spirit stones, and produced quite a few famous beauties, though they were all eventually overshadowed by her. After requesting instructions, the sect master wanted her gone. Could it be that she felt Su Zhuyi’s beauty was too threatening?

This made sense—after all, that sect master also relied on her face and men.

Damn it, she couldn’t stay at Suyue Sect after all. Su Zhuyi thought she shouldn’t linger and turned to leave, but saw Hong Qin’s expression change. “You girl, don’t tell me you came to challenge the Suyue Sect without bringing enough spirit stones?”

Her willow brows stood on end. “Do you know that breaking the rules means severe punishment!”

With that, she flung out a flying blade. Su Zhuyi’s eyes and hands were quick—she used Swift Steps, but even so, the flying blade scraped past her cheek, leaving a bloody mark on her face.

Damn it, she finally understood—this Suyue Sect planned to ruin her appearance!

Just one cut definitely wouldn’t work. With spiritual energy, such wounds would heal quickly. Hong Qin had follow-up moves! She couldn’t fight directly—she wasn’t a match right now. Seeing Hong Qin produce a medicine bottle, Su Zhuyi widened her eyes and shouted sternly, “How dare you! Do you know who I am, yet you attack and wound me!”

She hadn’t looked around carelessly along the way, appearing quite extraordinary, not like a child from an ordinary family. So young, not yet six years old when cultivation typically began, yet her body already contained spiritual energy, seemingly at early Qi Refinement strength. Hong Qin’s mind raced—Su Zhuyi’s shout made her pause slightly.

But she needed to get the other party’s backing out in the open. Thinking this, Hong Qin sneered, “I don’t care who you are. Coming to our Suyue Sect means following our rules!”

With that, she opened the medicine bottle. Su Zhuyi smelled the medicinal fragrance and felt chilled to the bone. Beauty’s Withering—it was Beauty’s Withering. This Suyue Sect was truly vicious!

She immediately shouted, “My master is Luo Ying of Gujian Sect. You dare touch me? My master and senior brothers will level your wicked, evil Suyue Sect!”

In this critical situation, she couldn’t fight directly and had to save herself. Just invoking Luo Ying’s name wasn’t nearly enough.

Hearing it was Luo Ying, Hong Qin immediately scoffed. She wasn’t afraid at all—Luo Ying only had one disciple. How could there be an additional little girl? Besides, Luo Ying’s disciple couldn’t possibly lack even one hundred high-grade spirit stones.

On the ground, Su Zhuyi snorted coldly, “You think no one knows about the sordid dealings between your Suyue Sect and Hehuan Sect? You think you can hide from the world that old lecher from Dong Fushang Sect secretly uses young girls as cultivation cauldrons?”

Su Zhuyi declared loudly, “Master has long been investigating you. This time, she sent me as an undercover agent. I didn’t expect you to expose yourselves so quickly! If you dare touch a hair on my head, the master will know exactly what happened. When that time comes, Dong Fushang Sect itself will be in danger, let alone your small Suyue Sect!”

Everything she said was true—things that had happened in her previous life—so Su Zhuyi knew her words would have an effect. How could a little girl possibly know such private scandals? There was only one possibility: someone was backing her, someone who had investigated these matters.

Luo Ying, that great female cultivator who went around acting chivalrously, was perfect to take this blame!

…

Above in the sky, Qinghe was riding his fan and had just flown over the Fragrant Mountain of the Suyue Sect when he happened to hear Su Zhuyi’s shouting.

Qinghe: “…”

Even lying with such righteousness, completely fooling people, she had quite some ability.

Chapter 34: Junior Sister
“What shameless child dares to slander the Suyue Sect, claiming we collude with the demonic Hehuan Sect, and even disparage the Dong Fushang Sect? Seeking death!” Before Hong Qin could speak, a stern voice shouted.

Hearing this voice, her knees went weak, and she dropped directly to the ground. “Sect Master!”

Su Zhuyi’s heart was somewhat panicked—today might not end well for her—but her expression remained calm. She looked directly at the red-robed woman walking over, showing no fear of her pressure as she met her gaze. “My master lit a heart-blood soul lamp for me. Whether I’m seeking death or not isn’t your concern. If you want to seek death, don’t say I didn’t warn you.”

She stood in place, chin raised arrogantly, looking at the red-robed sect master with eyes full of contempt. What a beautiful viper, but compared to me, you’re still lacking several points.

Seeing her so arrogant, Qu Ningsu’s heart wavered uncertainly.

Luo Ying had an excellent reputation throughout the world—her words needed no evidence for many to believe them. But was this girl child Luo Ying’s disciple? Everyone in the world knew Luo Ying had only accepted one disciple.

Yet this little girl maintained clear eyes and inner confidence under her pressure. It might be true.

Qu Ningsu smiled slightly. “I hear Luo Ying left a trace of Frost Sword energy on her disciple Qinghe. Since you’re her newly accepted little disciple, she should cherish you well.” With that, Qu Ningsu raised her hand, already gripping a long sword. “I don’t like wielding swords, and my swordplay isn’t refined, but drawing out a strand of sword energy is still possible.”

The azure long sword in her hand gleamed coldly in the sunlight. Under the sun, that azure appeared very transparent with a trace of crimson emerging inside. When she wielded it, the crimson spread like rosy clouds. “This sword is named Flowing Clouds. Little girl, catch this well.”

Su Zhuyi’s heart tightened, but she remained calm. “When my master’s Qianlong Sword energy cuts through your Liuxia Sword, just don’t cry!” She didn’t have Frost Sword energy, but she did have a strand of Songfeng Sword energy, though it was unreliable. At this critical moment, Qin Jianglan, please don’t fail me again. Later, I’ll make you a memorial tablet and offer three sticks of incense morning and evening.

Qu Ningsu’s smile froze. She said nothing more, swinging her Liuxia Sword toward Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi held a cold smile at the corner of her mouth, watching the flying sword approach without moving a muscle. She was gambling—gambling that Qu Ningsu would make a feint and not dare truly strike her. She was also gambling that if Qu Ningsu attacked, it would trigger the Songfeng Sword energy.

Qin Jianglan’s Songfeng Sword energy was no weaker than Luo Ying’s. As long as the Songfeng Sword energy emerged, the Liuxia Sword would break.

The flying sword approached—the flowing clouds within seemed to rush before her eyes, entering her pupils and coating her long lashes with a hazy golden layer, making those obsidian-like eyes shimmer with flowing light.

“Clang!” A ringing sound!

The Liuxia Sword was severed in two. Su Zhuyi didn’t feel the Songfeng Sword’s intent. Looking up, she saw that red cloud floating in the sky.

“Who goes there!” Hong Qin’s magical treasure was a zither. She plucked the strings, expression wary.

“Qinghe.” Qinghe held no sword, standing on his fan facing the wind, his voice cold.

It was the Gujian Sect, really Qinghe!

Qu Ningsu’s flying sword had been severed. Her complexion wasn’t good, but she forced a smile. “So it is a little friend from the Gujian Sect. If there was any offense just now, please forgive us. However…” She looked up, smiling charmingly at Qinghe. “Our Suyue Sect is also righteous. This Gujian Sect friend has damaged our sect’s reputation—we still need an explanation.”

She didn’t believe they could find any evidence! If this little girl had entered the sect and been kept by her side, lurking for a few years might have given her a chance to find some leverage. But now, having just arrived, there definitely wouldn’t be any evidence.

Qu Ningsu questioned softly, but then saw a flying sword drop from above, landing heavily in the courtyard and smashing a large crater in the ground. Such strength, such sword energy—her expression changed dramatically.

“You…”

“Scram!” Qinghe was in a foul mood. Master had sacrificed herself to the sword, and those sword wounds on her body had never healed. Her arm was gone too, and all of this was within the Longquan Sword in his body. After the master fell unconscious, the murderous energy in him became restless. Along the way, he’d almost been unable to suppress it, and suppressing the Longquan Sword’s fierce aura had delayed him. Though it had calmed slightly now, his emotions were extremely unstable—if he wasn’t careful, he’d have to act and hurt someone.

Looking at the killer god above, Qu Ningsu was truly furious enough to vomit blood. Barging into my territory and telling me to scram? Towering rage filled her heart, but her face still wore a shallow smile. “Visitors are guests. We’ll go prepare some spirit fruits and fine wine first. Please wait a moment.”

With that, Qu Ningsu turned and left. Hong Qin and the others followed behind with dark faces, hurriedly scrambling.

After everyone left, Qinghe raised his hand to create a barrier and said to Su Zhuyi, “Master is severely injured and unconscious. She can’t travel around outside and needs to return for proper rest. You should come back with me, too.”

Su Zhuyi’s expression changed. Before she could refuse, she heard Qinghe continue, “Luoxue Peak has spirit springs and spirit veins. The abundant spiritual energy makes it an excellent cultivation site.”

“Master only accepted two disciples. All of Luoxue Peak’s cultivation resources will be available to you.”

“You can cultivate and advance easily, with enough spirit stones to support Little Skull. No need to worry about survival.”

Finally, Qinghe glanced back at the sleeping Luo Ying, his expression softening slightly. He continued, “Master sacrificed herself to the sword and was severely injured. She has no energy to constrain you. And I…”

He looked back at Su Zhuyi. “Have no time to deal with you.”

“Other Gujian Sect cultivators have no authority to manage you.”

Oh, the conditions sounded quite good. But did pies fall from the sky? There must be a reason. She wasn’t stupid—her mind turned, and she guessed it.

Su Zhuyi thought for a moment. “You want me to join the Gujian Sect so badly because of the ghostly creature Little Skull, right? Too bad—we’ve already parted ways.” No matter how good the conditions, she didn’t want to go. Qinghe was suppressing the evil Longquan Sword—one careless moment and he’d go into qi deviation. When that happened, all of Luoxue Peak would have only one severely injured, unconscious Luo Ying and one Qinghe who could become a bloodthirsty demon at any time. Staying there would be asking for trouble.

Parted ways?

Qinghe’s gaze fell beside Su Zhuyi. He pointed. “It’s right next to you.”

Su Zhuyi froze, instinctively calling out, “Wu’er?”

A skeleton head appeared at her side, right by her cheek, mouth open and panting as if exhausted.

Su Zhuyi had come via a teleportation array.

She’d used two teleportation arrays to get from Sufang City to the Fragrant Mountain of the Suyue Sect. Suyue Sect’s teleportation arrays were designed to transport living people to the sect, with recruitment officers controlling the arrays. Little Skull, a hidden undead creature, stepping on them was useless. With his limited knowledge, he could only blindly chase after her aura, circling Sufang City several times before crossing mountains and rivers to reach the courtyard.

He’d just seen several pretty sisters leave while his little big sister had a bloody mark on her face, so he stood on tiptoe, wanting to blow on it gently.

Originally panting from exhaustion and about to blow softly, he heard little big sister call his name. The spiritual energy barrier concentrated around his head immediately dissipated, revealing just his skull. He’d wanted to dispel the rest too, but remembering little big sister didn’t like dogs, he only revealed his head while keeping his body holding the dog hidden.

Su Zhuyi could smell the dog.

She frowned. “Where’s the dog?”

“Ah, here, here.” When little big sister asked, he was exposed. Timidly, he brought out the little yellow dog.

“I hate dogs.” Su Zhuyi looked at Wu’er. “When I was little, I was almost eaten by wild dogs. Since you secretly followed again, I’ll repeat—me and it, you can only choose one.”

Su Zhuyi felt her disgust and hatred for dogs were carved into her bones and blood.

She still remembered how much it hurt when dogs bit her back then.

At the village entrance of Changning Village, she’d been torn at by a wild dog, screaming in heart-rending agony that shattered the night’s tranquility. She’d hoped someone would help her—even a thrown stone could drive the wild dog away. But she’d only heard a voice irritably yelling, “Middle of the night—letting people sleep or not!”

She couldn’t remember how she’d fought the wild dog for her life, but she remembered that pain, that hatred, from when the wild dog’s teeth penetrated her bones and flesh. Even across a lifetime, she remembered it clearly.

Little Skull was holding that dog—she couldn’t kill it.

She could choose not to kill the dog, but likewise, she wouldn’t take Little Skull and raise a dog.

After speaking, Su Zhuyi turned to Qinghe. “What you want is Wu’er. When the time comes, take it and the dog. Don’t bother me anymore.”

Qinghe hadn’t expected Su Zhuyi to see things so clearly.

His gaze flickered as he said, “From now on, no dog will bite you.”

“No one will bully you.”

“Whatever misfortunes you experienced before—none will happen again.”

He looked quietly at Su Zhuyi. “You are Luo Ying’s disciple.”

After a pause, he added, “My junior sister.”

That year, he’d stood among a group of new disciples, shrinking to the back of the queue. Beneath his clothes were bruises and unhealed wounds. In his eyes lurked anger and defiance.

Master, in white robes, had walked through the crowd to stand before him, looking down to ask, “Are you willing to be my disciple?”

“Whatever misfortunes you experienced before—none will happen again.” She’d looked at him quietly, expressionless, with a calm tone. But at that moment, he’d felt that thin white figure was like the towering snow mountain behind her, with a red sun leaping from the peak, completely dispelling all the filth and darkness blocking his path.

Chapter 35: You Scram
Previously, Su Zhuyi had another important reason for not wanting to go to Gujian Sect.

New disciples couldn’t leave the mountain for a hundred years. By then, many things would have changed—too many variables. But now, since learning that Qin Jianglan no longer existed in this world, she understood this world was no longer the original world, so she didn’t care much about the so-called variables.

Little Skull appeared, and Luo Ying didn’t die.

If Luo Ying didn’t die, Qinghe probably wouldn’t go around exterminating entire families. If he didn’t exterminate families, many people would survive.

Too much had changed now—as if a hole had been torn in the sky itself. She could no longer reverse anything. Since that was the case, so be it.

Her current strength was too poor. Having a place to cultivate peacefully was good. As long as there were enough spirit stones and pills, Su Zhuyi felt she could cultivate to Golden Core or even Nascent Soul stage within a hundred years. When she descended the mountain then, never mind a mere Suyue Sect—even if she encountered the Four Great Sects or Yunxiao Sect, she wouldn’t fear them.

With strength, everything would be manageable.

Thinking this, Su Zhuyi wasn’t so resistant to going to Gujian Sect anymore.

However, she still resisted the dog.

Qinghe had already lowered his red fan. Su Zhuyi walked over, standing beside the fan surface, calling him senior brother.

Qinghe nodded slightly without speaking.

Little Skull knew they were about to ride a magical treasure and eagerly ran over. He’d walked a long way just now, with his toe bones stepping on lots of mud and small stones. Suddenly he really wanted to wear shoes. Looking at his own feet, Little Skull’s eye sockets moved.

Su Zhuyi stretched out her hand to block him, making a gesture forbidding approach.

Little Skull understood and stood in place holding the puppy, even stepping back two paces.

“Drop the dog and come with me,” Su Zhuyi said. “Or hold the dog and scram.”

Qinghe glanced at her without saying anything unnecessary. Many times, many things couldn’t have the best of both worlds. She hated dogs and had explained why. Little Skull insisted on bringing a dog right under her nose—naturally she’d be unhappy.

Master quite liked Little Skull.

But in truth, Qinghe didn’t. Compared to that simple, kind-hearted skeleton, he found his black-hearted junior sister more pleasing to the eye. However, since master liked Little Skull and it had saved master’s life, he’d definitely be gentler with it.

Well, he’d try…

After Su Zhuyi spoke, she saw Little Skull standing there in a daze. Then he stepped back several paces and, holding the dog, rolled away.

The skeleton rolled on the ground, tumbling down several stone steps. He couldn’t hold onto the dog and released it. That yellow dog was quite clever—it actually curled into a ball and rolled along gurgling for several circles. Finally, both rolled to the Floating Life Mirrors, stopping only when they hit the mirrors.

It had actually rolled while holding the little dog.

After rolling in a circle, it rolled back, making all its bones clatter loudly. The little dog was also dizzy from tumbling and ran two steps toward Su Zhuyi. Upon feeling Su Zhuyi’s gaze, it whimpered and directly urinated.

Little Skull used spiritual energy to clean up the dog urine on the ground. Its bones were all dirty from rolling, and the butterfly bow tied around its ribs had come undone, with the green ribbon fluttering in the wind. It looked up and asked Su Zhuyi, “Big sister, I finished rolling. Can I come with you now?” It hadn’t rested or entered the gourd. Its little finger bone still hadn’t grown out, so it held up its four-fingered hand in front of Su Zhuyi, with the little gourd hanging from its index finger.

She’d told it to scram, and it really had rolled away.

Su Zhuyi suddenly found herself speechless.

Clearly we follow different paths and can’t work together, yet you insist on squeezing onto my path!

Then I’ll take you down this dark road to the end—don’t regret it later! That ribbon had come loose and fluttered in the wind, tender green like swaying bamboo leaves. Su Zhuyi’s gaze fell on it as she pressed her lips tightly together without speaking.

Just then, Qinghe spoke quietly, “Luoxue Peak is very large.”

With year-round snow, even divine consciousness was limited. If you didn’t want to see that dog, it could never appear before your eyes for a lifetime.

Su Zhuyi understood Qinghe’s meaning.

She was over a thousand years old and had killed dogs for so many years. This time, she’d retreat just this tiny step. Seeing Little Skull’s eye sockets filled with light and the black mud on its body, Su Zhuyi took the Wuding Gourd and tucked it into her sleeve. Staring at Little Skull expressionlessly, she said, “I don’t want to smell even a bit of dog odor.”

Little Skull immediately wrapped the dog up tightly. He’d originally planned to hide the dog in the little gourd, but while he could enter it himself, the little dog couldn’t. After several attempts that left the little dog thrown to the ground, he realized the gourd was too small for the dog.

After both Su Zhuyi and Little Skull boarded the flying magical treasure, Qinghe drove the fan surface back toward Gujian Sect. His fan was very fast—in a blink, they’d left Suyue Sect and Sufang City behind, crossing mountains and rivers, riding the clear wind, carrying Su Zhuyi toward a completely different path from her previous life.

Heh, if Qin Jianglan were still here, he’d never imagine she’d go to Gujian Sect and take Luo Ying as master.

At the very end, she’d still said she wanted to be a great demon, killing anyone who blocked her. Who knew that human plans couldn’t compare to heaven’s—she’d returned to her weakest state and, after going in circles, still ended up at Gujian Sect.

She actually didn’t like using swords. But fortunately, she knew many cultivation methods—both righteous and demonic paths—so she didn’t necessarily have to practice swordplay. Truly wasting a hundred years nurturing sword heart would be foolish. Now lying on the fan, she was already considering which cultivation method to practice first.

Su Zhuyi had spent six hundred years on the Wangtian Tree, constantly teasing Qin Jianglan. Therefore, whenever she sat down and wasn’t cultivating, she’d be boneless and lazy, leaning languidly. Even though she was young now, once relaxed, she still had that soft, limp appearance—lying sideways on the fan with one hand supporting her head while pointing her toes.

“No proper sitting posture.”

Hearing Qinghe’s scolding, Su Zhuyi came to her senses. Being scolded didn’t bother her at all. She crossed her legs and looked at Qinghe. “Senior brother, are Luoxue Peak’s cultivation resources really abundant?”

“Mm.”

“About how long before master wakes up?” Su Zhuyi asked again. She glanced at Luo Ying—until the Longquan Sword was destroyed, her injuries would heal extremely slowly, and her severed arm wouldn’t grow back. This Longquan Sword was bound to Qinghe too—truly heartbreaking.

“When I completely suppress the Longquan Sword.”

“Before master fell unconscious, did she tell you to take care of me?” Su Zhuyi narrowed her eyes and asked.

Qinghe was somewhat impatient. “Yes.”

“Then let me make a list first. Give me a hundred pounds of Heavenly Rope Grass, Crimson Water Chestnuts, Spirit Void Flowers, Enlightenment Seeds…” She rattled off a string of material names. After listening, Qinghe was silent for a moment before saying, “Straw substitutes?”

“You want to craft high-level straw substitutes?” He paused. “Unnecessary.”

“Necessary.” Su Zhuyi nodded emphatically. “I’m afraid of death.”

“If someone bullies me, you’ll stand up for me, right?”

“Yes!”

“If heavenly lightning strikes down, help me block it.” Su Zhuyi’s shameless pestering skills activated again.

“Others cannot interfere with tribulation lightning, or the heavenly tribulation doubles.” Black sword shadows were almost emerging from behind Qinghe.

“Other people’s tribulation lightning.” Su Zhuyi clarified. Having caused such huge trouble, she couldn’t help worrying unnecessarily.

“Won’t fall on your head.” Qinghe said coldly.

Su Zhuyi didn’t believe it. She felt heaven was blind and would definitely strike crooked. But seeing Qinghe had lost patience, she didn’t ask more. Then she heard Little Skull beside her say, “Big sister, I’ll block it for you.”

He stood in front of Su Zhuyi, his hand shielding her forehead from the light. “Big sister, if heavenly lightning strikes down, I’ll block it for you.”

How much light could a little hand bone without any flesh block?

Scattered sunlight filtered through the translucent finger bones into her eyes. Su Zhuyi looked at Little Skull before her and smiled sweetly.

Chapter 36: The Fierce Sword
The Gujian Sect was one of the ancient sects with a very long history in the cultivation world.

As one of the four great sects, the Gujian Sect was built atop towering mountain peaks within the clouds. The entire sect was shaped like a flying sword, said to be the legendary sword of the founding patriarch that had been suspended in the sky for tens of thousands of years, commanding respect from all directions.

Below the flying sword were one main peak and six secondary peaks. The main peak housed the sect master, while the secondary peaks were where the six elders of the Gujian Sect resided. Beyond the seven peaks stretched endless mountain ranges that still belonged to the Gujian Sect. The outermost areas housed the outer disciples, and the deeper one went, the higher the disciples’ status and position within the sect.

Generally speaking, just by mentioning which mountain peak someone lived on, everyone would know their standing within the sect.

Luo Ying’s Luoxue Peak didn’t belong to the seven peaks. That entire snow mountain was positioned above the flying sword, perpetually shrouded in clouds and mist, with snow that never melted.

Qinghe rode his fan back to the Gujian Sect. His red cloud was extremely conspicuous, and as soon as it drifted past, it alerted the powerful figures of the Gujian Sect, who all gathered beneath the flying sword, planning to demand an explanation.

“Qinghe, you still have the face to return!” A middle-aged sword cultivator holding a long sword shouted sternly.

Su Zhuyi was now sitting properly on the fan, observing these people from the Gujian Sect. Oh, the one who just shouted looked familiar—she seemed to have schemed against him in her previous life.

“Qinghe, hand over the Sword Heart Stone!” Ha, this female sword cultivator was the one who had tried to lecture Qin Jianglan as an elder, only to have her expression change in shock when startled by the Songfeng Sword’s aura. She had a precious disciple who had always coveted Qin Jianglan. Once during a trial, the disciple had spent a night with Old Dog Qin in a secret realm, and the next day, she was willing to compromise her own reputation to marry Qin Jianglan. After being rejected, she had remained despondent for quite some time.

“Luoxue Peak was originally responsible for guarding the Sword Heart Stone, yet you actually stole from your own watch. Is this how your master taught you?” The female cultivator shouted again, but was silenced by Qinghe’s cold glance. That gaze was like a frozen blade piercing to the bone, yet after penetrating, it felt like boiling water, scalding hot, making her fall silent and not dare to say another word.

“I’ve brought the Sword Heart Stone back and was planning to return it to Luoxue Peak.” Qinghe didn’t bow to the sect elders, instead looking at the sect master and saying, “Master has taken another disciple.” He shifted slightly to reveal Su Zhuyi sitting behind him. “Please have the sect master arrange for disciple robes, cultivation resources…” He paused, “Master instructed that it should be according to my allocation.”

“Your master, she…” Gujian Sect Master Duan Linshu hesitated slightly, his gaze falling on the screen behind the fan. He sensed Luo Ying’s aura there, and it seemed her body was somewhat unwell. Similarly, the Qinghe before him also had an indescribable strange scent that made his natal flying sword tremble slightly.

“Master was slightly injured and needs to rest quietly.” Su Zhuyi poked her head out and said sweetly. She tugged at Qinghe’s sleeve, “Senior Brother, Senior Brother, quickly take me to see our Luoxue Peak.” Then she continued, “Disciple Su Zhuyi greets the sect master and all the seniors. We’ll take our leave now.”

Qinghe was slightly stunned, then without a word drove the fan up into the sky toward the iron sword. After he flew away, the female cultivator who had questioned him earlier asked, “Sect Master, Qinghe stole the Sword Heart Stone and violated sect rules—are we just letting him go back like this?”

Duan Linshu’s brows were tightly furrowed. Hearing her question, he replied, “Peak Master Yun, we cannot interfere with Luoxue Peak’s affairs—this is also a sect rule. If he violated the rules, his master Luo Ying must be the one to discipline him.”

“Luo Ying handles matters fairly. She will give everyone an explanation,” another cultivator said.

…

Qinghe drove the fan up to the sword and headed directly toward Luoxue Peak. Su Zhuyi called out Wu’er and had him stand while hugging Qinghe’s thigh. The veins on Qinghe’s forehead were pulsing, but the moment he made contact with Little Skull, his heart finally calmed down somewhat.

Just now, while talking with the Gujian Sect master, the evil sword within Qinghe’s body had begun stirring restlessly. This place was full of flying swords and sword cultivators—it was like a wolf entering a sheep pen. This caused the Longquan Sword to become agitated again, making Qinghe appear somewhat restless. And that Peak Master Yun was still criticizing his master.

If he had continued arguing with them, once his emotions flared up, he probably wouldn’t be able to suppress that fierce sword. So when Su Zhuyi noticed something was wrong and immediately spoke up, she breathed a sigh of relief only after they returned to Luoxue Peak. Until Qinghe found a way to completely suppress the Longquan Sword, he’d better not show himself. If he lost control momentarily and let the evil sword take over, the trouble would be enormous—even Luo Ying probably couldn’t protect him then. The master of an evil sword would be hunted down by cultivators throughout the world.

Luoxue Peak was a snow mountain abundant with spiritual energy, but they didn’t actually live on the mountain. Instead, they lived directly at the mountain’s base, where three to five thatched houses served as Luo Ying and Qinghe’s daily living quarters.

Qinghe carefully carried Luo Ying back to her room. He had no time to mind Su Zhuyi, so she had Little Skull take the puppy to play, throwing the puppy far enough away that she couldn’t smell the dog scent. So Little Skull left carrying the small dog, and only after everyone had gone did Su Zhuyi slowly begin walking forward.

Beneath her feet was a sea of clouds. As she walked along, she couldn’t even see her own shoe tops, though there were many spiritual herbs and trees hidden within the clouds and mist. The fog made all the colors appear hazy, creating a dreamlike, fantastical atmosphere. Su Zhuyi kept walking forward for a long time until she saw the tip of a sword. This was the foundation of the Gujian Sect—that flying sword suspended in the air, with Luoxue Peak carried upon it. Luo Ying had grown up on Luoxue Peak since childhood, entering the Dao through swordsmanship.

This sword suspended in the sky was wrapped in seas of clouds, with only the sword tip free of clouds and mist. This place was said to be where the Gujian Sect’s outstanding disciples came to comprehend sword intent. They held sect competitions every three years, and the winners could come here to sit facing the sea of clouds, with their backs to the snow mountain, seated upon the flying sword’s tip to comprehend sword intent.

Su Zhuyi had once known a Gujian Sect cultivator. Actually, she couldn’t even remember that person’s name originally, but when Qin Jianglan enumerated her crimes, he always had to mention it, so she remembered that person’s name: Gu Feiyue. Suddenly she felt that when he recited those names, wasn’t he perhaps jealous? She couldn’t even remember them, yet he could recall them so clearly.

Gu Feiyue was considered an outstanding disciple of the Gujian Sect, having once sat on this sword tip for a month and always been proud of it. Now, Su Zhuyi sat on the sword tip, dangling her feet over the edge and swinging them back and forth. She felt the wind was quite cold, making the hair on her feet stand up and giving her goosebumps.

After sitting quietly for a while, on her way back, Su Zhuyi used a hoe to dig up a larger stone along the path. After hauling it back, she had Qinghe cut it flat and neat, then carved Qin Jianglan’s name on it.

She had promised to set up a memorial tablet for him and burn incense. Since she no longer had to wander about and could cultivate peacefully, she might as well carve a tombstone for him.

Seeing Su Zhuyi carve the tombstone in a proper manner and even ask him for three incense sticks to insert, Qinghe rarely asked an extra question: “Your father?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She shook her head, then nodded, “Like a second parent.”

In her previous life, when she lost all her cultivation, it was Qin Jianglan who kept her alive. This chance to live again was also given by him—he truly was like a second parent.

“You’ll live in this room.” Qinghe pointed to a small thatched house that was somewhat farther away.

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi wasn’t picky about such things at all. Having lived days using the sky as a blanket and the ground as a bed, having a small thatched house was quite nice.

“The disciple robes have also been delivered. The cultivation jade slips are placed together with the clothes. Every month the sect master will send one hundred top-grade spirit stones and one bottle of Qi Gathering Pills. Cultivate well. I plan to enter closed-door cultivation for a period of time.” Qinghe truly had no time to mind her. Only after he completely suppressed the evil sword within his body would the sword wounds on his master heal, so he couldn’t delay even a moment.

“Good!”

“The flowers in Master’s room must be changed daily.” Qinghe stood before Luo Ying’s room and continued, “She likes plum blossoms.”

“The calming incense must be changed morning and evening. The baleful qi from the Longquan Sword still lingers in her sword wounds. Without burning calming incense, she can’t sleep well.”

“Oh.”

“If Master awakens, tell her I’ve already returned the Sword Heart Stone to its proper place and am willing to accept punishment.” Qinghe added.

“Alright.” Su Zhuyi nodded and asked, “Is there anything else you need to instruct?”

“Tomorrow they’ll deliver substitute straw dolls. I spoke with the peak master of Zang Peak.” Qinghe paused, “Your strength is insufficient—you can’t refine high-level substitute straw dolls yourself. I had them bring two over. I’ve already paid the spirit stones, so just accept them directly.”

“Thank you, Senior Brother.”

“There are also many spiritual items on Luoxue Peak. Whatever you can gather is yours.” After speaking, Qinghe turned and left. Su Zhuyi walked to the thatched house arranged for her, pushed open the door, and saw disciple robes and cultivation jade slips placed on the central table, along with a bag of spirit stones and a bottle of pills.

This kind of life was something her former self could never have imagined.

Back then in the Xueluo Sect, for a single spirit stone or pill, her hands had to be stained with fresh blood. It could even be said that every pill represented a life. But now, these things were just placed there—she only needed to reach out and take them.

It truly was different now. After thinking about it, she divided the spirit stones into two piles, directly throwing one pile into the Wuding Gourd—this was the candy allocated to Little Skull.

The next morning, Su Zhuyi heard a commotion outside. She thought it was the delivery of substitute straw dolls, wondering why delivering straw dolls would create such a big scene. After all, spiritual consciousness was restricted on Luoxue Peak, so Su Zhuyi didn’t know exactly how many people there were. When she went out to look, she discovered that many uninvited guests had come to Luoxue Peak.

That group wearing dark robes with cloud patterns embroidered on their collars and sleeves were clearly cultivators from the Dong Fushang Sect. Standing beside them were several beautiful female cultivators, two of whom Su Zhuyi had seen before—the reception disciple Hong Qin and the Suyue Sect Master. Could it be that because she had revealed those sordid affairs of the Suyue Sect but had no evidence, the Suyue Sect had brought out their backing to demand an explanation from the Gujian Sect?

Such a trivial matter wouldn’t create such a big scene. After all, she was still young now, and her words couldn’t be taken seriously. Coming to make trouble themselves would truly be making a mountain out of a molehill. When Su Zhuyi’s gaze turned to the three to five disciples on the other side, her expression changed slightly. Those wearing dark green robes with long swords at their waists were disciples of the Yunxiao Sect, and their leader wore a golden sword tassel on his sword—he was an elder of the Yunxiao Sect.

They even brought a Yunxiao Sect elder? Could this be related to Qinghe!

Sword qi! When Qinghe cut off the Suyue Sect Master’s Liuxia Sword with one strike, there was naturally sword qi. They detected something wrong from that sword qi and used this as a pretext to find the Gujian Sect and press toward Luoxue Peak. Now Luo Ying was unconscious, and Qinghe was suppressing the Longquan Sword. If these people came up the mountain to search and discovered the strange aspects of Qinghe’s condition, they definitely wouldn’t spare him.

Su Zhuyi took out the Wuding Gourd and called out Little Skull. “Go find Qinghe. Hold onto him tightly and wrap him with the spiritual energy in your body, just like how you hide that dog of yours. Can you do it?”

“Mm.” Little Skull nodded. It had eaten lots of candy again last night and rested in the Wuding Gourd for the night, so it was in high spirits now. It ran directly toward Qinghe. Only then did Su Zhuyi leave her room. After going out, she saw Qu Ningsu and said, “It’s you again. What are you doing here?” Su Zhuyi glared at her hatefully. “Do you want to slash my face again?”

With these words, the surrounding cultivators’ expressions stiffened. Qu Ningsu looked somewhat embarrassed, then laughed lightly. “Last night I couldn’t sleep peacefully. I went to find an alchemist to examine me, and it turned out to be baleful qi entering my body. Thinking it over, only the Gujian Sect’s Qinghe had struck me with his sword. I didn’t expect that this single sword strike would produce bloody baleful qi.”

“Luo Ying is the world’s foremost sword cultivator, renowned for her chivalrous reputation. How could she teach such a fiend brimming with baleful qi? This matter is of great importance—I dare not make false accusations carelessly, so I brought this broken sword to ask a great master from the Yunxiao Sect to examine it…” After speaking, she turned to look at the Yunxiao Sect elder. “Elder Liu, what do you think?”

Elder Liu stood with his sleeves fluttering, saying gravely, “Evil qi has entered his body, his sword intent is vicious—the wronged souls who died under his sword are probably countless. This boy has already fallen into the demonic path!”

Gujian Sect Master Duan Linshu’s brows were tightly knitted. Qinghe of Luoxue Peak was the most outstanding sword cultivator of the younger generation, having once overwhelmed the Yunxiao Sect. Now they claimed he had evil qi in his body and had fallen into the demonic path. Originally he would never believe it, but yesterday’s meeting when his natal magical treasure reacted strangely and that odd feeling made his heart uneasy, causing him some worry.

Su Zhuyi laughed coldly. “You old man is talking complete nonsense. My senior brother is only three hundred years old and just came down from the mountain recently. The wronged souls who died under his sword are countless? Or can you just not count?”

“Yunxiao Sect disciples can’t win in sword competitions, but they’d definitely win in shamelessness contests.” She smiled sweetly at the sect master. “Sect Master, don’t you think so?”

Duan Linshu could only say, “You can’t speak carelessly. Qinghe is our Gujian Sect’s most outstanding disciple, a child taught by Luo Ying. His sword dao attainments are profound, and his reputation is well-known. He’s not someone just anyone can slander at will.” If he had been worried before, this Elder Liu claiming that countless wronged souls had died under Qinghe’s sword was going too far. Qinghe had only left the mountain before when competing with the Yunxiao Sect, and only recently after stealing the Sword Heart Stone had he wandered outside for a few years. Although he had injured many people and caused quite a bit of trouble, he had never killed anyone.

If he truly killed people like flies, could he still hide it? Moreover, the current Qinghe was only at the Golden Core stage—how could he possibly have countless wronged souls under his sword?

“Hmph! Then have that Qinghe come out to confront us. Let this old man personally test his sword intent.” Elder Liu’s forehead veins bulged. He didn’t deign to argue with a child, so when that girl said he couldn’t count, he didn’t get angry. But his eye was extremely sharp—the baleful qi revealed at the break of that sword couldn’t be wrong. Now that Duan Linshu spoke like this, clearly he didn’t believe him.

But just as his words fell, a brilliant sword light descended from the sky. That sword light was snow-bright, like a frost and snow dragon roaring past, shocking Elder Liu so much that his face paled and he retreated several steps. Even so, his head was covered with frost flowers.

Qinghe came stepping on clouds. He glanced coldly at Elder Liu and said, “How do you find this sword intent?”

Chapter 37: Fear of Death
Qinghe held no sword in his hand.

Seeing that he was empty-handed, everyone was even more shocked.

“You’ve already cultivated the Tianxuan Nine Swords to the seventh level!” Duan Linshu’s eyes lit up. “Truly a heaven-sent genius.”

Even Luo Ying, currently the foremost sword cultivator of the Gujian Sect, had only cultivated the sect’s Tianxuan Nine Swords to the eighth level. When she emerged from seclusion after reaching the eighth level, she was five hundred years old. Now this Qinghe had reached the seventh level at three hundred years old—perhaps he could even surpass Luo Ying in the future. Thinking of this, Duan Linshu’s lips curved in a smile. He turned to ask Elder Liu of the Yunxiao Sect, “Does this sword intent contain any bloody baleful qi?”

The Gujian Sect cultivated sword hearts—sword intent reflected one’s character. This sword intent was clean and clear, like a silver dragon emerging from water. Where was there any resentful baleful qi? Could it be that the Liuxia Sword was tampered with by the Suyue Sect and Dong Fushang Sect working together, processed to deceive him? Elder Liu’s face was iron-blue. The Yunxiao Sect was the world’s foremost sect, standing above the four great sects, but in recent years, the sect’s disciples had mediocre cultivation with no brilliant talents emerging. In the last few section competitions, they hadn’t gained any advantage. Originally, his disciple also had excellent aptitude and decent sword dao, but then the Gujian Sect produced Qinghe, who thoroughly suppressed him.

So the Dong Fushang Sect had set up such a scheme to sow discord! No wonder they sought him out to examine the sword. Elder Liu smiled bitterly in his heart, knowing his explosive temper. If it had been one of his other senior brothers, they would have investigated thoroughly and wouldn’t have fallen for this trap.

Elder Liu took a deep breath and gazed at Qinghe. “Qinghe, excellent swordsmanship—truly worthy of being a disciple taught by that girl Luo Ying. Today’s matter was my mistake…” He rummaged in his sleeve and pulled out a jade box. “I happen to have a small piece of Frost Soul on me. Please accept it as my apology.”

Frost Soul? Very useful for Luo Ying’s Frost Sword Intent. Although only a small piece, it was quite valuable. Most importantly, it was applicable—very suitable for Master to nurture the Qianlong Sword.

Qinghe didn’t stand on ceremony and accepted the jade box with thanks.

After handing over the item, Elder Liu bid farewell and left with several Yunxiao Sect cultivators. But as he departed, he glared harshly at the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators. His explosive temper meant he couldn’t hide his feelings, clearly showing he now held a grudge against the Dong Fushang Sect. The Dong Fushang Sect cultivators’ expressions turned ugly, their gazes falling on Qu Ningsu before quickly looking away.

Just then, Qinghe suddenly said, “Little Junior Sister, see the guests out.”

This seemingly random statement made even the previously smiling sect master’s smile freeze. Su Zhuyi reacted quickly and immediately said, “My master is recuperating. What are you all doing, making such a commotion here? If you don’t leave, I’ll drive you away!”

She was young now and could act willful and unreasonable. Everyone present was from prestigious righteous sects with high moral standing—they couldn’t lower themselves to argue with a little girl. Having no choice, they could only be driven away by her.

After driving everyone away, Su Zhuyi discovered that Qinghe’s body immediately collapsed. He bent over and curled up there, looking extremely wretched.

Little Skull had just wrapped him with a large amount of spiritual energy. With Little Skull’s help, his primordial spirit gained the upper hand and almost completely suppressed the Longquan Sword. This should have been good news, but Qinghe suddenly realized that his relationship with the Longquan Sword wasn’t simply master and servant.

The Longquan Sword had already fused into his bones and blood. He was a descendant of the sword forger. Back then, the entire sword forger clan had thrown themselves into the furnace—that sword contained the flesh and blood of his ancestral relatives. Now, it had also merged with him. When the Longquan Sword was suppressed, his body also weakened and collapsed accordingly. That single sword strike just now had exhausted all the strength in his body. If he had to endure a bit longer, he would have collapsed.

In other words, it wasn’t just the Longquan Sword that had been continuously draining Master’s life force.

It was also himself. He would gradually be controlled by the evil sword and eventually become part of that sword.

Man was sword, sword was man.

“Senior Brother, what’s wrong with you?” Su Zhuyi approached and asked.

“I am human, I am not a sword.”

Qinghe pushed Su Zhuyi away and stumbled into his room. He sat in silent meditation, his breathing completely absent like a corpse.

Su Zhuyi clicked her tongue. She stood at the door for a while, then called Wu’er out. Seeing that Little Skull was fine, she asked, “When you helped him just now, what happened to him?”

“The aura on his body is the same as the black monster in the seal.”

Wu’er was half a Mountain River Spirit and could sense such things. Hearing him say this, Su Zhuyi indicated she understood something.

In her previous life, it seemed Qinghe had only gone on a killing spree after Luo Ying’s death. With the Longquan Sword on him, his desire for slaughter would be infinitely magnified—it wasn’t strange that he had committed so many family extermination massacres. But in the end, he had mysteriously died himself. Either he had perished together with the Longquan Sword, or his consciousness had been completely devoured by the Longquan Sword, and he had become part of the sword. So he died, and only news of his soul lamp being extinguished spread, but no one knew how he died or where.

Su Zhuyi leaned toward the former guess, because if it were the latter, that evil sword should still exist. But in the nearly thousand years that followed, no news of the Longquan Sword was heard. This proved that the sword had at least been quiet for a thousand years—either it was resealed or destroyed. Whether sealed or destroyed, it was related to Qinghe. Looking at it this way, Qinghe becoming this demon wasn’t his wish.

Just now, Qinghe said he wasn’t a sword, he was human.

This meant the Longquan Sword’s relationship with him wasn’t a simple master recognition. He was a descendant of the sword forger—that sword forger probably wanted to turn him into part of the sword, so the whole family of eighteen generations of ancestors could reunite and love each other.

This wasn’t without a solution. Su Zhuyi knocked on the door and shouted outside, “Senior Brother, since the sword has merged with you as one, I have a good method to drive out the sword’s evil qi.”

For fierce swords like the Longquan Sword with extremely strong killing intent, one either needed to find Mountain River Spirits to suppress it—this couldn’t be found, as Wu’er only counted as half, using righteousness to suppress evil. This was the same principle as the great master in the seal, using himself to suppress the sword.

Or one could only find a place of filth to use filth to suppress evil. Back then, that great master found seven demon heads to use evil to counter evil, but now that Qinghe had already merged with the sword as one, it wasn’t nearly so troublesome. There was no need for such complex seals to lock away the sword, because Qinghe now was that sword. He had will and could currently control his actions.

“Senior Brother, go to the mortal realm, find an ancient cesspit, and soak in it for thirty to fifty years. That should do it.”

This was what the books said. Whether it would be effective, Su Zhuyi truly didn’t know, but having a method was better than having none.

The tight-eyed Qinghe inside the room opened his eyes.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t sense his movement but timely added, “Why not try it?”

Qinghe: “…”

After Su Zhuyi finished speaking, she returned to her room. She wrote out a materials list and sent it to Zang Peak, then began cultivating.

Time flowed like water, years passed like shuttles.

For cultivators, ten years was but a fleeting moment.

Su Zhuyi was now sixteen. In the vast Luoxue Peak, she was the only person living quite carefree days. She had reached Foundation Establishment Great Perfection a year ago, but still hadn’t attempted to break through to Golden Core. Her preparations simply weren’t sufficient—she didn’t dare take risks.

Ever since a Gujian Sect disciple’s Golden Core tribulation lightning had gone awry and struck Luoxue Peak, Su Zhuyi had gone to the sect master for a schedule listing approximately when sect disciples would undergo tribulations, so she could prepare in advance.

Since Heaven’s tribulation lightning actively sought to strike her even during others’ tribulations, her tribulation would require extreme caution. So this past year, she hadn’t focused much on secluded cultivation but on preparing items for tribulation crossing.

This morning, she first replaced the plum blossoms in Master Luo Ying’s room with fresh ones, then lit calming incense. After going outside, she lit three sticks of clear incense before Qin Jianglan’s stone tablet and casually placed a red fruit picked from a tree. After completing these tasks, she and Little Skull made a round of Luoxue Peak, gathering some spiritual herbs to return and refine pills.

Little Skull wore clothes and shoes, and socks. Su Zhuyi had taught him threading and given him fabric, which he sewed himself. He hadn’t grown taller or gained weight, but he spent every day running around the mountains—mornings with Su Zhuyi, afternoons running wild with Xiaoxiao (who also wore clothes he’d made), and evenings cleaning himself thoroughly of dog scent in the gourd. The next day, he’d find Su Zhuyi again, living happily each day.

Pill refining required several more herbs. After gathering, Su Zhuyi went to Zang Peak to collect medicinal materials. Upon arrival, she rattled off a string of herb names, and the Zang Peak disciples hurriedly packed them for her with extremely polite attitudes.

After she left, a newly admitted disciple still in line asked, “Who was that senior sister just now? She’s so beautiful.”

“She’s from Luoxue Peak.”

With this explanation, everyone immediately understood.

Luoxue Peak was considered sacred ground of the Gujian Sect, where Luo Ying, the sect’s foremost sword cultivator, resided.

Luo Ying had taken two disciples in total. Both disciples were extremely famous.

One feared strangers, one feared death. The eldest disciple Qinghe feared meeting strangers—he’d never liked interacting with people, and in these ten years hadn’t shown his face even once. Whenever anyone inquired, his junior sister always said the senior brother was in seclusion and not receiving visitors. The stranger-fearing Qinghe had superb swordsmanship—he’d cultivated the Tianxuan Nine Swords to the seventh level. In the entire Gujian Sect, only one person surpassed him: his master, Luo Ying. Even the sect master had just reached the seventh level, and among the elders, some were still at the sixth level.

The youngest disciple feared death. Every month, she’d collect large quantities of materials for crafting substitute straw dolls from Zang Peak, never missing a month in ten years, month after month. Reportedly, her storage pouch was full of substitute straw dolls. Someone had seen the straw dolls she made—they were lifelike, even better than those made by masters specializing in magical treasures. Such a death-fearing beauty who was also a sword cultivator—her sword was probably soft, and both person and sword would start trembling upon encountering enemies.

New Gujian Sect disciples would spend a hundred years nurturing their sword hearts, but generally, after a few years, there would be some signs of sword heart development. But that death-fearing beauty had shown no trace of sword heart development in ten years. Just how afraid of death was she that she couldn’t even nurture a sword heart?

“So it’s her,” the new disciple murmured. “Beautiful indeed, but without a resilient heart, how can one step onto the path of immortality?”

By rights, he should despise such a person who was greedy for life and feared death.

But thinking of that face, he seemed unable to say anything. He gazed distantly in the direction the woman had gone, as if a patch of white moonlight had scattered across the forest path, keeping his eyes fixed for a long while without looking away.

Chapter 38: Old Dog Qin
Su Zhuyi returned to Luoxue Peak.

She first refined a furnace of pills, then made two straw dolls, but still couldn’t achieve the effect she wanted. Su Zhuyi casually threw the straw dolls into the corner.

Substitute straw dolls were a double-edged tool for many people. First, whatever cultivation level one had, they could only use corresponding straw dolls—the person’s cultivation had to match the doll’s aura to serve as a substitute.

This meant Qi Condensation stage cultivators could only use the lowest-grade dolls. Although higher-grade dolls were more reliable, carrying them was useless as they couldn’t transfer danger at all. Usually, when Qi Condensation cultivators faced life-or-death situations, even two lives often weren’t enough—the doll would shatter, and the person would die too. Additionally, low and mid-grade substitute dolls required fusing one’s hair during crafting. Without a trustworthy artifact refiner, most people didn’t dare hand over their hair, fearing curses. High-grade substitute dolls didn’t need hair, but weren’t affordable or usable by ordinary people.

Su Zhuyi’s current cultivation was Foundation Establishment Great Perfection. She had two high-grade substitute dolls that Qinghe had Zang Peak disciples deliver years ago, but only after receiving them did she remember that, without Nascent Soul cultivation, she couldn’t use them at all.

She could only use mid-grade substitute dolls. But she always felt insecure, constantly trying to make mid-grade dolls achieve high-grade effects. She’d read in books that some substitute dolls would develop doll hearts when crafted, becoming like living beings. Such dolls could even deceive Heaven itself and avoid tribulation lightning. So Su Zhuyi had been making straw dolls for ten whole years—this skill could earn spirit stones now. Her storage pouch was stuffed with dolls, yet she hadn’t crafted one with a doll heart. Fortunately, she didn’t need to find materials herself, so spending didn’t hurt.

After failing with the dolls, Su Zhuyi began cultivating again. Recently, she only practiced external techniques, not daring to cultivate mental methods lest she accidentally break through. She hadn’t learned swordsmanship either, but had mastered Blazing Palm to perfection. Her footwork, Shadowless Trace, was completely mastered, and she’d thoroughly grasped techniques like Great Grappling Art, Ice Snow Connecting Heaven, and Flower Transplanting. Though she hadn’t learned swords, among the Gujian Sect’s younger generation, absolutely none could match her.

After cultivation, evening arrived. Su Zhuyi stepped out as the last rays of sunlight painted the sky. She replaced the red plum blossoms in Luo Ying’s room and relit the incense. While lighting it, she glanced at Luo Ying on the bed—her complexion was good, and the sword wounds had healed. It seemed Qinghe had done well in dispelling the baleful qi these years. Luo Ying would wake soon, and he should return soon too.

Leaving the room, Su Zhuyi saw a sword shadow flying up from below. Seeing it was the sect master, she bowed. “Su Zhuyi of Luoxue Peak greets the Sect Master.”

Luoxue Peak was the forbidden ground of the Gujian Sect. Only the sect master could approach their thatched houses without restriction. Currently, only the sect master knew that Luo Ying was gravely injured and Qinghe had traveled far seeking healing elixirs for his master.

He’d examined that wound and been shocked. Luo Ying’s body contained baleful qi, as if evil had entered her body. The qi continuously devoured her life force, preventing healing. Remembering when the Dong Fushang Sect and Suyue Sect came claiming Qinghe’s sword strike showed he’d fallen into the demonic path, the lie was exposed by Qinghe’s clean, pure sword intent. He’d been quite angry then, but after seeing Luo Ying’s wounds, Duan Linshu fell silent.

He felt that sword strike was dealt by Luo Ying. Qinghe learned swordsmanship from Luo Ying—his techniques and intent were identical to his master’s. Luo Ying was famously righteous, so they only thought of Qinghe, never considering Luo Ying.

However, he could see Luo Ying hadn’t fallen to the demonic path but was tainted by a fierce, baleful weapon. She must have been corroded while suppressing evil. After confirming this, Duan Linshu felt extremely heavy-hearted. He was powerless against Luo Ying’s wounds, only hoping she’d recover well on Luoxue Peak with its abundant spiritual energy and ancestral sword intent nourishment.

As for Qinghe seeking immortal pills to dispel baleful qi, Duan Linshu held little hope. Regardless, since Luoxue Peak’s Sword Heart Stone was the Gujian Sect’s foundation, he had to constantly monitor Luo Ying’s condition. This secret must be carefully hidden—no one could know Luo Ying was gravely injured and slow to heal, nor that baleful qi plagued her.

“Little Zhu, how has your master been recently?”

“Alright, I suppose.” Su Zhuyi answered.

“Has your senior brother mentioned when he’ll return?”

Su Zhuyi shook her head. “No.”

Duan Linshu felt a headache coming. “Little Zhu, how is your sword heart comprehension?” Both master and senior brother were so capable, natural sword wielders—why had the junior sister become like this, completely clueless about the sword dao? Living daily on Luoxue Peak, yet unable to sense even a trace of sword heart.

Su Zhuyi lowered her head, looking distressed. “I haven’t comprehended it yet…”

Duan Linshu sighed, feeling his brain ache. The Gujian Sect’s Tianxuan Nine Swords manual was based on the sword heart foundation. Sect disciples first nurtured swords—with some sword heart, they could learn techniques. But with none at all, she couldn’t even perform the first level of Tianxuan Swordplay.

Among the world’s sword cultivation sects, sword dao competitions were held every thirty years, with the Gujian Sect and Yunxiao Sect participating most. Thirty years ago, Qinghe single-handedly overwhelmed all Yunxiao Sect young cultivators, letting the Gujian Sect hold their heads high. But thirty years later, the Gujian Sect had no presentable newcomers while the Yunxiao Sect produced a brilliant talent reportedly superior to Qinghe.

Disciple sword competitions were age-divided: under one hundred, one hundred to three hundred, and over three hundred years. If Qinghe didn’t return, they’d likely face total defeat. When new disciples selected swords at the Sword Tomb, they’d be at a disadvantage.

“The Yunxiao Sect has produced a Qin Jianglan this time—only slightly older than you, already at Foundation Establishment mid-stage. His Canglang Sword Art has reached the fourth level, and reportedly, he’ll soon comprehend his sword intent. This sword competition will likely see us lose badly.” Duan Linshu sighed.

The Yunxiao Sect stood above the four great sects as the world’s foremost sect—naturally, recruiting more talented disciples was reasonable. But since the Gujian Sect produced Luo Ying and Qinghe, their reputation had risen with the tide. Losing too badly now would be quite embarrassing.

But this couldn’t be helped—one couldn’t demand too much.

Duan Linshu sighed wistfully, adding, “For some reason, that boy’s name sounds familiar.” Only after speaking did he glance at Su Zhuyi, seeing her wide-eyed and dazed. Curiously, he asked, “What, you know that boy?” His gaze passed Su Zhuyi to the stone tablet behind her. Duan Linshu’s eyes widened too—no wonder it seemed familiar. Those three neat characters carved on the tablet were precisely “Qin Jianglan”!

Su Zhuyi had always been well-behaved, speaking to the sect master with lowered head in a properly intimidated, obedient manner. Now she suddenly raised her head, emanating an aura that surprised even Duan Linshu—he could sense faint pressure, as if the obedient little girl had suddenly changed faces.

“You said how old is that Qin Jianglan now?”

“Around seventeen or eighteen, I suppose. He’s only Foundation Establishment stage, but held his own against the Yunxiao Sect’s Golden Core stage Xu Lingfeng. Though if your senior brother doesn’t return this time, Xu Lingfeng will take first place in the over-three-hundred age bracket.” Duan Linshu met her gaze directly and answered carefully.

Seventeen or eighteen—how was this possible? Su Zhuyi lowered her head, her aura immediately dissipating. She murmured, “How is this possible?”

The Yunxiao Sect’s Qin Jianglan was over three hundred years older than her. So she’d given him the nickname “Old Dog Qin”—”old” because he was three hundred years her senior, “dog”. After all, she most hated dogs. She’d called him this happily, shouting it in his ear daily until eventually just calling “Old Dog Qin” would make him turn his head or glance sideways, essentially accepting the nickname himself.

Qin Jianglan, Xu Lingfeng, and Qinghe were the same age, yet now he’d become the same age as her?

She’d thought he had become a sacrifice, burning incense for him three times daily, morning and evening. Turns out he was born three hundred years later? But how was this possible? Wasn’t the Liuguang Mirror time reversal? Could it rewrite life and destiny? Su Zhuyi’s mind was confused.

She suddenly looked up. “Sect Master, I want to participate in this sword competition.”

Gujian Sect disciples couldn’t leave the mountain privately within a hundred years of entry—there were formations, barriers, and strict gatekeepers. Su Zhuyi had originally wanted to sneak out and look around but found it impossible and gave up. But participating in such competitions was different.

“You have no sword heart.” Duan Linshu sighed. He knew Su Zhuyi’s cultivation wasn’t poor—she’d reached Foundation Establishment now—but subconsciously felt her cultivation was built up with pills and spirit stones. After all, Luoxue Peak’s monthly resource consumption was substantial, with several peak masters expressing dissatisfaction. Using so many cultivation resources, failing to reach Foundation Establishment would be unreasonable. Her fear of death was also famous—even he’d heard rumors. Imagining her in a sword competition, she’d probably go weak-kneed upon taking the stage.

“I’ll have one soon.” Su Zhuyi answered. Though shorter than the sect master, she tilted her head slightly, gazing at him with large, watery eyes. That look made even Duan Linshu reluctant to refuse.

Duan Linshu: “…”

He frowned. “This must wait for your master to awaken before deciding. Gujian Sect rules have always been thus—though I’m sect master, I can’t interfere with Luoxue Peak matters.” Direct refusal seemed inappropriate, so Duan Linshu found a good excuse, tactfully indicating he couldn’t let her participate. Ridiculous—losing wasn’t shameful, but fainting from fright on stage would be!

Unexpectedly, Su Zhuyi added, “She’ll wake soon.”

Just then, a calm voice came from inside: “You want to go?”

“Mm.”

“If you want to go, then go.”

Luo Ying had awakened. These ten years, she’d intermittently awakened several times. Recently, though her eyes hadn’t opened, she’d sensed the outside world as consciousness returned and her dantian and consciousness sea gradually recovered. Qin Jianglan was her heart’s knot. Luo Ying knew—she knew that after lighting calming incense for her daily, Su Zhuyi would burn incense before Qin Jianglan’s tablet, occasionally muttering for a while. Only then did her expression show a strange vitality Luo Ying had never experienced—anger or laughter, emotions visible.

So regarding this matter, Luo Ying wouldn’t constrain her. If she wanted to go, then go.

Su Zhuyi had long noticed changes in Luo Ying, knowing she should wake soon, though she hadn’t expected such perfect timing.

Since Luo Ying had awakened, Qinghe should return soon, too.

The returning Qinghe should be quite… aromatic.

When she and Qinghe went to the sword competition together, if that Qin Jianglan was real, better have her senior brother knock him unconscious and bring him back. If not real, Su Zhuyi’s eyes darkened—she’d make him die very unpleasantly.

Chapter 39: Missing Her
This sword dao competition would be held in three months, taking place at the Yunxiao Sect—their home ground.

If Su Zhuyi wanted to participate, she only had three months left to cultivate her sword heart. However, being Luo Ying’s disciple, obtaining a spot would be effortless based on that identity alone. But if she couldn’t even use a sword by then, she’d lose not only the Gujian Sect’s face but also Luo Ying’s reputation as the world’s foremost sword cultivator.

Sect Master Duan Linshu looked at Su Zhuyi, and as he looked, he thought: forget it, at least she has a pretty face—maybe everyone would be too busy looking at her face to care about her swordsmanship.

Luo Ying herself was beautiful, and the female disciple she’d taken was even more stunning. Clearly all female cultivators in this world looked quite good, each with their own characteristics, but placing them together, one could spot her in a crowd at a glance. Her features and contours were perfect in every aspect—truly heaven’s favor.

Duan Linshu entered to visit Luo Ying, seeing that her complexion was good and feeling relieved. After instructing her to rest well, the sect master descended the mountain. Before leaving, he greeted Su Zhuyi, but she sat before the stone tablet, completely ignoring him. He said nothing, shook his head, and left, still wondering about the relationship between Qin Jianglan and Su Zhuyi. Could they be childhood sweethearts, and she mistakenly thought he was dead? It sparked the imagination.

Su Zhuyi stared blankly at the stone tablet for a while.

Honestly, when she’d asked Qinghe and learned there was no person named Qin Jianglan, she truly thought Qin Jianglan had sacrificed himself to the Liuguang Mirror, so the person was gone.

In her previous life, she’d been somewhat attracted to Qin Jianglan. After realizing this, she’d kept him in her heart—the type she’d occasionally think about, pulling out memories to reminisce. This person, like his Zhuxin Curse, was carved into her heart. And placing such feelings on a dead person was quite suitable for someone like her—dead people wouldn’t change their hearts, wouldn’t have conflicts of interest with her, wouldn’t obstruct her path, wouldn’t suddenly betray her with a backstab. So even though she’d realized these years that she had some lingering attachment to Old Dog Qin from her previous life, she hadn’t taken it too seriously. After all, she was so busy she didn’t have much time to reminisce about him.

But it turned out she’d been overthinking everything, taking herself too seriously.

Thinking this way was truly embarrassing. Just then, a fruit appeared out of thin air beside her, offered to her.

Su Zhuyi took it and bit once, then directly smashed it against the stone tablet. Red fruit juice stained the tablet, like blood flowing down and along the carved name.

“Big sister, don’t you like eating it?” A hand appeared first, then a body and head emerged. Little Skull now always kept half his body hidden—if he left Luoxue Peak for other peaks, he could scare people to death. Fortunately, he was very obedient and well-behaved, never running around or appearing before outsiders.

“It’s quite tasty. I just wanted him to taste it too.” Su Zhuyi pointed at the name on the tablet. Her mood had already calmed when she said this, but pointing at the name while speaking made her heart inexplicably ache. Even if Qin Jianglan was indeed Qin Jianglan, as long as he had no memories of his previous life, he was no longer himself—it could be considered death, too.

“Who is Qin Jianglan?” Little Skull asked again.

“A very handsome person.” Su Zhuyi pondered briefly and only replied with this. Handsome, with a good figure and firm, powerful muscles… the rest was inappropriate for children and unsuitable to tell Little Skull.

“Can I grow into a very handsome person in the future?” Little Skull looked at Su Zhuyi with anticipation. Su Zhuyi nodded, “You’ll be even more handsome than him, but it will take a very long time—don’t be impatient.” For Little Skull to gain a physical body, aside from the evil method of feeding him others’ flesh and bones like corpse refinement, the only way Su Zhuyi could think of was possession.

However, Little Skull was raised as a Mountain River Spirit with an incomparably powerful primordial spirit. Finding a physical body that could contain his spirit for possession wasn’t easy, so he could only return to his own body—that skeletal frame. Possession required destroying the original body’s primordial spirit, which Little Skull’s character made completely impossible. The chance of coincidentally encountering a recently deceased great master? Even lower.

So honestly, Su Zhuyi really didn’t know how to make that skeleton grow flesh, but after ten years together, she couldn’t bear to completely disappoint him. If disappointment became despair and despair generated negative energy and resentment, she couldn’t control him. So Su Zhuyi gave a vague answer.

“Mm, I’m not impatient—I have big sister with me,” Wu’er spoke, then hid his form again. “Since Qin Jianglan also likes eating this fruit, I’ll go gather more and bring him some daily. I also need to pick plum blossoms for big sister…”

He ran off while talking. Su Zhuyi stood and shrugged slightly, went to her room to fetch an ordinary iron sword, then sat hugging the sword at the tip of the Gujian Sect’s great sword.

Sword cultivators reaching advanced levels had a realm called “no sword in hand, sword in heart.”

The Gujian Sect went against this, requiring cultivators to first nurture sword hearts—with sword in heart, any weapon in hand could become a sword. Others couldn’t learn this cultivation method because the Gujian Sect ancestors left behind a Sword Heart Stone that helped sect disciples first develop sword hearts.

As for why this succeeded, it was an ancestral tradition—no one knew the reason. Su Zhuyi, despite being knowledgeable about heaven and earth, couldn’t see through this Sword Heart Stone either. The cultivation world’s ancestors were truly powerful, though the denser spiritual energy and more abundant cultivation resources of their era were also a factor.

Regarding sword hearts, many cultivators had different descriptions. Some said their sword heart was red, others yellow—all varieties existed. Luo Ying’s sword heart was silver. She didn’t know Qinghe’s, but Su Zhuyi felt that if she cultivated one, it might be black.

Su Zhuyi sat hugging the sword all night, seeming to dream. In the dream, someone slashed at her with a sword. She immediately swung her iron sword to block, but before the iron sword touched that flying sword, a jade-green sword qi emanated from her body, directly shattering the flying sword into scattered starlight. Those fine light specks filled the entire space like fireflies. She instinctively reached out to grasp them, then shivered all over, her chin resting on the sword hilt.

She woke! She’d fallen asleep hugging the sword at the sword tip, feet dangling outside, awakened by the freezing wind.

But mission accomplished—she’d cultivated a sword heart. It was green. That sword heart seemed related to Songfeng Sword Qi, but Su Zhuyi didn’t think much about it. Having one was enough for now—she didn’t plan to truly become a sword cultivator anyway. A token effort would suffice.

On the way back, Su Zhuyi saw Qinghe’s door open—he’d returned. Passing his doorway, she sniffed but detected no scent.

Naturally, Luo Ying had awakened yesterday. Given his devoted concern for his master, he should have returned when Luo Ying woke, yet Qinghe had delayed until this morning. This meant he’d bathed and used incense before returning. Who knew which river he’d bathed in, whether he’d polluted an entire waterway?

“Junior Sister.”

Su Zhuyi hadn’t planned to greet Qinghe—they’d barely communicated before, and their fellowship wasn’t deep. But unexpectedly, Qinghe emerged from his room. Dressed in snow-white robes, stepping into the morning’s first sunlight, his brows and eyes were touched with faint gold. That warm color softened much of his sharp features.

Previously, Su Zhuyi hadn’t understood why Luo Ying wore white year-round, or why Qinghe wore black outside but white upon returning. Since coming to Luoxue Peak, she understood.

In her previous life, she’d loved dazzling red and bright purple, feeling those colors suited her. She’d previously had someone at Zang Peak buy a red dress from outside. The day after receiving it, she’d worn the bright red gown up the mountain to gather herbs, only to be chased screaming by a pack of high-level spirit beasts. Without Little Skull’s help, she might have been bitten to death by spirit beasts from her back mountain.

On the snow-white Luoxue Peak, a red blob was too conspicuous. The mountain hid many high-level spirit beasts—going up like that was provoking them.

The result was that Su Zhuyi never wore anything but white on Luoxue Peak. Daily dressed extremely plainly, at most adorning her hair with a small flower, lacking any of her previous life’s demoness style. Thinking about it was somewhat disheartening.

Su Zhuyi glanced at the current Qinghe—quite handsome. If it were her previous self, she’d scheme for personal gain, but this lifetime, she didn’t need to. Firstly, no need to seduce; secondly, he was immune.

“Something wrong?” Generally when Qinghe spoke, it was definitely about Luo Ying. Su Zhuyi understood this clearly.

“You’re participating in the sword dao competition?”

Eh, could she have guessed wrong?

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi nodded.

“Practice Tianxuan Nine Swords to the third level.” At this point, Qinghe frowned. “Foundation Establishment Great Perfection—directly charge toward the Golden Core realm. If you don’t go, fine. If you go, you cannot lose Master’s face.” Master was the world’s foremost sword cultivator. Her disciples could only be first among the younger generation. He’d achieved this, and now that Su Zhuyi wanted to participate, she must also be first. If the world’s greatest sword cultivator’s disciple couldn’t even use a sword, Qinghe could imagine what people would say.

He wouldn’t tolerate anyone speaking ill of his master.

Three months to practice Tianxuan Nine Swords to the third level?

Though Su Zhuyi didn’t practice swordsmanship, she understood the Gujian Sect’s Tianxuan Nine Swords well. Even Qinghe had taken three years to reach the third level. Now she was expected to reach it in three months? Plus charge toward the Golden Core realm?

Su Zhuyi glanced at him sideways, too lazy to respond, and walked straight ahead toward her room.

Unexpectedly, several sword qi flew from behind. Su Zhuyi used Shadowless Trace footwork to dodge, then said, “Qinghe, I’m holding your secret. I advise you to restrain yourself.”

You still have the Longquan Sword. If word gets out, not only you but Luo Ying and even the entire Gujian Sect would be implicated. Mind your own damn business.

“You have ghost creatures—we’re even.” Qinghe sent several more sword qi, faster than before.

Su Zhuyi hastily circulated spiritual energy, her footwork accelerating. But the sword qi came overwhelmingly. Su Zhuyi’s current strength was weaker than Qinghe’s—unable to dodge completely, she was immediately cut in several places. Qinghe practiced swordsmanship before her, saying, “This is the first level. Learn it, and you can exit the sword formation.”

After demonstrating once, he prepared to leave. Before departing, he raised his hand to create another barrier. “Master just awakened—her spiritual consciousness is still weak and can’t detect you. Don’t think of waiting for her rescue.” Just as he finished speaking, Qinghe’s expressionless face showed surprise. He truly hadn’t expected this junior sister to emerge so quickly.

She’d already learned the first level of Tianxuan Nine Swords.

The first thing she did upon exiting was shout, “Master, Senior Brother is bullying me!” Tears streamed down her face, blood stained her clothes—such an appearance truly left no room for explanation. Qinghe startled and turned to look, only to discover his body stiffening—a high-level immobilization charm had been stuck on him.

There was no master behind him—Su Zhuyi’s deception. She’d found his weakness: just mentioning his master would distract him.

“Though my cultivation is inferior to yours, I’m no soft persimmon for you to knead at will.” Su Zhuyi laughed cheerfully twice. “How about it? You stabbed me with so many swords just now—I’ll return them one by one. Courtesy demands reciprocity.” Even though he was nominally her senior brother, she wouldn’t show the slightest mercy.

One was the previous life’s fierce, evil extermination demon.

One was the previous life’s infamous Heart-Eating Demoness.

Both were now Luo Ying’s disciples.

She’d awakened, just finished a cycle of meditation and breath regulation, hadn’t caught her breath yet, when she saw her two disciples outside in sword-drawn confrontation. Luo Ying looked at them both and commanded softly, “Kneel.”

She remained beautiful. But she only had one arm—half her sleeve hung empty.

Qinghe’s eyes dimmed. “Master, this disciple knows his error.”

“Is this how I taught you swordsmanship?”

Though clearly under an immobilization charm, Qinghe’s body slowly knelt, his voice trembling. “No.”

Back then, Master had patiently taught him repeatedly. Whenever he said he didn’t understand clearly, she’d continue demonstrating, never showing impatience. He felt that when Master danced with her sword, with snow falling everywhere, she seemed to dance among the snowflakes.

“This disciple knows his error and willingly accepts punishment.” With that, several sword wounds suddenly appeared on Qinghe’s body, self-inflicted. Su Zhuyi counted: ten sword wounds total, exactly matching the cuts on her body, same positions, not one different.

Seeing this, Su Zhuyi also knelt, saying directly, “This disciple also erred.” Qinghe was harsh even on himself—her anger was vented. Before Master, she’d still give him some face. What he cared most about was Luo Ying’s attitude toward him.

Luo Ying remained silent, then softly recited a heart-clearing mantra.

That familiar melody arose, and Su Zhuyi thought of Qin Jianglan again. The fire in her heart gradually extinguished, with slight melancholy. But just then, she heard Little Skull’s panicked cries.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t care about much else and flew directly toward Little Skull. She could now fly on artifacts, though she rarely did because her natal magical treasure was a hoe. Despite reforging it over ten years, it remained essentially a hoe. Flying on it looked too ridiculous, but now Su Zhuyi couldn’t care about that.

She flew to Luoxue Peak’s mountainside and saw the yellow dog barking frantically. Though they’d all stayed on Luoxue Peak these ten years, Su Zhuyi had never seen it once. Little Skull had hidden it well—since she disliked it, Su Zhuyi truly hadn’t glimpsed it even once.

“Wu’er!”

“Big sister!” Wu’er’s feet had disappeared, his body floating midair, looking terrified. A formation lay beneath him. Seeing it, Su Zhuyi remembered his previous disappearance and quickly comforted him, “Don’t panic. Is your little uncle looking for you again?”

Over ten years had passed. Little Skull ran all over the mountains daily, nearly forgetting that little uncle. Hearing Su Zhuyi mention it, he suddenly understood. “Ah, is little uncle looking for me?”

“Ah, big sister, I didn’t prepare a gift for little uncle!” Little Skull nearly cried from anxiety. When he’d returned before, little uncle had given him a green ribbon, which he still wore wrapped around his ribs, tying a beautiful bow daily.

Su Zhuyi thought briefly, removed a garnet flower from her hair ornament, and tossed it to him. “This will do.”

Your little uncle gave you green leaves, so you give him a red flower in return. Last time, Little Skull had disappeared instantly—why was this disappearance so slow? Su Zhuyi found it strange but didn’t think much, only saying, “Have fun.”

Once familiar, twice easy—she was used to it.

Little Skull smiled but turned to look at the yellow dog, saying, “Big sister, don’t hit Xiaoxiao.”

Xiaoxiao was the dog’s name.

Indeed, Su Zhuyi had planned to slaughter the dog once Little Skull left. She turned to look at the big yellow dog, meeting its small black eyes quietly watching her, wet with many tears. Earlier, thinking Little Skull was in trouble, the dog had howled while crying…

This was very different from the dog in her memory—those terrifying eyes glowing in the darkness had filled her childhood nightmares.

Little Skull only had a head left, still shouting, “Big sister, don’t hit Xiaoxiao.”

The yellow dog curled up on the ground. Though now tall and mighty, it tried to ball itself up.

“Mm.” She nodded, agreeing.

…

True Spirit Realm.

Qin Jianglan had spent ten years gathering summoning formation materials again. Unexpectedly, this time it took even longer, indicating the ghost creature had become stronger than before. Being stronger meant longer summoning time. It was a ghost creature raised by Su Zhuyi—the stronger it became, the safer she’d be. These years, he’d sensed no unusual movement from the Zhuxin Curse.

Gradually, Little Skull appeared in the formation.

Seeing Qin Jianglan, it immediately rushed over happily, offering the small red flower. “Little uncle, this is a return gift.”

The small red flower carried Su Zhuyi’s scent. Qin Jianglan’s lips curved slightly in a faint smile. He needed to accelerate his cultivation speed and leave here soon.

“Did she send any message for me?” Expending great effort to summon Little Skull again was only for these few words.

But Little Skull didn’t answer; instead, he undressed himself to show the green ribbon on his ribs. “Little uncle, I’ve been wearing the green ribbon you gave me. Big sister had me tie it here—Brother Qinghe taught me the bow knot.”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

Qinghe? That Qinghe from Gujian Sect who’d once been his equal? How had Su Zhuyi ended up with Qinghe? When Su Zhuyi returned, she was only five years old. Could it be that in this life, Qinghe had saved her and even taught them to tie bows? Qin Jianglan frowned, feeling uneasy.

“Little uncle, big sister said this can’t be worn on the head—wearing it on the head means wearing a green hat.”

Qin Jianglan was speechless again, his mouth twitching. He still wore a tender green hair ribbon like bamboo leaves, which he’d reforged after giving one to Little Skull. Now it made his face look somewhat green.

The green ribbon had been on Little Skull all along—could Su Zhuyi not know he was still here?

His eyes darkened as he asked quietly, “Has she mentioned me?”

His face showed no excess emotion, appearing calm, yet his eyelashes trembled slightly with faint panic in his voice. “Has she ever mentioned Qin Jianglan?”

“Little uncle, your name is Qin Jianglan? Yes! We have a tablet at home with Qin Jianglan carved on it.” Speaking of Qin Jianglan, Little Skull had endless things to say. “Big sister lights three incense sticks morning and evening and gives the tablet red fruits. Brother Qinghe asked if Qin Jianglan was the big sister’s father. Big sister said yes…”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

His heart felt gripped tightly by her hands, making breathing difficult for a moment.

“Yes, like second parents.”

His emotional state fluctuated like rising and falling tides, turbulent and churning. Qin Jianglan looked into the distance, his eyes flickering. After a long while, he took Wu’er’s hand. “No rush—tell me slowly.”

“Big sister also said…”

“She said Qin Jianglan is a very handsome person.” Little Skull said sweetly. “I want to grow up to be as handsome as little uncle, too.”

Cool breeze, moon shadows on waves.

A gentle wind smoothed the wrinkles in his heart. Walking against the light, faint smiles hid in shadows, like night-blooming cereus appearing but an instant, yet stunning enough to eclipse even bright moonlight.

“Wu’er.”

“Mm?”

“I miss her very much.”

“Miss who?”

“Big sister.”

“Ah, perfect—me too!” Little Skull answered innocently.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

Chapter 40: The Sword Tomb
After Little Skull left, Su Zhuyi glanced at the yellow dog and said, “Finding food on Luoxue Peak isn’t difficult. Hide yourself somewhere recently and don’t let me see you.”

She raised her hand in a chopping motion. “Otherwise, death.”

The yellow dog Xiaoxiao whimpered and ran off with its tail between its legs. Its pawprints in the snow created a trail of plum blossom shapes, gradually extending into the distance.

…

To participate in the sword dao competition, one first needed a sword.

Ordinary iron swords used for practice wouldn’t do—they’d be cut into sections by others’ flying swords in one strike. How could one spar then? Though countless flying swords had been forged in this world, good swords were rare, and immortal swords could be counted on one’s fingers.

Su Zhuyi knew of only two immortal swords: Qin Jianglan’s Songfeng Sword and Luo Ying’s Qianlong Sword. As for the Longquan Sword currently with Qinghe, it was a fierce sword, also called a demonic sword, whose power surpassed even Luo Ying’s immortal sword.

None of these three swords was forged by people of this era. Qin Jianglan’s Songfeng Sword was obtained from the Sword Tomb in his youth.

Luo Ying’s Qianlong Sword was crafted by predecessors imitating the legendary Longquan Sword, passed down from her master. As for Qinghe’s Longquan Sword, that was the legendary flying sword itself.

To obtain a good sword, or even an immortal sword, one could only search within the Sword Tomb.

In sword cultivators’ eyes, all swords had life—flying swords possessed spirits. No one knew when it began, but sword cultivators approaching their end who hadn’t found suitable successors would bury their lifelong flying sword companions—thus the Sword Tomb formed. Later, these spiritual flying swords began gathering together somehow. After sword cultivators perished, masterless flying swords would return to the Sword Tomb, awaiting those with fate.

The world’s sword cultivators competed every thirty years because the Sword Tomb opened once every thirty years.

Only sword cultivators with a bone age under one hundred could enter to select flying swords. Those over one hundred who tried to force entry would either be powerful enough to destroy the Sword Tomb, but that tomb contained immortal swords, and even in Jianglan’s previous life, Qin Jianglan couldn’t handle so many flying swords. True sword lovers held reverence for the Sword Tomb, and those who achieved mastery in the sword dao wouldn’t destroy it, knowing it was their own flying sword’s final resting place. The other possibility was that those insufficiently powerful who forced entry would be directly shredded to mincemeat by countless flying swords. Over time, no cultivators over one hundred were foolish enough to risk breaking into the Sword Tomb.

Qinghe’s original sword was also found in the Sword Tomb—a high-grade spirit sword, only inferior to immortal swords. If Qinghe could nurture that flying sword long-term, achieving unity of man and sword, the flying sword might even undergo tribulation to become an immortal sword. So his sword wasn’t bad either, except now that Qinghe had become one with the Longquan Sword, his flying sword was essentially ruined, possessing only a sword body without a sword spirit.

In her previous life, Su Zhuyi was a demon who favored rapid advancement and powerfully effective techniques with quick results, staying away from the sword dao. Most sword cultivators were weak in the early stages compared to other cultivators, requiring sect elder protection—otherwise, their limited strength truly wasn’t sufficient. Similarly, excellent sword cultivators became extraordinarily powerful in later stages, breaking ten thousand techniques with one sword, like Luo Ying or Qin Jianglan. But for many, early weakness meant death, so few rogue cultivators learned swordsmanship. Sword cultivators all grew up under sect protection, like Gujian Sect disciples who couldn’t leave the mountain for a hundred years of cultivation.

Now, she learned swordsmanship only for show, so she had no particular requirements for flying swords.

Three flying swords lay on the table—all found by Qinghe for her to choose from slowly.

Master Luo Ying’s face showed no expression as she sat quietly beside, watching Su Zhuyi, then swept her gaze to glance at Qinghe.

She saw Qinghe point at the row of flying swords: “Qingfeng, Luoxue, Zidian—which do you want?”

The cultivation world’s treasures was divided into magical treasures, spirit treasures, and immortal treasures, each with low, mid, and high grades. The three swords before her included two mid-grade magical treasures and one high-grade magical treasure—none were spirit swords, much less immortal swords.

Su Zhuyi casually picked up Qingfeng. Before she could speak, Luo Ying, who’d remained silent, suddenly opened her mouth. “Zhuyi.”

“Master.”

“I’ve seen you use a magical treasure multiple times before. I’ve never seen that treasure, but it protected you in your youth. Is it your natal magical treasure?” At the seal’s bottom, Luo Ying had seen Su Zhuyi’s magical treasure, and yesterday she saw her summon it for flight. Luo Ying kept this in mind and thus asked.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She was too embarrassed to say it was a hoe.

Luo Ying had grown up on an immortal mountain, so she simply didn’t recognize hoes!

“It’s my natal magical treasure, low-grade.” Under Luo Ying’s gaze, Su Zhuyi summoned the hoe. As soon as it appeared, it bobbed and bowed, looking extremely bizarre. These years, she’d replaced the hoe’s wooden handle and reinforced it with artifact-refining materials, but the foundation remained unchanged. While the color and material looked somewhat better now, the peculiar shape couldn’t be altered.

She smiled at Luo Ying. “Master, when might you help me change my natal magical treasure?”

“It’s indeed rather weak.” Looking at that natal magical treasure, Luo Ying nodded. “Once my cultivation recovers somewhat, I’ll find a way to replace it for you.”

Great masters capable of replacing others’ natal magical treasures needed at least Nascent Soul cultivation and sufficient trust. In this world, only Luo Ying barely earned her trust. At the seal’s bottom, Luo Ying’s appearance sacrificing herself with the sword had touched her. She still remembered Luo Ying, covered in blood, severing her arm to send them out.

Su Zhuyi smiled and was about to answer when she felt a chill on her back, her scalp tingling. She immediately said, “Master, focus on healing your injuries. I’m not urgent about this.” She laughed awkwardly, speaking word by word: “Not urgent at all.”

“Mm. These days, I’ll personally teach you swordsmanship.” Luo Ying added.

“No need, Master. Focus on healing. Senior Brother teaches very well—he was so patient this morning.” Su Zhuyi hurriedly said.

Luo Ying looked toward Qinghe again.

Qinghe met Luo Ying’s gaze directly, his voice somewhat low: “Master, I already know my error.”

The two stared at each other for so long that Su Zhuyi felt chilled. Luo Ying didn’t like talking but preferred observing people with her eyes. Whether due to a lack of a heart, she could seemingly see into others’ hearts through their eyes. So she enjoyed staring at people, examining them with those clean, clear eyes like cool lake water, penetrating their hearts.

Su Zhuyi disliked meeting Luo Ying’s gaze, always feeling guilty when their eyes met.

But Qinghe clearly understood Luo Ying’s temperament—when she looked at him, he never looked away.

Tsk tsk, eyes could convey emotions. Surely Qinghe couldn’t have developed deep feelings from being stared at by his master?

After a moment, Luo Ying finally nodded. Su Zhuyi took the Qingfeng sword and left the room. Walking alongside Qinghe for a while, she saw him stop and say, “Today I’ll teach you the second level of Tianxuan Nine Swords.”

After demonstrating once, he asked, “Understand?”

Su Zhuyi shook her head.

Qinghe demonstrated again, then sheathed his sword and walked away.

One time doesn’t work, try twice. Twice doesn’t work, just leave!

This was your so-called patience? What confidence did you have to stare at Master for so long without feeling guilty? Stop teaching me swordsmanship—teach me that instead! Su Zhuyi grumbled internally but said nothing more, turning back to her room.

Hmph, too lazy to argue with a three-hundred-year-old brat she couldn’t beat.

Three months passed in a flash.

During these three months, Su Zhuyi still hadn’t broken through to the Golden Core stage, though she felt she couldn’t suppress it much longer. She constantly felt dark clouds overhead, as if tribulation lightning could strike anytime.

Feeling uneasy, she wanted to ask her master, but was blocked by Qinghe, who wouldn’t let her disturb Master’s secluded cultivation. So she asked Qinghe instead: “I remember cultivators wouldn’t face tribulation lightning if they didn’t attempt breakthroughs themselves. Why do I constantly feel dark clouds gathering overhead recently?”

Qinghe: “It’s been overcast recently. Everyone has dark clouds overhead.”

Su Zhuyi was about to say more when she heard Qinghe say, “Tomorrow we all descend the mountain together, heading to the Yunxiao Sect.”

Su Zhuyi immediately closed her mouth.

These three months, she’d been unmotivated to cultivate because she urgently wanted to know who that Qin Jianglan was, whether he was truly the person in her heart, and if so, whether he retained memories of their previous life.

She wanted to know the answer and resolve this obsession. She hadn’t been so attached originally, but not knowing the answer made her unable to forget.

The next day, Su Zhuyi left her room. She didn’t wear all white or Gujian Sect disciple robes, but the red dress she’d had someone buy from outside. The trailing red gown was breathtaking, like heavenly clouds mistakenly fallen to earth.

Her hair wasn’t simply bound with a wooden hairpin as before, but styled in an elaborate coiffure with pearl ornaments. Sixteen-year-old Su Zhuyi’s features still showed slight youthfulness, but her eyes already held bewitching charm—an allure between pure and seductive that was endearingly captivating with every smile and frown.

Su Zhuyi was extremely confident in her appearance. Upon seeing Senior Brother Qinghe, she instinctively flashed him a brilliant smile.

Then…

She heard him say, “Going to the Yunxiao Sect this time, you represent the Gujian Sect. Go change into disciple robes.”

“Though Master is a Luoxue Peak successor not bound by Gujian Sect rules, she strictly follows regulations and never violates them.” Qinghe’s expression was cold, his voice carrying unquestionable authority.

“What if I don’t change?”

“Then don’t expect to see Qin Jianglan.” Speaking these words, Qinghe emphasized each of the three characters in “Qin Jianglan.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Damn it, how unlucky! Reluctantly, she could only return to change into disciple robes, transforming from heavenly fire clouds into a little white cabbage in the fields. Wearing disciple robes made her elaborate hairstyle look cumbersome, so she had to undo her hair and style it in a simple dao bun. The garnet flowers she’d previously worn in her hair had all been given to Little Skull. Su Zhuyi’s head was completely bare of ornaments. She hadn’t left the mountain for these years, only having Zang Peak people bring one outfit and a few accessories from outside. Now she couldn’t wear any of them, forced to meet Qin Jianglan looking plain and simple.

She’d never dressed so elegantly in front of him before. Even on the Yunxiao Sect’s Wangtian Tree, whatever color or style of clothes she wanted to wear, he’d satisfy her requests.

So back then, she loved wearing thin gauze that occasionally revealed shoulders and arms, flaunting before his eyes.

Flaunting until that pure, passionless person eventually transformed into a wolf.

Meeting again in this life, what kind of scene would it be? This descent from the mountain held another purpose in Su Zhuyi’s heart.

She wanted to know how much this world had changed because of the Liuguang Mirror and because of her.

Whether the Xueluo Sect had risen, whether Changning Village in the northwest had been destroyed, whether this world’s trajectory remained the same as her previous life, or had completely changed.

All this she must personally confirm to feel at peace.

Chapter 41: Changes
The Gujian Sect was far from the Yunxiao Sect. Their group set out early in the morning and only arrived at the Yunxiao Sect at dusk.

On the spirit boat, Su Zhuyi had intended to greet the other senior and junior disciples—after all, she was skilled at utilizing all kinds of connections. However, with Qinghe by her side, even though they were all from the same sect, no one dared approach within three feet of Qinghe.

Qinghe was completely two-faced. At Luoxue Peak, dressed in white robes, he still appeared sunny and handsome, but once he came out, his entire person seemed rather gloomy, lacking the vigor of youth. Sitting there like a piece of rotten wood, he looked lifeless and deathly still. However, now that he had become one with the Longquan Sword, the fact that he no longer carried much murderous aura was already extremely rare.

When they were approaching the Yunxiao Sect, Su Zhuyi saw the Wangtian Tree from afar.

She had lived on that tree for six hundred years and was extremely familiar with the Wangtian Tree. Seeing it now, she stood up and walked to the edge of the spirit boat’s rail, supporting herself on the rail as she looked up. Her eyes sparkled slightly. Her eyelashes were long and curved, like two small fans. The golden fragments of dusk scattered on her long lashes, as if tiny stars and dots of flowers were embroidered on the small fans. When the fans swayed, they seemed to shake out golden powder.

Against the gentle evening glow, in everyone’s eyes, the little junior sister from Luoxue Peak who was afraid of death was so beautiful that people became dazed, so beautiful that they couldn’t look away, as if they had been cursed with a soul-stealing spell. For a moment, they all stared blankly, forgetting the words they had been speaking.

Such a beauty—who would be willing to let her die? It seemed that being afraid of death wasn’t such a shameful thing after all.

At this moment, someone finally mustered the courage to step forward and stammered, “Little junior sister, are you looking at the Wangtian Tree?” The little junior sister was close to Qinghe, and even approaching made him feel trembling with fear, as if the weather near Qinghe’s side had become cooler, and the spirit boat’s deck had even formed ice. However, the beauty before him was so captivating that despite his nervousness, he had to steel himself and muster the courage to say a few words—otherwise, he would be unable to sleep tonight.

Su Zhuyi turned her head and saw a somewhat familiar face, as if she had seen him somewhere before.

“I am Gu Feiyue from Cang Peak. Little junior sister has cultivated arduously for ten years without descending the mountain, so you probably haven’t heard of my name.”

So it was Gu Feiyue. In this lifetime, she had met him earlier. The current Gu Feiyue was extremely young, and his features were much more immature. Su Zhuyi herself hadn’t taken these men to heart, so when she first saw him, she only felt his face was familiar, but didn’t know who he was. But once he mentioned his name, she remembered.

Su Zhuyi smiled slightly, “So it’s Senior Brother Gu. I’ve long admired your reputation.” She turned back to look at the Wangtian Tree. “Is that tree called the Wangtian Tree? At a glance, you can’t even see its top.”

Even using divine consciousness to look, one couldn’t see the top of the Wangtian Tree.

“Yes, I heard that the Wangtian Tree can reach directly to the immortal realm and is the foundation of the Yunxiao Sect,” Gu Feiyue said.

Su Zhuyi giggled twice, “Then those living on the Wangtian Tree would be immortals, wouldn’t they?” Her voice was sweet and delicate, yet not the kind of affected tenderness. It was like honey had been added—soft and sweet, making people’s hearts feel sweet too. It was sweet but not cloying, and just hearing that voice made people comfortable.

“No one can live on the Yunxiao Sect’s Wangtian Tree—that’s a forbidden area of the Yunxiao Sect. Just like our Luoxue Peak, ordinary disciples cannot enter Luoxue Peak,” Gu Feiyue said. “Junior sister, being accepted as a disciple by Senior Luo is truly great fortune. In the future, you will surely achieve great mastery in the sword dao.”

After chatting with Gu Feiyue for a while and successfully making him develop a great fondness for her, Su Zhuyi saw that the spirit boat had arrived and obediently returned to Qinghe’s side, disembarking with him. However, before leaving, she didn’t forget to turn back with a smile, meeting Gu Feiyue’s gaze perfectly, then shyly and timidly looked away.

Even though Su Zhuyi’s heart was thinking of Qin Jianglan, she didn’t mind other men developing feelings for her. Who knows—perhaps someday she could use them? Moreover, this was the man who had been infatuated with her in her previous life, and his qualifications weren’t bad either.

When she turned away, the smile in Su Zhuyi’s eyes completely disappeared. Beside her, Qinghe glanced at her and continued walking forward expressionlessly.

The Yunxiao Sect, being such a great sect with deep foundations, naturally cultivated excellent disciples. The disciple who received them was courteous, leading them to the guest rooms that had already been arranged. The guest rooms were situated against mountains and beside water, extremely elegant, with very rich spiritual energy.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t sit still. While Elder Liu Rumei from Gujian Sect’s Fuliu Peak was conversing with the Yunxiao Sect cultivators, she paced around outside the rooms. After they finished talking, Su Zhuyi walked directly over. At this moment, she transformed, becoming an arrogant and willful young girl. Raising her chin, she asked the person, “I heard your Yunxiao Sect produced a sword cultivator of amazing talent who claims to surpass my Senior Brother Qinghe. I want to see for myself just how capable he is, daring to claim equal fame with my senior brother.”

Liu Rumei glared at her and scolded in a low voice, “Su Zhuyi, step back! What kind of behavior is this?”

She snorted defiantly, grabbed her sword, and charged forward, asking as she ran, “Where is Qin Jianglan? I want to see just how powerful his sword is!” On the way, she encountered another Yunxiao Sect disciple and angrily went up to block his path. “Hey, go tell Qin Jianglan that I, Su Zhuyi, want to meet him in advance and compete with him.”

Her skin was snow-white, her cheeks rosy red, and her hair bun had become somewhat disheveled, with a strand of beautiful hair hanging down against her cheek. The wind blew it to her lips. The girl’s petulance, combined with that moving face, became full of aggressive charm, suppressing the anger of the man she had blocked. He stared with wide eyes, and when he came to his senses, he somewhat embarrassedly turned his head away, repeatedly saying, “This fellow Daoist wants to find Junior Brother Qin. I’ll go help you ask.”

Su Zhuyi had a reason for approaching this person. The Yunxiao Sect disciples wore similar sect robes, but the jade pendants at their waists were different, and the green hues of the Wangtian Tree embroidered on their lapels also varied. Only through careful observation could these differences be detected. The person before her had a jade pendant with a crane pattern—he should be from the Songhe Valley lineage of the Yunxiao Sect. The Wangtian Tree’s color was deep green, indicating he was a direct disciple of Elder Crane from Songhe Valley. Then he and Qin Jianglan should have the same master, so naturally he could speak with Qin Jianglan and call him out.

While Su Zhuyi was doing these things, Qinghe’s gaze behind her was sharp as a blade, but she paid no attention, feeling no pressure whatsoever. Even Liu Rumei felt somewhat chilly under Qinghe’s invisible pressure and looked at Su Zhuyi with hesitation. But Su Zhuyi acted as if nothing was wrong. She knew Qinghe was watching her, wanting her to mind her words and behavior and not disgrace their master’s reputation. She deliberately didn’t care—she could handle it!

Before long, the Yunxiao Sect disciple she had called upon brought over a seventeen or eighteen-year-old young sword cultivator.

The moment she saw that azure robe from afar, Su Zhuyi’s mind exploded with a thunderous roar. She touched her toes lightly, and in several leaps, her body flew toward him like a swallow. Qin Jianglan, who had been cold and expressionless, suddenly raised his head and saw that tender, spring-willow-like pale green color rushing toward him. In the instant it approached him, the willow branch transformed into a sharp sword with killing intent fully revealed.

His expression changed slightly. Instinctively sensing the opponent’s killing intent, his flying sword had already left its sheath. The few powerful individuals nearby who sensed the killing intent on her also had dramatic changes in expression, while those with weaker abilities were completely confused. The senior brother beside them, who had dragged Qin Jianglan over, was still smiling cheerfully at Su Zhuyi, completely unaware of her killing intent. “I brought the person for you…”

Su Zhuyi shed all her murderous aura at the last moment, controlling the killing intent in her heart. Her brows furrowed as she asked, “You’re called Qin Jianglan?”

“I am Qin Chuan, styled Jianglan.”

Chapter 42: Setting Things Right
That little Xiao Sanyang from Changning Village—he had entered the Yunxiao Sect and become Qin Jianglan.

Su Zhuyi’s hand directly grabbed his lapel, bunching up his clothes. Her movements were too fast, striking as swiftly as lightning, so quick that even Qin Chuan couldn’t dodge. His senior brother beside him was dumbfounded, repeatedly saying, “If there’s something to discuss, let’s talk nicely.”

At this moment, Qinghe stepped forward and said coldly, “Junior sister.”

Only then did Elder Liu from the Gujian Sect react, scolding, “Su Zhuyi, what are you doing?”

Su Zhuyi released her grip, gently smoothing the wrinkles on his clothes, and smiled, “Nothing, I mistook you for someone else.”

Unexpectedly, Qin Chuan suddenly asked, “You’re Qinghe’s junior sister? Then you’re the disciple of Senior Luo Ying?”

Qin Chuan knew of Luo Ying. Back then, under the seal, Luo Ying sacrificed herself to the sword. His little master had grabbed him with a hoe and taken him away from the seal, but in the end, only he came out. His little master had fallen into the seal’s crack, and Senior Luo hadn’t come out either.

At that time, his mind went completely blank. A senior brother dragged him forward, but before they had run far, he felt hot blood splashing on his face and body. Turning his head, he saw that the senior brother beside him had his head fly right off—his body was still moving forward, but his head was gone.

Qin Chuan had suffered a series of shocks and was already on edge. The sight of his senior brother’s head flying off became the last straw that broke him. Qin Chuan directly fainted. When he woke up, it was midnight. He wandered around in the mountains and somehow managed to get out of Qilian Mountain. After that, he fell seriously ill and struggled in the streets for more than half a month. When he was closing his eyes, waiting for death, he was picked up by his master, who was traveling like a wandering cloud and wild crane. He joined the Yunxiao Sect and became a sword cultivator.

Because of the shock he had suffered, he initially forgot many things. By the time he remembered, it was already three years later. He asked his master whether Luo Ying was well, and his master said Luo Ying had always been fine, never hearing of anything wrong. When he further asked about Qilian Mountain, his master also said he hadn’t heard of anything amiss there, so Qin Chuan always felt that those experiences seemed like a dream. He then asked about Changning Village and the Feihong Sect. His master naturally couldn’t answer, but promised to ask around. The news that came back a month later struck Qin Chuan like a thunderbolt.

Changning Village had turned into ruins, and the Feihong Sect had been completely wiped out.

Qin Chuan begged his master to take him back to Changning Village. He saw that the village where he had once lived no longer had any trace of life. It had been razed to the ground, with almost nothing left. The houses were gone, the well was gone, the sacred tree at the village entrance was gone, and home was gone…

He had lost his parents and relatives, his best friend, and his neighbors. He had just remembered them not long ago, only to lose them forever once again.

He told his master about his experiences.

However, when they went to Qilian Mountain to investigate carefully, they found no seal, no evil sword, and no remains of any Feihong Sect disciples. Instead, they discovered traces of demonic cultivators, seemingly related to the Corpse Control Sect. Elder Crane had also inquired about Luo Ying’s situation and learned that after Luo Ying had captured her wayward disciple Qinghe, she had gone into seclusion. She was perfectly fine and had never been injured. It seemed that what he had experienced was just a nightmare—the evil sword, Luo Ying, none of it was real.

But the destruction of Changning Village was real. Since then, the once cheerful and enthusiastic Qin Chuan had disappeared. He became sullen, only knowing how to bury his head in sword practice. In just a few short years, his cultivation had advanced by leaps and bounds to the Foundation Establishment stage. He had practiced the Yunxiao Sect’s Canglang Sword Art to the fourth level and was showing signs of comprehending his sword intent. Moreover, he had defeated Xu Lingfeng, the senior brother who had been the most prominent among the Yunxiao Sect’s younger generation, in the sect’s sword competition. Although Xu Lingfeng had suppressed his cultivation at the time, in terms of pure swordsmanship, he had won.

When his cultivation advanced and his sword dao matured, he would definitely descend the mountain to gain experience, eliminate demons and protect the righteous path, and slaughter those demonic cultivators who harmed innocents, seeking revenge for Changning Village.

At this moment, hearing that the woman before him was Luo Ying’s disciple, Qin Chuan couldn’t help but ask again, “Are you the disciple Senior Luo took in ten years ago?”

Luo Ying’s disciple!

Qin Chuan still remembered his little master’s face—red lips and white teeth, lovely as ice and snow. He remembered how his little master looked when falling into the crack. Over these years, he had dreamed of it many times, and each time he woke up, he was covered in cold sweat.

That silver dragon had carried him flying out of the crack, but the little master who had grabbed him couldn’t come out. Even if Senior Luo was still alive, what about the little master who had fallen?

In his youth, he had greatly admired his little master, thinking he was particularly amazing. After entering the Yunxiao Sect and embarking on the path of cultivation, he finally understood that his little master wasn’t amazing at all. Having fallen down there, his chances of survival were slim to none—he was dead.

Qin Chuan had always been kind-hearted, and his little master’s death had left him with constant guilt. Until recently, when he heard that this sword competition would include a disciple of Luo Ying, there had been no news about this person. He had originally tried to inquire about it, but couldn’t find any definite information. He only heard that the disciple was famous for being afraid of death, so he hadn’t paid much attention. But now, seeing the real person and hearing her say she had mistaken him for someone else, combined with the fact that Luo Ying had taken in a disciple ten years ago, and her somewhat familiar face—all these conditions linked together made Qin Chuan’s heart race.

Originally, Su Zhuyi had released him, but now he reached out to grab Su Zhuyi’s arm, saying excitedly, “Is it you? Is it you? Are you the little master from Changning Village? You… you’re a girl?”

The man beside them was Qin Chuan’s senior brother, Fang Yueran. Seeing his usually cold and distant junior brother show such excited expression, he was stunned speechless. “These two people are old acquaintances?”

Liu Rumei, who had been preparing to call Su Zhuyi back to the room, also frowned. Since the two knew each other and seemed to have a deep relationship, grabbing and pulling at each other, it seemed there was no major problem. What happened earlier was probably just a misunderstanding.

Su Zhuyi smiled. Her eyes sparkled with watery light as she went along with Qin Chuan’s words, “I thought I had mistaken you for someone else. So it is you. It’s been so long since we last met. Shall we find a place with no one around to catch up in private?” She tilted her head slightly, gently tucking her scattered hair behind her ear. Every gesture and movement appeared extremely elegant, making people unable to help but look at her more.

Qin Chuan naturally nodded in agreement and led the way.

Su Zhuyi followed behind, her thoughts turning over countless times.

The Qin Jianglan from her previous life was indeed gone. He had sacrificed himself to the Liuguang Mirror, and he was the most amazingly talented person in thousands of years. His cultivation had eventually made him the best in the world. The disappearance of such a person would cause tremendous changes, so Xiao Sanyang had appeared, silently taking Qin Jianglan’s place.

If the Heavenly Dao could be so easily changed beyond recognition, it wouldn’t be worthy of being called the Heavenly Dao.

The Liuguang Mirror was a Dao artifact that made time flow backward, bringing her back to a thousand years ago. Her actions would cause many things to deviate from their original positions, but there would be an invisible hand setting things right, checking for omissions, and filling gaps. At least it couldn’t let the historical trajectory deviate too far. Some insignificant people naturally didn’t matter, but those who had amazed the ages or left their mark in infamy throughout the long river of history couldn’t be missing—they could only be replaced somehow.

But she couldn’t tolerate it!

She couldn’t tolerate Qin Chuan becoming Qin Jianglan!

Even if Qin Chuan felt guilty toward her, even if they had already formed a good relationship, even if there was something indescribable in the way he looked at her and the possibility of being conquered by her, she still couldn’t tolerate it.

Su Zhuyi walked behind him, her breathing becoming rapid. The current Qin Chuan was only at the Foundation Establishment stage, and he was completely unguarded against her. She had suppressed her killing intent earlier because there were so many cultivators around, including two powerful figures like Qinghe and Liu Rumei. If she acted, she definitely wouldn’t succeed. But now…

Su Zhuyi circulated the spiritual energy in her body, and faint flames appeared in her palms. But just then, a hand landed on her shoulder, and coolness instantly surged through her entire body, extinguishing even the weak flames of her Blazing Palm technique.

With this splash of cold water, Su Zhuyi immediately came to her senses. She wasn’t an impulsive person—she had just been blinded by the rage in her heart and confused by the news she had just received. Right now, she was in the Yunxiao Sect. If she killed Qin Chuan, she wouldn’t be able to escape either. She didn’t care whether the Gujian Sect and Yunxiao Sect would tear each other apart or whether it would implicate the Gujian Sect because of this—she only cared about whether she could escape after killing someone.

If she died because of this after being reborn, it would be ridiculous.

Old Dog Qin would probably be so angry he’d come back to life even after death. Thinking of this, the corners of her mouth even twitched upward. If he did come back to life, that would be quite good. If not for this disappointment, Su Zhuyi herself wouldn’t have realized that Old Dog Qin occupied quite an important position in her heart.

Important enough that in that instant just now, she had almost lost her rationality. Glancing at Qinghe beside her, whose expression was as gloomy as water, Su Zhuyi pouted, signaling him to go away.

Qinghe stared at her, and she stared back, her gaze much calmer now. Seeing this, Qinghe gradually concealed his form. Qin Chuan didn’t even know that another person had appeared behind him just now, that he had walked before the gates of hell. He pushed open a door, saying, “This is the Crane Garden of our Songhe Valley. I usually practice my sword here, and no outsiders come by.”

Behind the door, there was a crane standing on one foot in the center. Seeing people approach and recognizing Qin Chuan, the crane switched to standing on its other foot and lowered its head to peck at insects on the grass.

The garden was filled with rich spiritual energy, with green grass like a carpet. In the distance was a blue lake. Weeping willows were planted in a circle around the lake. When the wind blew, the willow catkins danced like snowflakes, falling into the lake’s heart and occasionally stirring up ripples.

Qin Chuan brought Su Zhuyi to a pavilion. He didn’t have the habit of carrying spiritual fruits and fine wine in his magical treasures, so he felt somewhat embarrassed at the moment. But because he had so much to say, he didn’t think about it too much and directly asked, “Little master, were you saved by Senior Luo back then? How have you been all these years?”

“I’m so happy that you didn’t die.” Qin Chuan, who usually only knew how to bury his head in sword practice and appeared cold and difficult to approach, now wanted nothing more than to hold Su Zhuyi’s hand and ask questions. Tears glistened in his eyes, and if he hadn’t been holding back, tears would have fallen by now.

His voice choked as he said, “Little master, Changning Village was massacred. My father, my mother—they’re all dead.”

Hearing these words, Su Zhuyi wasn’t particularly shocked. Since Heaven had forcibly inserted a Qin Jianglan, the destruction of Changning Village was also within expectations. But thinking about it further, were the villagers of Changning Village that important? Important enough for the Heavenly Dao to set things right? How was that possible? They were just a group of ordinary mortals.

She showed a sorrowful expression, tears welling up in her eyes as she exclaimed, “How could this happen? Do you know who did it?”

Qin Chuan then told Su Zhuyi in detail about the situation he and his master had investigated at the time. She listened while thinking.

Changning Village had been destroyed, but the Xueluo Sect would still select some boys and girls for training. This time, without her and without Old Dog Qin to save people, the only survivor would be Zhang Enning. That meant Su Qingxun had just died like that?

When she heard that not a single corpse of the Feihong Sect cultivators who had died back then was found, and some traces suggested it might be related to the Corpse Control Sect, suspicion arose in her heart again. In her previous life, there had been no Corpse Control Sect involved in the massacre of Changning Village. Corpse Control Sect, Corpse Control Sect—she suddenly thought of someone.

Zhang Enning!

Zhang Enning, who had obtained Ji Wuxin’s cultivation method and had been taught cultivation techniques by her, could draw spiritual energy into his body! Could it be that Zhang Enning hadn’t been captured by the Xueluo Sect, and the so-called Corpse Control Sect was related to him!

Chapter 43: Chess Pieces
Ji Wuxin’s corpse control techniques could be said to have reached the pinnacle of mastery.

He could be considered the supreme lord of the demonic path from five thousand years ago. The cultivation methods and secret manuals he left behind were certainly extremely powerful. But no matter how powerful, in that spiritually barren land of Changning Village, where one could only rely on eating tree roots to gain weak spiritual energy, Zhang Enning’s cultivation couldn’t make much progress within a year. His qualifications were considerably inferior to Qin Chuan’s—reaching the first level of Qi Refining would already be his good fortune.

And Zhang Enning at the first level of Qi Refining couldn’t escape, unless he happened not to be present.

Su Zhuyi thought for a moment, then asked, “What about that old tree at the village entrance? What did it look like when you saw it?”

Qin Chuan carefully recalled and honestly answered, “The old tree was gone too. That whole area had become a big pit, as if the ground had collapsed.”

Hearing these words, Su Zhuyi’s brows immediately furrowed tightly, creating a small crease between her eyebrows that made people’s hearts itch with affection and pity, wanting nothing more than to smooth away her anxiety for her. In his childhood, Qin Chuan had extremely admired his little master, believing that despite his young age, he possessed world-shaking abilities, was even more capable than the village chief, and had saved Changning Village. Even when the Feihong Sect disciples later said he had been manipulating things from the shadows, he didn’t believe it, because he remembered how his little master had been covered in blood at the time, limping and unable to stand straight, yet still fought against the living corpses and risked everything to save a child from the village.

At that time, the adults didn’t dare step forward and ignored even their children. It was his little master who led the living corpses away, allowing the child to be saved.

Later, when he was saved by him again in the seal, the image of him as a good person became irreversible in Qin Chuan’s heart. That good person had saved him and died in the process.

And now, he had become her.

The little master who had been good-looking since childhood had grown up to be stunningly beautiful. She was dressed very plainly and simply, her black hair like clouds without any ornaments, completely different from his fellow senior and junior sisters at the Yunxiao Sect. She wasn’t that kind of bright and dazzling beauty, but rather like mist over cold water and moonlight over sand—hazy and elegant, yet somehow making his heart beat wildly without reason.

Su Zhuyi had been a demoness before and quite enjoyed having men look at her with infatuated gazes. But now, when Qin Chuan was merely showing the first signs of admiration like a naive youth, she felt uncomfortable all over. Her face darkened, cold as frost, and she glanced at him with great intimidating power.

That one glance made Qin Chuan’s heart jump with alarm. The small ripples that had just risen in his heart were directly frozen into ice. He sensed her displeasure just now and immediately felt he had been presumptuous, silently lowering his head.

“The old tree collapsed into the ground, but it wasn’t burned into charcoal?”

“Was it the kind where it seemed like someone had uprooted it entirely?” Seeing him like this, Su Zhuyi continued asking.

Hearing Su Zhuyi’s description, Qin Chuan thought about it and realized that it was indeed the case. So he nodded and asked cautiously, “That’s exactly right. How did little master know? Could there be some key point that both my master’s and I overlooked?”

Su Zhuyi pursed her lips and sighed, “No, I just thought since it was a sacred tree, I hoped it could escape disaster.” Her eyes dimmed. “It would be great if it could grow legs and run away by itself.”

In her heart, she cursed herself for having a loose tongue and restless hands. She wanted to slap herself. She should have just honestly been a villain—why did she have to proudly say one more thing before leaving, and even carve her name on the tree, acting so ostentatiously?

That sacred tree had probably really run away!

It had grown legs and run!

But in such a short time, how could it possibly have grown legs and run? Plants had an even harder time cultivating than humans—without a hundred thousand years, it would be difficult to see much progress…

A sacred tree becoming sentient and growing legs to run away was impossible, yet it had happened.

Zhang Enning’s strength was so low that he clearly couldn’t have escaped, yet he seemed to have escaped, too.

Su Zhuyi was so shocked that she suddenly raised her head. Could it be that the sacred tree had sensed danger and, to grow legs and run away, had acknowledged Zhang Enning—the only person in Changning Village who had embarked on the cultivation path and gnawed on tree roots daily—as its master?

She suddenly wanted to curse. No, she had to go back and ask whether the destruction of the Feihong Sect was done by Qinghe.

“Little master, little master?” Seeing Su Zhuyi’s expression was wrong, Qin Chuan asked with some concern.

Su Zhuyi shook her head, “I’m fine. There’s still the sword competition tomorrow, so I’ll go back first. We’ll continue another day.”

“Alright, I’ll escort you.”

Su Zhuyi left the Crane Garden and returned to the room the Yunxiao Sect had arranged for the Gujian Sect. As soon as she entered, she discovered someone sitting inside.

“Oh, senior brother, you’re in my room. What are you planning to do?” If Su Zhuyi had to put on an act in front of others, in front of Qinghe, she showed her true colors completely. After all, they were similar types—there was no need to put on airs in front of someone of the same kind.

“Tomorrow’s competition—if you face Qin Chuan, don’t think about accidentally killing him.” Qinghe stared at Su Zhuyi and said coldly. He knew about Qin Jianglan’s stone tablet and had once asked who that person was. He also remembered Su Zhuyi’s answer. This person with the same name at the Yunxiao Sect was not the one carved on her tablet, carved in her heart.

The corner of Su Zhuyi’s mouth twitched. Qinghe saw things clearly and understood well.

She had restrained herself from acting today precisely because she had considered whether she could escape, but the martial arts platform was different. In sword fights, anything could happen. If she accidentally killed someone, or at the very least crippled his cultivation, even if the Yunxiao Sect was furious enough to jump up and down and wanted to dismember her, as a righteous famous sect, what could they do to her? She was a demonic cultivator who had spent her entire life struggling on the demonic path. Even though she had spent the last six hundred years at the Yunxiao Sect, she hadn’t gone anywhere, only staying on the Wangtian Tree. She felt that having an accident during martial arts competitions was all too easy. In Xueluo Sect disciple competitions, only one could survive. Finding a way to kill Qin Chuan, whose cultivation was inferior to hers, would not be difficult.

“There are barriers on the arena that won’t allow you to accidentally kill anyone.”

“Qin Chuan was born with Triple Yang Convergence, rare in a thousand years, with excellent qualifications and an upright character—he’s a natural-born sword cultivator. If nothing unexpected happens, in a few hundred years, his sword dao cultivation will surpass mine.” Qinghe said coldly, “I can see it, and the Yunxiao Sect cultivators have long since seen it. They naturally treasure him like a precious gem, hoping he’ll surpass Master in the future. They absolutely won’t let you have any accidents.”

These words made Su Zhuyi frown deeply and fall silent.

“Taking ten thousand steps back, even if you succeeded, you could only atone with your death.”

“In sword dao competitions, those who accidentally kill shall have their cultivation destroyed at minimum, or pay with their lives at worst. Is your life important, or is a person’s name important?”

“Then, when do you think I should make my move, senior brother?”

“If it’s simply because of the name, you can challenge him to a duel. On the martial arts platform, if you win, make him change his courtesy name.”

Qinghe, worthy of being someone who had merged with an evil sword, didn’t feel there was anything improper about Su Zhuyi wanting to kill someone. He even reasonably offered suggestions: “If you find him displeasing and must kill him, you could try in the Sword Tomb, but it’s best to wait until you’re in a secret realm, especially the kind that can isolate you from the outside world.” Qin Chuan had a special status and was so valued by the Yunxiao Sect that they might have already lit his soul lamp. The scene of his death would tell the sect elders through the soul lamp, so killing him required careful caution.

After Qinghe finished speaking, he stood up to leave. Su Zhuyi quickly stopped him, “Senior brother, senior brother, don’t go. Rarely, you spoken so much to me today. Let’s have a good chat.”

“Why would I kill Qin Chuan? Senior brother, you’re overthinking.” Seeing Qinghe ignore her and stride toward the door with his long legs, she added, “I’ll just ask one question—did you destroy the Feihong Sect?”

Qinghe hadn’t been at Luoxue Peak for the previous ten years. If he had taken his anger out on the Feihong Sect because of Luo Ying’s matter, it wouldn’t be impossible. It was just that he had to suppress the evil sword—if he had destroyed the entire Feihong Sect, the murderous aura on him probably couldn’t be eliminated.

“No,” Qinghe answered coldly.

He had worked so hard to barely suppress the evil sword. Thinking of the situation when suppressing the Longquan Sword, Qinghe’s expression became somewhat subtle.

Currently, he and the Longquan Sword maintained a delicate balance. If he made one careless mistake, he would trigger the Longquan Sword again, and then Master would suffer again. Why had she used herself as a sacrifice to the sword, so that now, unless the Longquan Sword was destroyed, her body could hardly recover?

But if the Longquan Sword was destroyed, he would never see Master again.

In the end, he was also selfish. Thinking of this, coldness flashed in Qinghe’s eyes. He strode out of the room, then heard Su Zhuyi ask from behind, “When you rushed to the seal back then, did you kill those Feihong Sect cultivators?”

His figure paused. “Yes!”

After they came out, they ran outside without hesitation. Not one person, not one person looked back. Master had saved those heartless, ungrateful things.

“Did you dispose of the bodies?”

“No!” At that time, he was worried about Master and burning with rage, completely losing his rationality. How could he remember to clean up after killing people?

After answering, Qinghe left.

Su Zhuyi began thinking again. Qinghe hadn’t cleaned up after killing people at all. His reputation was great, and his sword intent was quite recognizable. A knowledgeable high-level sword cultivator would recognize it. If he hadn’t disguised himself when killing and hadn’t disposed of the bodies afterward, then someone to investigate could see who had done it.

With so many Feihong Sect disciples missing, it was impossible they wouldn’t go look. There was someone called Liu Zhen in that group, and everyone gathered around her. Judging by her attire, which wasn’t ordinary, her status in the Feihong Sect wasn’t low, so the Feihong Sect would investigate. But since no news of Qinghe killing people had spread, it meant the Feihong Sect hadn’t found out.

Organizing the timeline, in this life, the Feihong Sect’s destruction occurred two or three years after the Changning Village massacre…

Didn’t this suggest that after Qinghe killed people, someone had moved those corpses, taking the cultivators’ bodies to practice corpse control techniques?

This could explain why Qinghe’s killings weren’t exposed, why Qin Chuan and the others saw no remains when they returned, but instead found traces of demonic cultivators using corpse control techniques.

If this hypothesis were true…

Su Zhuyi quickly organized a thread in her mind.

Little Xiao Sanyang Qin Chuan had, through fortunate circumstances, joined the Yunxiao Sect and become Qin Jianglan.

Zhang Enning had taken the old tree as a spirit pet, greatly increased in strength, and become a demon lord, replacing Qinghe, who no longer killed.

As for which of the boys and girls abducted by the Xueluo Sect would win, could it be Su Qingxun?

And she, Su Zhuyi, had instead become Luo Ying’s disciple at the Gujian Sect.

Didn’t this mean that Luo Ying and Qinghe would die before long, too?

Including Little Skull, who would also perish?

Thinking this way, Su Zhuyi suddenly felt a chill.

It was as if an invisible hand was playing a chess game that toyed with human hearts.

It wouldn’t directly decree who should live or die, but would arrange various opportunities and coincidences, guiding them onto their destined trajectories.

Making them believe they were the masters of their fate.

What did it matter if the Liuguang Mirror had made subtle errors? There would always be suitable chess pieces to take suitable positions.

Su Zhuyi’s heart pounded rapidly. She suddenly felt severe pain in her chest that nearly made her faint.

Chapter 44: Her Aspirations Lie Elsewhere
Was it the Zhuxin Curse?

Su Zhuyi curled up in pain, wishing in that instant that she could dig out her own heart.

As her consciousness gradually blurred, she hazily saw something indistinct appear for a moment in her dantian’s sea of consciousness, seemingly a mirror. The mirror’s surface was shattered and fragmented, and through it she saw many faces of herself.

The small hoe that had originally resided in her sea of consciousness gradually dimmed in radiance, and that weak spiritual connection finally disappeared completely.

A thunderous boom exploded, and Su Zhuyi jolted awake. The windows of her room had been blown open by the wind, and the left and right window panels were beating against the frames with loud pattering sounds. Fierce winds swept fallen leaves into the room, knocking over the lamp on the table. Moments later, torrential rain poured down from the sky. Su Zhuyi sat on a stool beside the table as the slanting rainwater splashed onto her face.

Her complexion was deathly pale, her lips dark purple, and her entire body was ice-cold.

A bolt of lightning tore through the sky as if striking directly at her head, reminding Su Zhuyi of the lightning tribulation that had appeared above the Wangtian Tree in her previous life. She felt the threat of death, as if a sharp sword hung above her head, only a hair’s breadth from her scalp. A golden lightning-formed sword, grasped by Heaven itself, cut through the night sky and, accompanied by violent winds and sudden rain, struck down at her neck.

Was it a lightning tribulation? Her Golden Core tribulation?

At that moment, the blurred mirror in her sea of consciousness disappeared again. The already shattered mirror fragments transformed into countless streams of light that sank into her sea of consciousness. In the next moment, the sense of crisis hanging over her head vanished.

Su Zhuyi clutched her chest and groaned in discomfort, suddenly catching sight of a dark shadow at the window.

Qinghe stood there, asking, “I asked you to break through to the Golden Core realm at Luoxue Peak, and you refused. Now you’re undergoing tribulation here?”

As his words fell, the tribulation clouds in the sky dispersed, the wind stopped, and the rain ceased. He frowned and asked, “How do you feel?”

“Alright.” Su Zhuyi managed to respond with difficulty.

“The tribulation clouds have scattered. Don’t let trivial matters disturb your mind and create inner demons.” He paused, “I cannot kill people right now.”

Though he only spoke half the sentence, Su Zhuyi understood Qinghe’s meaning.

Qinghe thought she had disturbed her mind because she wanted to kill Qin Chuan. He couldn’t kill people right now, but if he could, he might have acted to kill Qin Chuan…

But who could say for certain?

After Qinghe left, Su Zhuyi stood up and closed the windows. Then she checked the room’s array formations and restrictions, discovering that the guest room’s prohibitions had all been destroyed by the wind, rain, and lightning. The power required for this was so great that no one would believe it if told.

She reset the array formations and laid down her barrier before sitting back on the bed and removing her clothes, leaving only her undergarments.

The Zhuxin Curse was still on her chest. The recent pain had nothing to do with the Zhuxin Curse.

She probed around her chest area with spiritual energy, but didn’t see the Liuguang Mirror. Yet when her consciousness had been confused just now, she had truly seen the Liuguang Mirror. That Liuguang Mirror was on her body, having returned with her to eleven hundred years ago. The lightning tribulation just now wasn’t her Golden Core tribulation either, but rather the tribulation revealed by the Liuguang Mirror’s manifestation.

Her eyes darkened, and then she noticed the hoe had fallen to the ground in front of the bed. Su Zhuyi focused her mind and beckoned with her hand, but the hoe didn’t fly to her as it usually did. The spiritual connection between them had disappeared.

If the hoe were still her natal magical treasure, even without using spiritual energy, a single thought could make the hoe move or obey commands to attack enemies. However, now she had to use spiritual energy to perform grasping techniques to bring the hoe over for her use. This was the difference between natal and non-natal magical treasures.

The hoe was no longer her natal magical treasure.

Was her natal magical treasure the Liuguang Mirror? But she couldn’t sense the Liuguang Mirror’s existence at all, which meant this mirror currently couldn’t provide her any help.

The hoe could still till soil, dig holes, and even kill people, but the Liuguang Mirror was as good as nonexistent, and worse still, it would attract lightning strikes whenever it appeared.

But thinking about these things was meaningless. She had originally chosen the hoe out of necessity—it was the only thing available to her. Now she didn’t regret it. Placing the hoe in her storage magical treasure, Su Zhuyi rested on the bed. She didn’t sleep, keeping her eyes open until dawn.

The next day, the elder drew lots early in the morning. Su Zhuyi’s first match was against a disciple from something called the Vast Sea Sword Sect.

Their sword competitions were divided by age groups. In the cultivation world, under one hundred years old was considered very young, and for sword cultivators, who were weak in their early stages, sword cultivators under one hundred were still tender saplings that needed protection. To Su Zhuyi, these tender sprouts had pitifully little combat experience.

The sword cultivator competing with Su Zhuyi was a female cultivator, twenty-seven years old by bone age, with first-level Foundation Establishment cultivation. Having such high cultivation in a third-rate sect like the Vast Sea Sword Sect was enough to prove her excellent qualifications, making her the sect’s hope. Unfortunately, she encountered Su Zhuyi in the first round.

The Yunxiao Sect’s martial arts platform floated in mid-air.

The platform was shaped like an emerald green lotus leaf. When Su Zhuyi arrived, she saw the Vast Sea Sword Sect’s female disciple wearing a pink long dress with white boots, bright eyes, and white teeth, appearing pure and lovely. At first glance, she looked like a delicate pink lotus blooming gracefully on the lotus leaf.

Unfortunately, Su Zhuyi was not one to cherish flowers.

She hadn’t slept all night. Normally, cultivators with spiritual energy wouldn’t look haggard even without sleep, but she was somewhat dispirited due to the Liuguang Mirror incident and nearly being struck by lightning. She looked somewhat lackluster, yet that pale complexion, nearly transparent, looked like a jade figure under the sunlight, truly pitiable. As a result, numerous gazes focused on Su Zhuyi, who appeared weak as if she could be blown away by a gust of wind, and the pink lotus was instantly ignored.

Someone below even shouted, “Senior sister, stop at a reasonable point and show mercy with your sword!”

Everyone thought the Vast Sea Sword Sect’s female cultivator would win. After all, Su Zhuyi’s reputation had spread overnight—a Gujian Sect sword cultivator who had just developed her sword heart. If she weren’t Luo Ying’s disciple and Qinghe’s junior sister, it wouldn’t be her turn to take the stage at all.

The jade bell rang, and the sword dao competition began.

The pink-dressed woman opposite performed a sword flourish in proper form, bowed slightly, and said, “Please.” Who would have expected that when she raised her head again, the person before her was gone? She only saw a gust of wind blow toward her, and simultaneously, a palm strike wreathed in flames landed on her body, instantly shattering her protective spiritual energy barrier and striking directly on her left shoulder.

The speed was too fast—completely unavoidable.

She was directly sent flying off the lotus leaf by that palm strike. When she climbed up, her face was still full of shock, completely unable to process what had happened.

Wasn’t this supposed to be a sword competition?

“This, this, this…”

“That was the high-level movement technique, Without Shadow or Trace, fast as shadowless and formless. She’s probably cultivated it to the final level. She’s only at Foundation Establishment Great Perfection, yet she’s completely mastered Without Shadow or Trace?”

“With her Foundation Establishment level strength, the Blazing Palm could instantly shatter the Vast Sea Sword Sect female disciple’s spiritual energy defense and knock her flying off the lotus leaf. Her Blazing Palm has probably also been cultivated to the extreme.”

A young sword cultivator had cultivated those miscellaneous techniques to perfection. For sword cultivators, the young years should be spent arduously practicing sword techniques! At the age of teens, practicing both sword arts and other high-level techniques—wouldn’t that delay improvement in the sword dao?

The cultivators below discussed among themselves, and at this time, someone came out to announce that Su Zhuyi of the Gujian Sect had won. Someone asked indignantly, “Isn’t this supposed to be a sword competition?”

Su Zhuyi looked toward the voice. Perhaps because she had moved slightly, her pale complexion gained a touch of flush, like morning sun dyeing white clouds with rouge, suddenly taking on a different charm. Unfortunately, her words were quite infuriating.

She said coldly, “They’re not worthy of me drawing my sword.”

Qinghe: “…”

He was too lazy to expose her. A sword cultivator who forgot to bring her sword before going on stage—this was truly unprecedented and would never be repeated. She probably even forgot the name of the sword she had casually chosen last time.

This person fundamentally didn’t love swords and had no aspirations in the sword dao. Therefore, she would find it difficult to achieve anything in the sword dao.

…

True Spirit Realm.

The rain was falling heavily.

Qin Jianglan had a layer of spiritual energy barrier around him, so the rain couldn’t reach him. He walked through the rain at an unhurried pace. The misty rain formed a hazy halo around him, making his cold-colored azure robe appear much softer.

Little Skull loved rain. Right now, he was running around without shelter, getting soaked. His clothes were ordinary cultivation world fabric that he had sewn himself, looking like a burlap sack worn on his body. Now the sack was soaked with water and clung to his skeleton frame.

Qin Jianglan quickened his pace slightly and held an umbrella over his head.

He was very simple-minded, experiencing life. Holding an umbrella in the rain was also a kind of life experience.

“Little uncle, why haven’t I returned this time?”

“Because you’ve become stronger, so you can stay longer.” Qin Jianglan looked up at the sky. He felt this rain was somewhat strange—it came without warning. Just moments ago, it had been a bright sunny day, then suddenly dark clouds gathered, as if the sky had been directly shattered.

He had lived here for a long time now.

He increasingly felt something was odd, though he couldn’t say exactly what was strange. Qin Jianglan cultivated daily, or else he would earn spirit stones, read books, and experience the history of the True Spirit Realm. He was a rogue cultivator who didn’t interact much with other cultivators. Thanks to his previous cultivation experience, his strength advanced quickly. Plus, everywhere here had abundant spiritual energy. In ten years, he had already recovered to Nascent Soul stage strength, and his sword intent was stronger than before.

He only relaxed slightly when Wu’er came over.

Qin Jianglan would accompany him to walk around and see things, because Wu’er said the little miss had promised him that he wanted to see the scenery under heaven. Since this place and that side weren’t in the same world, he should naturally take Wu’er to see different scenery.

What exactly was wrong? Looking at the sky overhead that seemed to have shattered, Qin Jianglan’s ink-dark brows furrowed slightly, and a trace of melancholy appeared in his cold, clear eyes.

Wu’er said they lived at Luoxue Peak.

Su Zhuyi had not entered the Xueluo Sect. He had wanted to return to the past to give her a different life, but now, while her childhood no longer held so much misfortune, it no longer included his participation.

The Nascent Soul stage wasn’t enough.

He wanted to cultivate even faster.

Chapter 45: Timid at Heart
There were still two months until the Sword Tomb opened, so their current sword dao competition wasn’t rushed.

Su Zhuyi only had one match today, finishing it in an instant. She leisurely left the stage and walked toward her senior brother Qinghe.

Qinghe stood there like a cold-faced Rakshasa ghost—no one dared stand within three feet of him. When she went over and planted herself beside Qinghe, all the young cultivators who had wanted to approach and strike up a conversation no longer dared to come near.

Those wanting to flirt didn’t dare approach, and those looking for trouble also became somewhat cowardly.

Several cultivators from the Vast Sea Sword Sect were indignant, clamoring to come over and demand an explanation. This was supposed to be a sword technique competition—how could she not even draw her sword and look down on people? Perhaps her sword techniques were too poor to show! At this moment, beauty was beauty, but sectarian interests were paramount. Even knowing the result was decided, they still felt indignant and wanted to seek justice. After all, the one who had just been defeated was their Vast Sea Sect’s most beloved junior sister.

But when Qinghe stood there, his natural authority without anger startled those cultivators, and they eventually retreated reluctantly.

Now, Su Zhuyi felt that when Qinghe had persuaded her to take a master back then, his words hadn’t been lies.

No matter what misfortunes you’ve experienced before, from now on, there won’t be any more.

Qinghe was neither cold nor warm toward her, showing no pleasant expression when teaching her sword techniques and having no patience whatsoever. But when they were outside, as long as it wouldn’t implicate their master or damage their master’s reputation, if someone wanted to bully her or if she wanted to bully someone, Qinghe would stand on her side.

Since that was the case, Su Zhuyi felt there was no need to fight to the death with this great demon Qinghe. Getting along well with him could provide quite a bit of help.

On the way back, Qinghe said coldly, “Tomorrow is Chu Feiyu from the Sword Testing Pavilion. Mid-stage Foundation Establishment, he’s already practiced the Sword Testing Pavilion’s Green Bamboo Sword Technique to the fifth level. If it’s purely comparing sword techniques, you’re not his match.”

Su Zhuyi nodded knowingly, “I understand.” She smiled arrogantly with a haughty expression, “Still not worthy of me drawing my sword.”

Qinghe neither nodded nor shook his head, continuing forward silently. Su Zhuyi walked beside him. When they were almost at their rooms, they heard a soft call from behind.

Turning around, she saw little Xiao Sanyang Qin Chuan hurrying over.

He should have just finished his sword competition, too, only slightly slower than hers. Seeing his abundant spiritual energy and ruddy complexion, he had won quite easily.

“Little master, congratulations,” Qin Chuan said. He was usually quite mature in the Yunxiao Sect, but in front of Su Zhuyi, he became like a simple-minded fool. Usually so serious, now even his walking was much more cheerful, almost bouncing like in childhood, as if he were a different person.

But Su Zhuyi didn’t favor him.

“What’s to congratulate?” She laughed coldly, “It was only natural.” However, Su Zhuyi didn’t leave either. She raised an eyebrow, “Let’s make a bet. If I win during the sword competition, you have to agree to one thing. My senior brother can be a witness.”

Unexpectedly, Qin Chuan said directly, “No need to bet. Tell me now and I’ll agree immediately.”

Su Zhuyi was too lazy to be polite and said directly, “Then good. Stop calling yourself Qin Jianglan.”

Qin Chuan was stunned. This courtesy name had been given by his master when he entered the sect. If he changed it, wouldn’t that disappoint his master’s kind intentions? He hesitated slightly, “Then let me first inform my master…”

Before he finished speaking, he saw the woman in front of him turn and walk away. Her steps were swift as flight, her disciple robes lifting at the corners, like a fairy departing on the wind. Thinking that Su Zhuyi had saved his life and only made this one request, yet he was still hesitating, he blurted out, “I agree.”

He hoped Su Zhuyi would turn back, but she only paused in her steps, then raised her hand and waved by her ear before entering the bamboo grove path and returning to the rooms where the Gujian Sect cultivators stayed. Watching her retreating figure, Qin Chuan inexplicably felt somewhat disappointed, not even noticing his fellow sect sister Qi Yue approaching from the opposite direction.

Qi Yue bit her silver teeth and glared back in the direction Su Zhuyi had left.

Qin Jianglan was extraordinarily talented and highly regarded by the sect elders. He himself was extremely handsome and ethereal. Even though he was usually noble and cold, like a moon’s reflection in cool water on a winter day with an indifferent and distant appearance, many female cultivators still had feelings for him. Qi Yue was one of them.

How could Qi Yue not understand the way Qin Chuan looked at that woman? Even if it wasn’t yet tender affection, his loss and disappointment at her departure showed that this Gujian Sect female cultivator was different from others to him. Thinking of this, her heart became somewhat panicked.

Who was she competing against tomorrow? Right, Chu Feiyu from the Sword Testing Pavilion. If she could win, the day after tomorrow, she would face Junior Sister Yining. With Junior Sister Yining’s temperament, if she learned of any entanglement between her and Qin Jianglan, her attacks would be ruthless. Thinking of this, Qi Yue smiled slightly. It seemed she needed to have a heart-to-heart talk with Junior Sister Yining.

Su Zhuyi didn’t know she was already being targeted.

But even if she knew, she wouldn’t fear it in the least. She returned to her room and picked up the flying sword she had casually thrown on the table. Compared to using a sword, her former Exquisite Golden Silk Net was much more convenient to use. Unfortunately, the Exquisite Golden Silk Net was obtained in a secret realm when she was over two hundred years old. The opening times of secret realms weren’t under her control—even if she wanted to use it now, she couldn’t.

She picked up the flying sword and casually swung it twice, finding it uninteresting and tossing it into her storage bag. Then she sat on the bed thinking—why hadn’t Little Skull returned after more than three months? Could it be that after seeing little uncle, he had also seen other aunts and relatives?

An image of a row of skeletons holding hands floated in her mind, making Su Zhuyi laugh out loud.

After laughing, she felt a trace of worry in her heart. After ten years of companionship, that Little Skull didn’t need her to raise him or worry about him, and when there was nothing to do, she could tease him for fun. It reminded her of the bird she had raised for half a year when she was a demon lord.

Having something idle to tease was quite entertaining. Now that he wasn’t by her side, she missed him somewhat. After sitting for a while, Su Zhuyi began practicing the Moisten Meridians Art again. She didn’t dare absorb spiritual energy from the outside world, only using the spiritual energy within her body to nourish her meridians, lest she accidentally fail to suppress her cultivation and welcome the Golden Core tribulation.

With possibly a Liuguang Mirror still hidden on her body, she could hardly imagine how powerful that lightning tribulation would be. Before she was fully prepared and had more than seventy percent confidence, she would temporarily suppress it. Firstly, she was indeed afraid of death. Secondly, that lightning tribulation was truly powerful—just thinking about last night’s thunderclap still gave her lingering fear.

Because she cherished her life, the current Su Zhuyi had almost forgotten that her former self had amazing perseverance in certain aspects. At least when breaking through cultivation realms, the former her had possessed a kind of forward-charging solitary courage, daring to fight Heaven for her life.

…

The next day, facing off against Chu Feiyu from the Sword Testing Pavilion.

This time their competition venue had changed—not on a lotus leaf, but in a bamboo grove.

They explained that the execution of sword techniques also had some connection to the surrounding environment, so their competition platforms would change each time. Those under one hundred years old had it relatively easy. For older disciples with richer combat experience, they might very well compete in ice and snow, violent storms, or even harsher environments. Thirty years ago, when Qinghe had a match with someone, it was directly in the Dead Sea.

The so-called Dead Sea was a deep sea without any spiritual energy. Not only that, the seawater contained a unique type of swordfish that could transform into swords to attack cultivators. If wounded, some of the cultivator’s spiritual energy would be absorbed by the swordfish.

This time, as soon as Chu Feiyu took the stage, before the Gujian Sect cultivator had struck the bell to announce the start of the competition, he first greeted Su Zhuyi and said, “I wonder if I can force the fairy to draw her sword today.”

Su Zhuyi glanced at him sideways, “You’ll know in a moment.”

The jade bell rang. Chu Feiyu probably thought of the reason for the Vast Sea Sword Sect female cultivator’s failure yesterday. Without being courteous, he immediately struck first with his sword. His sword technique was the Green Bamboo Sword Technique, and the surroundings happened to be a bamboo grove—Heaven itself was helping him.

As he thrust out his sword, the flying sword became like a flexible green bamboo, slightly curved. The rebound force of the green bamboo after being compressed was several times stronger than a direct thrust. Not only that, the surrounding bamboo grove seemed guided by sword qi, all bending like bows and lashing toward Su Zhuyi’s body.

Su Zhuyi directly used the Great Grasping Technique.

Her Great Grasping Technique had also been practiced to the highest level. With such an unexpected move, she caught Chu Feiyu’s sword tip with her bare hands.

That was a soft sword. Realizing this, Su Zhuyi didn’t continue with other attacks. Instead, she circulated spiritual energy to perform the Blazing Palm and slapped the sword downward heavily. Her strength was too great, nearly causing Chu Feiyu’s flying sword to slip from his hand and numbing his tiger’s mouth. But what shocked him even more was that his tender bamboo-like flying sword rebounded and smacked right into the center of his forehead with a “pop.”

The flying sword had been hit by the Blazing Palm, with flames on the blade. Combined with the Green Bamboo Sword Technique’s rebound force, this strike directly shattered his spiritual energy barrier and left a sword mark right in the center of his face, as if a vertical line had been drawn down the middle of his face, dividing him into left and right halves.

Chu Feiyu stood stunned in place for a moment, then his body fell heavily backward.

Knowing she couldn’t use deadly force, Su Zhuyi had only used fifty percent of her strength, but she still knocked Chu Feiyu unconscious. She easily won another match, though this time she didn’t say anything arrogant and left the stage expressionlessly.

Standing together with Qinghe, two extremely good-looking but ice-cold people managed to drive away all cultivators within a zhang radius.

How could Senior Luo, with such a chivalrous heart, have taken on these two disciples?

Those who had been helped by Luo Ying and had seen her in person sighed inwardly—of course, they were Senior Luo’s disciples, with identical expressions on their faces, ice-cold and extremely difficult to approach. It was better to just watch from afar.

What kind of master, what kind of disciples?

Chapter 46: The Dongxue Sword
“Wasn’t it said that Su Zhuyi is just an embroidered pillow—having entered the sect only ten years ago, just comprehending sword heart a few days prior, consuming resources that could support a thousand disciples from other peaks, barely managing to pile up a Foundation Establishment Great Perfection cultivation through sheer accumulation, afraid of death to the extreme, requesting materials to craft Straw Man substitutes every month…” A woman with an oval face and cherry lips, usually appearing sweet and innocent, was now flushed red with anger, her brows tightly furrowed as she forcefully slammed her hand on the table.

Her skin was snow-white, her hands extraordinarily beautiful with slender fingers and nails dyed vermilion red, like proud red plum blossoms in the snow—striking and gorgeous. She wore only a string of silver bells on her wrist, and with such a heavy slam, the bells jingled, causing the disciple standing before her with lowered head to turn pale and break out in cold sweat at the temples.

“Just making inquiries at Gujian Sect—can you trust what Gujian Sect disciples say? Yet you swore with such certainty that there would be no problems!” The woman’s eyebrows were also beautifully shaped—not thin willow-leaf brows but rather heroic-looking ones. Now, with her brows raised, her imposing presence became even fiercer.

“Get out, get out. Just looking at you is irritating.”

…

After the person left, Qi Yue, who had been silently standing beside her, finally spoke: “Junior Sister Yining, don’t be angry anymore. Who could have known that Su Zhuyi was so scheming—first showing weakness to the enemy, making people lower their guard, only to reveal she was a wolf in sheep’s clothing.”

This woman was indeed Hua Yining, beloved daughter of a pill-refining Elder from Yunxiao Sect. In the cultivation world, many cultivators formed dao partnerships, though usually at a later age, at least after being three hundred years old. Hua Yining was only sixty-six years old in bone age, extremely young, with Foundation Establishment Great Perfection cultivation, just one step away from Golden Core. She usually looked down on everyone, never expecting to fall for Qin Jianglan, who had only entered the sect ten years ago and wasn’t even twenty years old. She had even hoped her father would arrange their engagement, though Elder He had temporarily not agreed. The elders of Yunxiao Sect felt they couldn’t let such a promising seedling indulge in romance so early, but while they hadn’t agreed, they also hadn’t refused.

However, in Hua Yining’s heart, Qin Jianglan was already considered her husband, so naturally, she couldn’t tolerate him having feelings for another woman.

That woman happened to be beautiful, with high status and position—a disciple of the Gujian Sect’s Luo Ying. To teach her a lesson, naturally, couldn’t be too obvious. That woman’s senior brother Qinghe’s current strength was unfathomable, and the two were always together, making it impossible to find an opportunity to warn her. The only option was to give her a lesson on the martial arts platform.

She wasn’t stupid either. If she took action on the martial arts platform to teach Su Zhuyi a lesson, it would make Qin Jianglan resent her, creating a barrier between them as future husband and wife. So she didn’t plan to act personally. Learning that Su Zhuyi’s opponent was Chu Feiyu, she had someone secretly contact Chu Feiyu and promised many benefits, asking him not to show mercy to the fairer sex.

Moreover, she didn’t believe the rumors entirely. Knowing Chu Feiyu used the Azure Bamboo Sword Technique, she deliberately made arrangements to select a bamboo grove martial arts platform for him, wanting to ensure absolute success. Who would have thought it would still end up as drawing water with a bamboo basket—all for nothing?

Hearing Qi Yue’s gentle persuasion, Hua Yining sneered inwardly but showed no emotion on her face as she said: “Then what solution does Senior Sister Qi have?”

Dao partnerships in cultivation naturally require similar aptitude and matching cultivation levels to last long. If Su Zhuyi’s cultivation stops at Foundation Establishment, her lifespan would be short—how could she have any entanglement with Junior Brother Qin?”

“Junior Brother Qin will be able to break through to the Nascent Soul stage.” She sighed, “If only someone could cripple her meridians on the martial arts platform.”

Hua Yining frowned, “Wouldn’t Gujian Sect cause a huge commotion then?”

“She’s proud and arrogant, unwilling to draw her sword. If her opponent is easily angered and uses full force to pressure her into drawing her sword, what if they accidentally can’t control their sword momentum? Gujian Sect would cause trouble, but if we properly apologize and make amends, Gujian Sect couldn’t possibly tear all pretenses apart. Besides, the Yunxiao Sect is the world’s number one sect. Gujian Sect has indeed been rather arrogant these past hundred years.”

Among sword cultivators under a hundred years old, the highest cultivation was only Foundation Establishment Great Perfection. Those capable of crippling Su Zhuyi’s meridians were naturally few and far between. Though Hua Yining knew Qi Yue’s ulterior motives, she felt that even knowing it was a trap, she had to stick her head in—after all, such opportunities were rare.

…

The next day, Su Zhuyi and Qinghe had their matches at the same time.

Before leaving, Su Zhuyi said: “Let’s see who’s faster today—you or me.”

“Your opponent is Hua Yining from Yunxiao Sect. Her father is a pill-refining Elder of Yunxiao Sect who provided her with abundant cultivation resources. Her foundation is solid. Her cultivation is the same as yours—Foundation Establishment Great Perfection. Her swordsmanship can be considered decent among peers of her age. You…”

Qinghe said all this expressionlessly, then reminded her at the end: “Remember to bring your sword.”

He didn’t expect her swordsmanship to be particularly exquisite, but having a weapon to block was better than catching swords with bare hands. Hua Yining’s Dongxue Sword was a high-grade spirit sword that had reportedly already developed a sword spirit, with the potential to transcend tribulation and become an immortal sword in the future—a rare, precious blade. Though Su Zhuyi’s Qiufeng Sword might ultimately be severed, it could still block a few strikes without problem.

“Who is your opponent?” Su Zhuyi looked at Qinghe’s retreating figure and asked curiously.

“Don’t know,” Qinghe answered without turning back, continuing to walk forward.

When Su Zhuyi arrived, Hua Yining was already standing on the platform.

She was exceptionally tall, wearing a light azure pleated long dress with a peach-red, dark-patterned gauze trim at the waist. The gauze was decorated with layered twining chrysanthemum patterns extending from the waist to the chest, accentuating her fuller bosom and graceful curves. The colorful skirt hem was embroidered with cloud patterns interspersed with soaring phoenixes, peonies, camellias, chrysanthemums, lotus flowers, plum blossoms, seawater, and river cliffs—complex patterns that made her appear even more nobility incarnate.

This type of dress was exactly what the former demoness Su Zhuyi used to favor.

Looking down at her own plain white outfit, she felt a bit of a headache. This martial arts platform appeared to be a golden lotus, and with Hua Yining standing on the golden lotus, she truly appeared more beautiful than the flower itself.

Su Zhuyi lightly leaped onto the martial arts platform and saw Hua Yining glance at her sideways: “You’re here?”

She didn’t respond.

“Today, I must work hard to force out fellow daoists’ true skills.”

Su Zhuyi nodded but still said nothing. She liked dresses like Hua Yining’s. With her past life’s later temperament, seeing someone else possess something she wanted and didn’t have, she would go snatch it away and arrogantly declare: “This dress is wasted on you.” However, now she could only pretend not to see it.

The jade bell rang, and Hua Yining’s flying sword instantly split into three, stabbing toward Su Zhuyi from three directions.

Her strength truly wasn’t bad. Su Zhuyi assessed silently as she crouched down to avoid one, then twisted her body in low altitude, three feet from the ground, facing upward, kicking out with one foot to send another illusory sword toward Hua Yining’s direction. Then she pushed off the ground with her hands, leaping directly behind Hua Yining and striking forward with one palm.

Her series of movements flowed like clouds and water, so fast that disciples below Foundation Establishment couldn’t see clearly how she moved at all. They only knew that Hua Yining’s flying swords all missed their mark, and in the blink of an eye, Gujian Sect’s Su Zhuyi had already flown behind Hua Yining. Her Blazing Palm seemed to require no mental cultivation method to execute—flames suddenly appeared on her white, tender palm as she struck directly toward Hua Yining’s back.

Surely she couldn’t palm-strike someone off the martial arts platform again?

The surrounding cultivators’ hearts rose to their throats, while Gujian Sect cultivators watched with increasing bewilderment. Actually, those most shocked were Gujian Sect disciples themselves. After all, she hadn’t been in the original roster—she had taken a senior brother’s place to come here. So, although she was very beautiful, several disciples still felt somewhat resentful toward her. Someone who was cowardly and afraid of death, having just comprehended sword heart, why should she occupy a spot? The competition results would affect the number of disciples each sect could send to the Sword Tomb in the future. Moreover, she was only sixteen years old—with competitions every thirty years and those under a hundred still able to participate several times, why should she take away someone else’s opportunity?

Originally thinking she was just there to drag them down, who could have known she would win two consecutive matches without even drawing her sword, defeating opponents with ease?

Hua Yining was among the strongest sword cultivators under a hundred years old. Qin Jianglan was also strong, but being younger, his cultivation was slightly weaker. Everyone had originally thought the final victory would be decided between Hua Yining and Qin Jianglan. Who could have expected that Gujian Sect’s Su Zhuyi would also be so formidable!

“Boom!” Su Zhuyi’s palm struck out, the firelight colliding with an invisible barrier. She sneered: “Carrying a high-grade defensive treasure—quite the family fortune.”

This palm didn’t break through the defensive barrier. Su Zhuyi borrowed the force to float backward, retreating two zhang away and standing directly on the tip of a golden lotus petal. Sword competitions prohibited any offensive treasures other than swords, but defensive treasures had no such restrictions. According to their reasoning, when fighting others in the future, if opponents had defensive treasures, would they remove them before fighting you? How to use one’s sword to break through others’ defensive treasures was also something they needed to consider.

But who the hell brings a high-grade defensive treasure? How was this supposed to be fought? With Foundation Establishment cultivation, even if one fought until spiritual energy was completely exhausted, it would be impossible to break through a high-grade defensive treasure’s barrier.

Su Zhuyi glanced sideways at the Yunxiao Sect cultivators outside the martial arts platform, sneering as she called out loudly: “On a martial arts platform for young disciples under a hundred years old, Yunxiao Sect disciples carry high-grade defensive treasures—this I cannot fight against. Since the Yunxiao Sect is so wealthy, why not give every disciple one? There’d be no need to fight at all—we could all just forfeit directly.” Previously, Hua Yining’s opponents had never even gotten close to her, so they had no idea she carried such a defensive treasure.

These words made all Yunxiao Sect cultivators blush with shame. High-grade defensive treasures were extremely difficult to break through, even for late Golden Core cultivation, let alone these young disciples. Though there were no regulations against carrying defensive treasures, bringing a high-grade one was indeed somewhat unreasonable.

At this moment, Hua Yining also smiled: “This is a protective charm my father gave me. I’ve worn it since childhood and never removed it—I momentarily forgot, please forgive me, fellow daoist.” After speaking, she directly untied a peace pendant from her neck and threw it to a Yunxiao Sect disciple below the platform.

“Please!” After speaking, Hua Yining flourished her flying sword, and suddenly snow began falling on the golden lotus—fluttering snowflakes drifted down from the sky, quickly laying a thin layer of ice and snow on the ground in the blink of an eye.

This was the inherent power of the Dongxue Sword as a spirit sword. If Hua Yining’s cultivation were higher, the Dongxue Sword’s power would be even stronger.

The cold was piercing.

The snowflakes floating in the wind all became miniaturized Dongxue Swords, flying toward Su Zhuyi.

Ten thousand swords moving as one!

“Let me witness your Tianxuan Nine Swords! I hear Luo Ying’s disciples all possess Frost Sword Intent—I wonder whether your frost is more formidable, or my snow realm more powerful!” Hua Yining cried out delicately, her body shooting forward like an arrow from the bow toward Su Zhuyi, who was surrounded by snowflakes.

Chapter 47: It Struck Crooked
Hua Yining’s domineering thrust missed its mark.

Su Zhuyi had already shifted her footing, dodging behind a golden lotus petal.

However, with countless flying swords darting everywhere, no matter how fast she moved, there would be times when she couldn’t dodge them all. At this moment, several cuts had appeared on her body, drawing blood. Su Zhuyi’s murderous intent naturally began to rise considerably. She knew that on this martial arts platform, she couldn’t use lethal force and had been restraining her power all along. However, now she forcefully kicked with her foot, actually kicking up the golden lotus petal, while simultaneously her sea of consciousness trembled as her primordial spirit’s pressure directly crushed forward.

They were all at the Foundation Establishment stage, and when young disciples competed, their cultivation levels didn’t differ much, so their primordial spirit strength was naturally similar as well. Therefore, no one would deploy pressure techniques since they would have no effect. But Su Zhuyi was different—though her primordial spirit seal hadn’t completely broken, it was still far stronger than ordinary people. As her pressure burst forth, Hua Yining’s movements stuttered. She had originally thrust her sword with lightning speed, but who could have expected her body to freeze mid-air? Struck by the flying golden lotus, she fell to the ground like a kite with severed strings.

She rolled twice before getting up, her posture extremely disheveled from the fall. Just as she rose and hadn’t yet steadied herself, her body was dragged by a great force. Her heart tightened as she shouted again: “Rise!”

The Dongxue Sword had long been refined into her natal flying sword. At this moment, one sword strike chopped down, directly severing the spiritual energy rope of Su Zhuyi’s Great Grappling Hand technique, and even shocked Su Zhuyi into retreating three steps. Having a formidable flying sword was indeed somewhat troublesome to handle.

It was unfortunate she had no handy weapons. Now that the flying sword was spinning around Hua Yining’s side so densely it was impenetrable, approaching her would no longer be easy. But she had only practiced the first level of the Tianxuan Nine Swords, so her sword qi definitely couldn’t break through that flying sword barrier. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi simply used the Great Grappling technique to grab that golden lotus petal and used it as a shield.

“Don’t think a golden lotus petal from the martial arts platform can block my sword!” Though Hua Yining appeared somewhat disheveled, her desire for victory was now even stronger. She frantically circulated her spiritual energy, pouring it into the Dongxue Sword. Ice and snow directly covered the sword’s body, making the flying sword into a frozen blade. Being invaded by this cold qi, her meridians would be severely injured.

The martial arts platform was covered in ice and snow, the entire golden lotus seeming buried under ice and snow. The cultivators watching below were all extremely shocked, with some appearing worried.

“That Dongxue Sword has a huge advantage. Little Junior Sister won’t have an accident, will she?” said a Gujian Sect cultivator. Qinghe wasn’t here right now, otherwise, his face would have turned green. If Little Junior Sister had an accident, Qinghe would probably go berserk.

“Yunxiao Sect’s martial arts platforms all have barrier restrictions. Injuries are certain, but they won’t damage the foundation. Look, there’s still a late Golden Core sword cultivator standing there. If something happened, he would intervene to stop it.” The speaker pointed to a light boat floating in mid-air. At this time, several martial arts platforms were holding matches simultaneously, and that boat flying high in the sky made it more convenient to control the entire situation.

On the platform, amidst the ice and snow, Su Zhuyi merged her Blazing Palm into the golden lotus. She slowly infused spiritual energy, completely refining the golden lotus, but then used a thin layer of spiritual energy to freeze it, making it appear no different at first glance.

The material used to craft this martial arts platform’s golden lotus was golden meteorite stone, bright in color with very transparent golden hues that looked extremely beautiful, which was why people used it for decoration. Hua Yining held a high position in the Yunxiao Sect and had specifically chosen this beautiful lotus platform. The golden color beneath her feet made her appear even more charming and noble.

However, after being refined with special techniques, that liquid had corrosive properties. This was something only weapon refiners would know. It just so happened that Su Zhuyi knew everything and was quite proficient in many things. Therefore, at this moment, she sneered coldly, neither dodging nor avoiding, using the golden lotus as a shield to meet Hua Yining’s sword.

The thin protective layer on the golden lotus was pierced by one sword strike, and a large amount of golden liquid splattered. Hua Yining had long relied on high-grade defensive treasures, plus had spirit sword shadows spinning around her for protection. Having just poured all her spiritual energy into the sword to trigger the Dongxue Sword’s yin cold qi, waiting for one decisive strike, she hadn’t even cast a spiritual energy barrier for herself. Instantly, golden liquid splattered onto her face and body, causing her to let out a miserable howl as she directly covered her face with her hands.

Su Zhuyi had long since cast a spiritual energy barrier for herself, so naturally, not a drop of the golden liquid splattered on her.

However, that Yin cold qi was somewhat troublesome. Even though she had already executed Shadowless Trace and fled far away in a flash, she was still injured by the cold qi. Feeling the cold qi beginning to invade her meridians, Su Zhuyi’s eyes became extremely gloomy.

If she hadn’t cultivated the Meridian Moistening Formula since childhood, with this cold qi invasion, her meridians would likely be severely damaged. This woman was truly black-hearted, wanting to cripple her cultivation. Since that was the case, don’t blame her for being ruthless and merciless.

She infused spiritual energy into her fingers, her five fingers still formed into claws. Then her sea of consciousness churned as she rapidly chanted several incantations.

The Heart-Leaving Curse. Losing soul and heart, those struck by this curse would experience temporary mental confusion and soul displacement according to their cultivation depth, subconsciously obeying the one who cast the curse. This curse technique was what Su Zhuyi could think of that was least bloody and sinister, with no clear distinction between righteous and evil. She cast the curse when Hua Yining was injured, covering her face and emotionally agitated, succeeding in one attempt. Then Su Zhuyi approached and whispered in her ear: “Take off your clothes!”

When the master’s consciousness was confused, natal treasures would automatically protect their master. But Su Zhuyi only approached to whisper something and then ran away. The sword had to protect its master and couldn’t give chase, only managing to make her retreat to the other end of the martial arts platform.

At this time, Hua Yining had already quickly undone her waist sash, leaving those below dumbstruck.

“Yining!” The late Golden Core cultivator in mid-air shouted, and Hua Yining immediately came to her senses.

After all, the Heart-Leaving Curse wasn’t a very sinister curse technique and could only take effect for a short time. Now being reprimanded by someone whose cultivation far exceeded theirs, the curse technique was directly broken. Hua Yining instantly realized what had happened, and her face, originally flower-like and charming but now bearing some reddened scars, became even more twisted.

She still didn’t know what her face looked like and had no mind to care about it.

She had thought she was first among disciples under a hundred years old in the competition.

She felt defeating Su Zhuyi would be effortless.

She had always been conceited, feeling she could form a Golden Core in at most a year or two. A Golden Core cultivator under seventy was extremely rare even in the Yunxiao Sect. Among the younger generation, she rarely had opponents. Even the so-called Qinghe from Gujian Sect had only formed his core at a hundred years old and was still at the Golden Core stage after three hundred years.

However, now she had been toyed with and humiliated by a sixteen-year-old female cultivator who hadn’t even been forced to draw her sword. For her, this was simply an utter disgrace. Similarly, it taught her a profound lesson, her face burning painfully as if she’d been slapped.

Under heaven, there were still people with better aptitude and more diligent cultivation than her. She could no longer be so proud and arrogant.

If at first she wanted to teach Su Zhuyi a lesson because of her close relationship with Qin Chuan, now she was fighting for herself. For her sword dao, for her dignity.

She wanted to win, to win beautifully.

Hua Yining raised her hand, grasping the Dongxue Sword once more. However, this time, the aura around her had completely changed.

Surrounding spiritual energy rushed toward her, forming a spiritual energy vortex around her. The Dongxue Sword in her hand let out a joyful, long cry, like clear wind passing through bamboo forests and spring water tinkling melodiously.

“This is, this is a mental state breakthrough. Is Senior Sister Hua going to form her Golden Core mid-battle?”

“Look quickly, look quickly—Golden Core tribulation clouds have appeared above the martial arts platform!”

Su Zhuyi wanted to curse everything at this moment.

Could it be this coincidental?

Hua Yining was going to undergo tribulation at this time! Speaking of Golden Core tribulation, its power wasn’t great—after all, this was the first minor lightning tribulation cultivators encountered after advancing in cultivation. It could be easily endured and wouldn’t harm others, so when people saw Hua Yining breaking through mid-battle, they only marveled at her strength without worrying much about her safety. However, Su Zhuyi was worried about her own life!

This damned heaven had eyes and specifically targeted her for striking!

“Can’t let her break through!” Su Zhuyi circulated her spiritual energy to the extreme, executing Shadowless Trace with her feet while triggering Blazing Palm with her hands. Under the rapid movement of Shadowless Trace, the Blazing Palm afterimages connected into a line like a fire dragon, roaring toward Hua Yining.

“The final level of Blazing Palm—Burning Sky Furious Flames—was comprehended by a Foundation Establishment cultivator?” Seeing that fire dragon, many people were dumbfounded. There weren’t many cultivators of this age group watching, and with Qinghe’s match today, basically ninety percent of people, especially those with strong power, including the elders, had all gone to watch over there. The remaining people exclaimed repeatedly—today truly wasn’t a wasted trip.

Hua Yining had been closing her eyes to circulate her mental cultivation method. At this moment, she suddenly opened her eyes, sneering inwardly: “Mere flames dare to compete with my winter snow.” She wasn’t afraid of Golden Core tribulation; what she feared was mental instability, causing the Golden Core tribulation to be delayed. However, now, let her condense her Golden Core on the martial arts platform and shine brilliantly!

As if to echo her, the Dongxue Sword’s cold intent condensed into frost, colliding with the fire dragon.

At the same time, tribulation clouds gathered in the sky with faint lightning and thunder. Everyone saw Su Zhuyi make a grabbing motion as if taking something from a storage bag.

Finally, finally, someone had forced Gujian Sect’s Su Zhuyi to draw her sword!

“She’s only drawing her sword now. Perhaps her swordsmanship is truly divine and transcendent—the outcome still can’t be determined!”

But the next moment, everyone was in uproar.

They saw that what Su Zhuyi held in her hand on the platform wasn’t a sword, but an extremely exquisitely crafted Straw Man substitute…

The watching cultivators were stunned by this scene, and below the platform fell into dead silence for a long time.

What made them even more speechless was that a golden lightning bolt struck down from the tribulation clouds above, but it landed on Su Zhuyi, who was very close to Hua Yining.

This?

Could heavenly thunder also strike crooked sometimes?

Even Hua Yining herself was stunned. She was now full of fighting spirit, achieving unity between person and sword with the Dongxue Sword. Though she didn’t have much spiritual energy in her body, because of her breakthrough, she was frantically absorbing spiritual energy and wasn’t afraid of the heavenly thunder above. She had prepared to be tempered by heavenly thunder, but who could have known that heavenly thunder would strike crooked?

Strike! Crooked!



Chapter 48: Snake and Scorpion Heart
The power of the Golden Core stage lightning tribulation wasn’t too exaggerated. Though this damned heaven was treacherous, it didn’t leave no path to survival. It wouldn’t be too outrageous.

The Heavenly Dao had its own rules. If it broke the rules itself, what reason would it have to interfere with dao artifacts or interfere with Su Zhuyi?

This time, Hua Yining had the same cultivation realm as her—both were just one step away from advancing to Golden Core. On the martial arts platform, they were close to each other, so while striking crooked would shock people, it wasn’t unacceptable. Historically, there had been cases of crooked strikes. Usually, people would say that evil deeds would bring their destruction, that the Heavenly Dao couldn’t tolerate such behavior, and would strike with heavenly thunder.

The Straw Man substitute in Su Zhuyi’s hand shattered, sharing part of the damage with her. Without this Straw Man substitute, she would probably be dead or crippled by now.

Even so, being struck by divine thunder made her whole body ache, her hair seeming scorched. Since being struck last time, Su Zhuyi had thought of a cultivation technique called the Tiangang Five Thunder Formula. Though it was an incomplete manual—she had only seen the first half when she found it—she didn’t care much and cultivated it anyway. Now, after being struck by lightning, she endured the pain while absorbing wisps of lightning energy. While cultivating, she suddenly raised her head and grinned at Hua Yining, who was close by and had frozen in shock.

Under normal circumstances, Golden Core lightning tribulation only struck once. But after that crooked strike at the Gujian Sect last time, another lightning bolt had immediately followed. So Su Zhuyi understood that Hua Yining would have to be struck again. But her mind was now unsettled—that momentum of contending with heaven had dissipated, leaving only a face full of bewilderment.

After Su Zhuyi grinned, Hua Yining felt even more panicked and confused.

She felt it was absurd, simply absurd!

But moments later, lightning struck down again. Su Zhuyi borrowed the light of that lightning to transform the bit of lightning power she had just absorbed into the Tiangang Five Thunder Formula, coordinating with the thunder from the sky to strike Hua Yining together…

Hua Yining had no Straw Man substitute.

Divine thunder fell from the sky. Her natal flying sword reacted faster than she did, urging her to execute sword techniques to resist the lightning tribulation. However, another bolt of lightning unexpectedly struck Hua Yining. She had no spiritual energy barrier and had also removed her protective treasure peace pendant. Though this lightning’s power wasn’t great, it injured her. Her qi breath stagnated, spiritual energy became chaotic, and even the sword she thrust lost much of its force. Struck by divine thunder from above, she staggered back several steps and fell onto the golden lotus platform. The ascending aura on her body gradually weakened, and the strength within her seemed to dissipate along with it.

“Poof!” Hua Yining spat out a mouthful of fresh blood. Because Su Zhuyi was standing close, even her shoe was stained with blood.

She narrowed her eyes, sneering coldly in her heart.

You wanted to cripple my cultivation? I’ll make your advancement fail and your cultivation regress. Spend a good ten years recovering. After failing once, your mental state will be damaged, making future lightning tribulations even harder to endure.

Su Zhuyi wiped her face with her sleeve, then walked to the motionless Hua Yining. When the cultivator announced the results, she smiled and kicked the person lying on the ground like mud off the golden lotus platform.

Only by knocking one party off the arena would it count as a victory, so there was nothing wrong with her kicking the person down.

Someone below roared: “How can you be like this? At such a young age, you have such a snake and scorpion heart!”

Su Zhuyi replied sternly: “She could use her high-grade spirit sword’s frost sword intent to cripple my meridians. One kick from me is already light.” She was also covered in wounds at this moment, with cold qi rampaging through her meridians. The words she spoke still carried white mist, so cultivators from other sects with higher cultivation could see something was wrong, but they couldn’t say much. One was the Yunxiao Sect, the other Gujian Sect—they couldn’t afford to offend either, so they could only remain silent.

Just then, Qi Yue, who was helping Hua Yining up, cried out in shock: “Junior Sister Yining, your face!”

Hua Yining’s cultivation had plummeted, and she was extremely weak. She murmured, “What’s wrong with my face?” Having no spiritual energy left, she simply brought the Dongxue Sword before her eyes to use as a mirror. Seeing the red scars on her face that looked like fire burns, she let out a miserable scream as tears instantly poured out. Because her whole body hurt, she had ignored the pain on her face. With no spiritual energy in her body, she viciously asked someone nearby for a spiritual energy pill, then discovered it had no effect at all. She immediately pointed at Su Zhuyi and cursed: “You, what did you splash on my face?”

“Catch her, don’t let her leave!” Seeing Su Zhuyi turning to leave, Qi Yue also shrieked.

Yunxiao Sect disciples immediately rushed over, while Gujian Sect disciples naturally wouldn’t let their little junior sister be bullied by others. Just as both sides were about to clash, the voice of the late Golden Core cultivator flying in mid-air exploded like thunder: “Impudent! How can the Yunxiao Sect tolerate you gathering to cause trouble?”

Then he applied pressure on Su Zhuyi: “The injuries on Yining’s face are somewhat strange. Poison is forbidden on the martial arts platform. How do you explain this?”

Su Zhuyi had already been struck by lightning, had cold qi in her body, and was also seriously injured. Under that cultivation pressure, blood seeped from the corners of her mouth. She whimpered softly, struggling to turn her head. Her slender body almost swayed unsteadily. Her willow brows furrowed slightly as she sneered and said stubbornly, “So this is how domineering Yunxiao Sect is. Juniors use spirit swords to cripple people’s meridians on the martial arts platform, while elders make accusations without distinguishing right from wrong. Truly worthy of being the world’s number one sect!”

“Still dare to argue!” When both sides started arguing, Gujian Sect disciples had already secretly notified Elder Liu. Elder Liu arrived in great anxiety, transmitting from afar: “You say she used poison—do you have evidence! But your disciple injuring people with the Dongxue Sword is ironclad evidence. The cold qi rampaging through her meridians is the best proof!”

At such times, everyone would favor their own sect’s disciples, especially since Su Zhuyi was Luo Ying’s disciple and Qinghe’s junior sister!

“I’ve already sent someone to request Elder Hua to come examine her. Whether poison was used and what kind will soon be clear. I’m only temporarily detaining her for now—what’s improper about that?” The late Golden Core cultivator flying in mid-air snorted coldly and asked in return.

But the next moment, his expression changed. He felt the light boat beneath his feet shake, then break into two pieces with a crash. The jade pendant at his waist also cracked with a snap, frightening him into a cold sweat. It was as if a sword had flown from beyond the heavens, severing his light boat, tearing through his spiritual energy barrier, and splitting the jade pendant symbolizing his Yunxiao Sect identity in half, making his legs tremble slightly.

“Who?” After coming to his senses, he feigned composure and shouted.

“Me,” Qinghe replied coldly. Without even looking at how Su Zhuyi was injured, he walked directly to Hua Yining.

There had originally been many Yunxiao Sect disciples in front of Hua Yining.

However, Qinghe’s presence was too strong, his body seeming covered in frost. As he approached, it was like winter wind sweeping over, making them unable to resist stepping aside to clear a path. Thus, Qinghe walked to Hua Yining’s front without anyone blocking him.

Qi Yue, who was supporting Hua Yining beside her, had trembling hands. She wanted to let go, but Hua Yining was leaning half her body weight on her. Elder Hua and the others would arrive soon—hold on, she encouraged herself.

“Dongxue Sword?”

Heh.

An almost inaudible cold laugh emerged from Qinghe’s mouth, yet his lips didn’t move at all, making people feel that weak laugh was perhaps an illusion.

“You, what do you want to do?” Hua Yining was weak and powerless, lacking even the strength to speak. Qi Yue was so nervous that she stammered. Her eyes looked around as she cursed inwardly: “Where are the people? Where are the other people from the Yunxiao Sect?”

Just then, an anxious voice rang out: “Yining!”

Elder Hua and several other Yunxiao Sect elders rushed over. Seeing Qinghe, Elder Hua sternly said: “Qinghe, what do you want to do to my daughter?”

Pressure immediately bore down, but Qinghe lightly retreated several zhang, directly retreating to Su Zhuyi’s side. He coldly glanced at Su Zhuyi, who appeared weak as gossamer, with a face full of grief and indignation, eyes containing tears, teardrops hanging on her eyelashes, ready to fall but not quite dropping.

Her facial expression froze slightly. She lowered her head a little, and with one blink, that teardrop that had hung there for a long time finally completed its mission and fell.

“What’s on his face?” Qinghe asked.

“She attacked me with the Dongxue Sword’s frost sword qi. I just grabbed a golden lotus petal as a shield. Thinking fire could melt ice and snow, I desperately used Blazing Palm to resist, melting the shield completely. Some golden liquid splashed onto her face.” Su Zhuyi said with an aggrieved expression.

Among the elders who came together was a high-level weapon refiner. After careful examination, he said, “Indeed, this is corrosion from golden meteorite water. It’s difficult to recover with pills or spiritual energy, but after ten years or so of healing, it can naturally improve.”

Hearing this, Yunxiao Sect cultivators naturally couldn’t say anything more, only calling it a misunderstanding and asking for forgiveness. Even the late Golden Core cultivator flying in mid-air could only come down and apologize to Su Zhuyi.

Elder Liu from Gujian Sect said at the right time: “Poison was a misunderstanding, but what about this sword qi penetrating the meridians?”

Hua Yining’s father could only say: “Yining’s cultivation is insufficient, and she cannot fully control the Dongxue Sword. She must have been unintentional. Here is a bottle of high-grade Meridian Moistening Pills. Please don’t blame Yining, young friend.”

“Father!” Hua Yining’s voice was hoarse. She was unconvinced—her face was ruined, yet she still had to apologize to her opponent?

However, Elder Hua had unspeakable suffering. Qinghe’s pressure bearing down on him made his very bones feel like ice water had seeped in, shocking his heart greatly. Gujian Sect’s Qinghe—after not seeing him for thirty years, he had such strength? He couldn’t possibly be just at the Golden Core stage. He must have suppressed his cultivation, and suppressing it while making everyone unable to see through it was enough to show his cultivation exceeded his own and was stronger than everyone present, at least late Nascent Soul stage…

This matter was originally their fault, and the cold qi in the meridians was the best evidence, so he could only accept it.

“I’ve also prepared some healing pills. I’ll have my disciples deliver them to Young Friend Su’s room later.” Seeing Qinghe not responding, Elder Hua added.

“Mm!” Qinghe nodded and said nothing more.

Ordinary people would at least say “thank you for your kindness” at this time, but he simply acknowledged with a “mm” and was done. Yunxiao Sect disciples were so angry they wanted to vomit blood, but since the elders had already agreed, what could they say? They could only glare hatefully at the Gujian Sect disciples.

Fighting was prohibited within the sect, so the young disciples from both sides shot eye daggers at each other, as if they wanted to kill with their gazes.

Su Zhuyi was supported back to her room by caring senior sisters from her sect. Once inside, she immediately became lively and energetic.

It still hurt—she was indeed injured—but the female demon head could grit her teeth and endure even worse pain. The current injuries were nothing to her. Moreover, Hua Yining wouldn’t have peace for the next ten-plus years, and she had gained pills for free. She was so happy that she couldn’t be bothered by the pain from her wounds.

She took the pills and began cultivating. The next day, she had recovered seventy to eighty percent. Just as she stepped out in the morning, Gujian Sect disciples surrounded her: “Did you hear? Something happened last night!”

What happened?

“That Dongxue Sword lost its spirit!”

“Lost its spirit?” The reason the Dongxue Sword was called a high-grade spirit sword was that it had a sword spirit. Yet overnight, the sword spirit dissipated, and it became an ordinary high-grade flying sword?

Everyone discussed heatedly but couldn’t explain why the Dongxue Sword had lost its spirit.

However, Su Zhuyi understood clearly in her heart.

Qinghe had merged with the Longquan Sword. It could be said he was now the Longquan Sword itself—a devouring, killing evil sword. Though its malevolent qi had been transformed, its inherent power hadn’t changed much.

The sword spirit of Qinghe’s original sword had been devoured by the Longquan Sword. Devouring the Dongxue Sword’s spirit would also be effortless.

This Senior Brother Qinghe was quite capable indeed.

Now, Su Zhuyi felt that joining the Gujian Sect was the most correct decision she had made in her second life. Having backing felt quite comfortable.

She giggled twice and went to the martial arts platform with her fellow disciples.

Chapter 49: Smart
After three consecutive matches, Su Zhuyi’s reputation had already spread.

She would defeat people on the platform in just a few moves. In this match, before her Blazing Palm could even strike out, her opponent threw himself off the martial arts platform. To see such a perceptive person in a righteous sect, Su Zhuyi secretly praised his shamelessness in her heart.

After this match, only the final one remained. The final match was between her and Qin Chuan. Su Zhuyi felt no pressure at all—first place was already in the bag.

The Sword Tomb opened once every thirty years, and each time only a hundred disciples under a hundred years of bone age could enter to select swords. The allocation of these spots was related to the competition results. The first-place sect could have ten spots. If Su Zhuyi took first place, she could secure ten spots for the Gujian Sect. Qinghe’s first place would also be no problem, meaning Gujian Sect could have at least twenty disciples enter to select swords this time, quite good indeed.

Su Zhuyi also wanted to go to the Sword Tomb.

Though she had no interest in the sword dao, she was determined to obtain one particular sword inside.

The current Qin Chuan hadn’t yet obtained the Songfeng Sword.

She didn’t want the Songfeng Sword, which had been inseparable from Qin Jianglan, to fall into Qin Chuan’s hands. Though that person was gone and Heaven had stuffed a Qin Chuan into fill the gap and replace him, in Su Zhuyi’s heart, Qin Jianglan remained an irreplaceable existence.

So she wanted to obtain his sword.

People used to say Qin Jianglan only loved his sword, that he was obsessed with swords to the point of madness. Su Zhuyi felt proud in her heart—she had made that Songfeng Sword take second place. Embracing a cold, emotionless sword—how could that compare to embracing a graceful beauty? Even Qin Jianglan, that universally praised Riverside Immortal, couldn’t escape the emotions of the mortal world.

On the way back, Su Zhuyi encountered Qin Chuan again.

“Master has already agreed to let them just call me Qin Chuan from now on.” Qin Chuan stood somewhat awkwardly before Su Zhuyi, asking anxiously: “Is it alright if I’m just called Qin Chuan?”

He had told his master about meeting a childhood friend and remembering his parents, who died tragically in Changning Village. He wanted to be called Qin Chuan so that the name his parents gave him could be known by others, by more people, even by the whole world. Qin Chuan wasn’t stupid either—with this explanation, he easily got his master’s agreement without much effort.

Su Zhuyi nodded and said indifferently: “See you on the martial arts platform tomorrow.”

Even though this face was a good prospect, much more worth seducing than men like Gujian Sect’s Gu Feiyue and others, Su Zhuyi still didn’t want to bother with him.

This inexplicable persistence was probably her gratitude and affection for that old dog Qin in her heart.

The female demon head originally couldn’t allow herself to have such emotions in her heart. But since the object of her affection was a dead person, and she had only truly come to like him after his death, she frowned slightly and silently endured it.

Qin Chuan had wanted to take Su Zhuyi around to see the sights and show her around Yunxiao Sect, but Su Zhuyi seemed to dislike him and was very cold toward him. He could sense this and felt somewhat uneasy.

Did Little Master dislike him? Why?

He stood there in a daze, watching Su Zhuyi’s departing figure, feeling bitter inside. The light in his bright eyes seemed covered by dark clouds, no longer bright.

The next day, in the final match between Su Zhuyi and Qin Chuan, it didn’t take many moves before Qin Chuan was knocked off the platform by Su Zhuyi.

Qin Chuan hadn’t used his full strength. Su Zhuyi could sense this, but she wouldn’t take such trivial matters to heart. After stepping down from the platform and estimating that her senior brother’s match had just begun, she planned to go take a look.

She left the martial arts platform and went with several fellow disciples to the venue where Qinghe was competing. Seeing her smiling at everyone else, Qinghe felt even more troubled.

Little Master was the person he most revered in his youth.

She was also his savior, and when they met again, she was the person who made his heart race.

But she disliked him.

Qin Chuan silently walked toward Crane Garden, planning to return and practice swordsmanship. Only when practicing swords could he forget worldly troubles. But after just a few steps, he heard a voice say: “Junior Brother Qin, in the final match concerning our sect’s reputation, you didn’t give your all. You…”

He turned to see a fellow disciple looking at him with extreme agitation, appearing heartbroken as if she were the one who lost the match, looking so wronged she was about to cry.

“Senior Sister Qi, my skills were inferior.” Qin Chuan didn’t want to say more and turned to leave.

But Qi Yue continued: “You’re too disappointing.” As she spoke, Yunxiao Sect disciples all looked at Qin Chuan, wondering inwardly whether he truly hadn’t tried his best. However, the idea that Su Zhuyi was very formidable had already taken root, so they hadn’t thought so at the time. After all, though Qin Chuan had high talent and good aptitude, his current cultivation was mid-Foundation Establishment, several stages lower than Su Zhuyi’s. Losing was quite normal. But hearing Qi Yue’s words, they became somewhat suspicious—that match had been rather unspectacular.

Qin Chuan paused, looking at Qi Yue with a cool gaze as he slowly said: “What does that have to do with me?”

Your disappointment—what’s that got to do with me?

Qi Yue was choked by his words, her face alternating between red and white. After Qin Chuan said this, he left without looking back.

…

At this moment, Su Zhuyi had already arrived with her fellow disciples above Qinghe’s competition venue.

Qinghe and his opponent were in an illusion.

The competition venue for disciples over three hundred years old was full of traps and variables. The valley where Qinghe was located looked like a mass grave. There had originally been many buildings in the valley, but now they were all ruins.

“This martial arts venue looks so eerie,” said a disciple beside Su Zhuyi.

At this time, Elder Liu, who had been in the viewing stands for a while, explained: “Yunxiao Sect wants to win, but they also know their disciples can’t match Qinghe’s strength, so they can only play some tricks with the competition environment. This sword platform contains illusions that can affect one’s mind. When the mind is disturbed, swordsmanship becomes chaotic. Whoever can quickly see through the illusion will have better odds. However, this opponent isn’t from Yunxiao Sect—they should be preparing for the final match.”

Previously, when Qinghe took the stage, he could defeat opponents with just one sword strike, making it impossible to fathom his depth. Now, with this illusion and a swordsmanship expert testing him, they could finally make Qinghe reveal his capabilities.

Know yourself and know your enemy, and you can fight a hundred battles without defeat.

Seeing Qinghe in the illusion, Su Zhuyi sensed something ominous.

Qinghe was now essentially the Longquan Sword. If the illusion were some bloody, malevolent environment, would it cause the Longquan Sword to have problems again? Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi immediately examined the martial arts platform, sweeping it with her divine sense.

The illusion in the martial arts platform was arranged through array formations. This type of array was called Mirage Scenery, where the scenes that appeared had all truly existed. Being within the illusion was like being there in person. Yunxiao Sect had made quite an investment, using Mirage Scenery arrays just for a disciple’s sword match. Su Zhuyi walked around the viewing platform and lay down at the edge, shouting toward Qinghe inside: “Senior Brother, Senior Brother, Senior Brother, that person is three zhang to your left front—quickly strike him down!”

Today, she wore no makeup as usual, but instead of simply tying up her hair, she had arranged it in a Lingxu topknot. There were no other ornaments, only a tender pink flower embedded in her hair. Her skin was white and tender, the pink flower in her hair complementing the flush on her cheeks. Combined with her current posture of leaning against the stone railing of the viewing stand, her body leaning forward with her back foot slightly raised, she displayed an air of innocence. Though her features were the dazzling, eye-catching noble beauty of a peony, her expression and movements were like a lotus emerging from clear water—a beauty between gorgeous and pure, like that dazzling light in the sky partially veiled by clouds, softly and gently shining through, making people unable to look away, finding her pleasing to the eye and unable to shift their gaze.

Normally, watching cultivators weren’t allowed to approach the viewing stand and lean against the stone railing, but Su Zhuyi was worried about her senior brother. Standing there calling out softly, her voice melodious and pleasant, no one was so tactless as to scold her to leave. Someone even laughingly reminded her: “Your senior brother is in an illusion—he can’t hear you.”

Su Zhuyi secretly drew talismans on the stone railing with her finger. She could only use this method to send a message to Qinghe inside.

What message would be good to send? Something that would make him react?

Seeing Qinghe’s expression seemed somewhat wrong, his eyes slightly reddened, Su Zhuyi became nervous. Her mind turned, and at the moment the array talisman was completed, she shouted: “Senior Brother, finish quickly and come out! Master sent us a transmission jade slip saying she misses us!”

Elder Liu: “…”

She didn’t believe Luo Ying would say such words.

But these words were extremely effective. Qinghe moved, thrusting out his sword with extreme speed. The sword shadow was uncatchable. As the flying sword stabbed toward his opponent’s heart, Qinghe’s eyes became clear, and he moved his hand to the side, stabbing the shoulder instead.

Then, without waiting for others to dispel the illusion, he touched the ground with his toe and flew into the air, actually leaping out of the illusion and breaking the Mirage Scenery formation.

He landed beside Su Zhuyi and asked: “Where’s the jade slip?”

His presence was overwhelming, as if she would be directly cut down with one sword if she didn’t produce it. The surrounding people were all affected by that pressure and felt uncomfortable, yet Su Zhuyi could still look at him and smile: “It was in the illusion—of course, the jade slip was fake too.”

“Do you think Master would send us transmissions?”

His expression darkened as he turned to leave. After two steps, he stopped and turned back, gesturing for Su Zhuyi to come along.

When they returned to Su Zhuyi’s temporary room, he said in a low voice: “The Longquan Sword’s malevolent qi can’t be completely removed. After disappearing, it regenerates. Besides, besides…”

At this point, Qinghe’s expression changed. He paused before continuing: “Besides that method, are there no other ways?”

After all, the sword body contained his ancestor’s flesh, blood, and primordial spirit, along with countless vengeful souls and resentful qi. Though the malevolent qi was temporarily suppressed, it would regenerate. He had thought that after ten years of soaking, the malevolent qi had disappeared, but unexpectedly, it had returned. Just now, in the illusion, he had almost allowed the Longquan Sword to go on a killing spree.

“Don’t know.” Su Zhuyi shook her head.

“Little Junior Sister, why do you understand so much?” Qinghe knew that in the illusion, Su Zhuyi had helped him. He had always been quite curious but had been too lazy to ask. However, yesterday, even heavenly thunder had struck her crookedly, and the Straw Man substitute she had prepared had come in handy. This made Qinghe increasingly amazed, and he finally couldn’t resist asking.

“Why does heavenly thunder strike you? I can see this seemed to be within your expectations—you prepared early.”

Su Zhuyi glanced at him sideways and chuckled twice: “Because I’m so beautiful it angers both heaven and man, and because I’m not only beautiful but also smart.” She first cupped her face with both hands, then pointed to her head with a finger, looking completely pleased with herself.

Qinghe glanced at her indifferently, snorted lightly, and walked away with a disdainful expression.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She was telling the truth! Wasn’t she beautiful and smart? What kind of look was that? Hmph!

Chapter 50: Letter Delivery
Two days later, the final results of the sword dao competition were announced.

Gujian Sect took two first places and one fourth place. When the Sword Tomb opened, they would have a total of twenty-four disciples who could enter. Of course, entering the Sword Tomb didn’t guarantee obtaining a good sword, since the Sword Tomb was a graveyard of swords containing many broken and ominous blades. One had to be careful inside. Every time people entered, disciples would be injured by the flying swords within, and some would even have their sword dao interrupted.

After the competition ended, Su Zhuyi and the others returned to Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak.

She and Qinghe went together to pay respects to their master. Then, Su Zhuyi very tactfully left, leaving Qinghe to consult their master about sword dao problems. As she exited the room, thinking of Qinghe’s sunny, handsome face just now, she mused that her senior brother must be tired of wearing a mask in front of their master.

She needed no disguise in front of Qin Jianglan.

She was a snake and scorpion-hearted demoness, yet he had still been poisoned by her.

After returning, Su Zhuyi crafted two more Straw Man substitutes. Still without any grass heart, they were all mid-grade straw men. She sighed and casually tossed the straw men into her storage treasure.

She couldn’t keep suppressing her cultivation to avoid heavenly tribulation forever. Even though Hua Yining dared to stand proudly with sword in hand to face the lightning tribulation. How could she, a demonic powerhouse who had reached the late Nascent Soul stage in her previous life, hesitate because of the Golden Core stage heavenly tribulation?

Being afraid of death wasn’t shameful. Su Zhuyi had always felt that protecting herself and cherishing life was perfectly normal. She had originally wanted to craft mid-grade straw men with high-grade substitute capabilities for use during tribulation, ensuring no accidents occurred. But after years of failure, her fighting spirit had been considerably worn down.

For a demon head to grow and live long, one needed not only ruthless cruelty but also extensive learning and observation, plus constant deep reflection on oneself. She had lived peacefully and without worldly concerns on Luoxue Peak for ten years. Though her style remained unchanged upon returning to battle, she once again realized that evil people were everywhere and one couldn’t relax for a moment. Similarly, being a secretly vicious villain in a prestigious righteous sect seemed more satisfying than being openly evil in a demonic sect. She would need to be even more sinister in the future.

After obtaining the Songfeng Sword from the Sword Tomb this time, she would attempt to break through to the Golden Core tribulation. Thinking of tribulation, Su Zhuyi thought of Little Skull again. How had this fellow been gone so long? Had he found living with relatives more comfortable and forgotten to return, not even wanting his inseparable dog anymore?

She wondered if that dog was dead. An ordinary low-grade spirit dog running wild on Luoxue Peak, which had many high-grade spirit beasts, could easily lose its life if careless. She stood up, planning to go check, then thought again that it’s life or death had nothing to do with her, and gave up. She sat cross-legged and began cultivating the Tiangang Five Thunder Formula.

This incomplete cultivation technique was particularly difficult to practice. The mental cultivation formulas were obscure and hard to understand, and very awkward to recite. She hadn’t even fully learned the first level yet—it was the most difficult technique she had ever encountered. Since she had decided to attempt the Golden Core breakthrough after emerging from the Sword Tomb, she needed to work hard recently and strive to master the first level.

Daily closed-door cultivation made three months pass in the blink of an eye. Soon, it was time for the Sword Tomb to open.

“Go by yourself. I have urgent matters to attend to.” Qinghe looked at Su Zhuyi and tossed her a transmission jade slip. “Master’s injuries have been recurring recently, and she must rest quietly. If there are enemies you can’t handle, call me.”

How euphemistic.

Master’s recurring injuries were definitely due to the Longquan Sword’s malevolent qi rising again. So, Senior Brother, your urgent matter is going to soak in a cesspit? Su Zhuyi thought for a moment and decided that after returning from the competition and breaking through to the Golden Core stage, she would go to Cang Peak to find some materials to see if she could create a Mirage Scenery illusion. Then she could make him think he was embracing their master while soaking in hot springs—that seemed quite nice? It was just that the array formation would be very difficult to set up. Even Golden Core cultivation might not be sufficient to complete it. She could only try without guaranteeing success.

The Sword Mountain, where the Sword Tomb was located, was very remote. Even taking a spirit boat from the Gujian Sect would take three days. Every time the Sword Tomb opened, Sect Master Duan Linshu would accompany the group. This time, three elders were also traveling together, showing how much importance they placed on this.

Su Zhuyi boarded the spirit boat. Since neither her master nor senior brother had come, Sect Master Duan Linshu called her over to sit together in the boat’s cabin and poured spiritual tea for her.

“You’ve met Elder Hu Yu and Elder Qiu Xia. This is Yi Lian, Peak Master of Ling Peak. He spent twenty years crouching in a forest to catch a Bifang bird and only returned recently.”

Su Zhuyi had some impression of the other Gujian Sect elders. In her previous life, she had even fought several of them. But she had never encountered Yi Lian from Ling Peak. Seeing him now, she felt this Ling Peak Master had a baby face with lively eyes and long eyelashes, looking like a sixteen or seventeen-year-old young man.

“Don’t be fooled by that face,” Elder Hu stroked his beard and laughed heartily. “This fellow is already fifteen hundred years old—older than me.”

“If Zhuyi likes any kind of spirit beast and wants to raise one as a helper, you can visit Ling Peak,” the sect master continued. “The spirit beasts on Ling Peak were all caught by him. Though we sword cultivators shouldn’t overly depend on external things, having a helper is better than having none. If you’re ever injured and need to meditate outside, having someone to keep watch would help.”

Generally speaking, cultivators could only contract one spirit beast at a time, except for those from the Beast Taming Sect. This was because spirit beasts recognizing masters required establishing soul connections with their owners. Contracting several spirit beasts simultaneously would overwhelm a cultivator’s dantian and sea of consciousness. Su Zhuyi already had Little Skull. Though Little Skull’s recognition was the simplest kind without any constraints, before Little Skull left, Su Zhuyi couldn’t form soul contracts with other spirit beasts. Of course, spirit beasts like treasure-hunting mice were exceptions—those didn’t require soul contracts. As long as you fed them well, treasure-hunting mice wouldn’t run away.

“Mm, thank you, Sect Master.” Su Zhuyi smiled in agreement, then looked at the Ling Peak Master with an even sweeter smile. “If I want to raise spirit beasts in the future, can I go to your place to choose?”

This Ling Peak Master seemed quite good—he looked young and tender-faced yet was powerful. If she could enchant him, she could gain considerable benefits.

“Since the Sect Master already promised you, how could I refuse?” Yi Lian smiled in agreement. When he smiled, sweet dimples appeared on his cheeks, making him look even younger.

Then he summoned several spirit beasts, all young ones, which circled Su Zhuyi a few times. Unexpectedly, after this circling, Yi Lian showed a puzzled expression: “You already have a spirit beast?”

“Oh, you can tell?” Su Zhuyi was stunned, then said: “Last time I contracted a small, unknown beast by chance, but it was the most ordinary contract—it could leave anytime. I can’t restrain it, and it’s been missing for half a year. I thought it was gone.”

“No reaction in your dantian or sea of consciousness?” Yi Lian was somewhat curious.

“None. I can’t even sense its existence. Even from the initial contract, it was hard to detect.” Hearing this, Yi Lian’s eyes lit up with interest. Su Zhuyi immediately understood that Yi Lian would be very difficult to win over because what he loved most was probably spirit beasts! The beauty smiling at him left him calm with no waves in his eyes, but mentioning spirit beasts made his eyes seem to glow!

“Then your spirit beast must be extremely high-grade. It still left a faint aura on you, so these few of mine can sense it.” Yi Lian was very excited. “I wonder what your spirit beast looks like. Could you draw it for me? These few are high-grade spirit beasts, and they both revere and can’t help but be drawn to the aura around you. Yours is probably an immortal beast.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Under Yi Lian’s burning gaze, she was forced into desperation and finally roughly sketched a few strokes: a round head, plus a round body, then drew four round hands and feet, and on the round face drew three circles representing eyes and nose. She handed this to Yi Lian.

The sect master leaned over to look and burst out laughing.

The other two elders couldn’t help laughing either, while Yi Lian’s hands shook as he held the drawing: “This, this this…”

This artistic skill was truly horrible beyond words.

Su Zhuyi chuckled: “Others paint skin and bones; I paint the soul.”

Yi Lian could only say helplessly, “If it appears again next time, remember to call me so I can admire it.”

“Alright.” Su Zhuyi nodded in agreement, though she didn’t know when Little Skull would return.

Or had it started living with uncles and decided never to come back?

…

Spirit Realm.

Little Skull sat cross-legged on the ground, staring eye-to-eye with Qin Jianglan, who sat cross-legged opposite him.

“Little Uncle, I miss Little Sister.”

“Mm, I miss her too.”

This conversation repeated every day.

“Do you remember what to tell Little Sister?” Qin Jianglan asked again.

Little Skull’s eye sockets showed two clusters of green flames like phosphorus fires floating on graves. The flames in his eye sockets spun a few times: “Little Uncle, you’ve said this hundreds of times. How could I forget?”

Then he began reciting like memorizing a text, shaking his head: “Little Uncle is called Qin Jianglan. Qin Jianglan is in the Spirit Realm. The Flowing Light Mirror’s temporal reversal is not tolerated by the Heavenly Dao. Little Sister cannot kill people at will, especially those who will leave their names in history, otherwise she might be rejected by the Heavenly Dao.”

Qin Jianglan had once placed a Heart-Pursuing Curse on Su Zhuyi.

The curse’s purpose was to leave Songfeng Sword Intent to protect her, with the condition that she couldn’t kill Su Qingxun. Not killing Su Qingxun wasn’t just because Su Qingxun was his disciple. The main reason was his worry that Su Zhuyi would immediately harm Su Qingxun upon returning to childhood, thus bringing heavenly punishment.

During the sacrifice, Qin Jianglan’s idea was to return her to childhood. He couldn’t control the specific time, but he hoped it would be before she entered the Blood Luo Sect—even earlier would be fine. Her resentment toward Su Qingxun ran deep. Once she returned, she would target the closest Su Qingxun first. But Su Qingxun wasn’t a nameless person—she was Qin Jianglan’s only disciple, highly talented with substantial cultivation. After her death, many people remembered her because she had prevented the female demon head from restoring the heaven-defying treasure, sacrificing herself to eliminate demons and protect the dao for the world’s sake. Even within the Yunxiao Sect, many people hung her portrait for worship.

So if she plotted to kill young Su Qingxun, the historical changes would be too great and the consequences unthinkable. After she had been back for a while, she would surely understand that Heavenly Dao rules wouldn’t let her randomly alter people’s life trajectories. Though the current Su Zhuyi probably already understood this, Qin Jianglan still had Little Skull deliver the message to remind her to be careful.

“What else?” Qin Jianglan asked again.

Little Skull took the butterfly pendant from around his neck: “The butterfly pendant is what Little Uncle gave me. Half the spirit stones inside are mine, half are Little Sister’s. The pills are Little Sister’s. The hairpin, jade bracelet, jade disc, and the bright red dress are all Little Sister’s…” After finishing, he looked proudly at Qin Jianglan: “See, Little Uncle, I didn’t forget, right?”

Qin Jianglan smiled slightly, the corners of his mouth lifting, his dimples shallow. Like a gentle breeze brushing willow tips, the willow branches hanging over the lake swayed, leaving shallow ripples on the water’s surface. His eyes were clear like two pools of spring water: “What else?”

“Oh, oh, there’s also a jade slip with words Little Uncle wants to tell Little Sister.” He covered his eyes with both hands: “I won’t peek.”

Qin Jianglan reached out and gently touched Little Skull’s head: “Mm.”

“When can I go back?”

“Soon.”

“Then, Little Uncle, remember to bring me over to play in the future. Can you bring Little Sister and Xiaoxiao together?”

“Not for now, but I’ll come visit you all as soon as possible.” Qin Jianglan thought for a moment, then said: “There’s a spirit beast on this mountain whose meat is very fragrant.”

Little Skull immediately said, “I don’t eat meat, only candy.”

“I should also prepare gifts for your Xiaoxiao.” He stood up, murmuring: “I never expected that the Heart-Eating Demoness, The Dog’s Woe, would also keep a dog by her side.”

She had already changed.

Chapter 51: The Most Beautiful Salted Fish
After staying on the spirit boat for three whole days, Su Zhuyi and the others finally arrived at Sword Mountain.

Sword Mountain lived up to its name—sharp-edged and imposing. From afar, it looked like a sharp sword pointing straight at the heavens. Just looking at it from a distance, one could feel its astonishing aura, as if wielding this sword would allow one to look down upon the world with disdain. The longer one gazed at it, the more one’s heart and spirit would surge, making one want to roar toward the sky. When Su Zhuyi and the others arrived, they heard many wolf-like howling sounds.

These people had truly gone mad.

However, Su Zhuyi was quite pleased to see this Sword Mountain. This sword, pointing at the heavens, wasn’t it wielding a sword against the heavens? That thieving old heaven deserved to be properly stabbed.

In her previous life, she had never come to Sword Mountain.

This was the sacred land in the hearts of all sword cultivators in the world, and it was heavily guarded. She wouldn’t have been foolish enough to come here seeking death, so seeing it now for the first time, she felt quite moved. It was said that the Sword Tomb’s formation was initially because someone buried their beloved treasured sword in the mountain. So was this Sword Mountain’s formation natural or man-made? If it was man-made, then that person wielding a sword toward heaven showed considerable spirit. And this Sword Mountain, standing for millions of years without falling, meant that the person not only had spirit but also great strength—someone who dared to oppose the rules of the Heavenly Dao. She wondered if he had ultimately achieved enlightenment and ascension, breaking free from the Heavenly Dao’s restrictions?

If he truly broke free from the Heavenly Dao, then the path this person walked was the one Su Zhuyi must strive for. She was not tolerated by the Heavenly Dao, and every step of her growth was fighting against heaven for her life.

“Tomorrow is when Sword Mountain opens. Do you remember what I told you these past few days?” Sect Master Duan Linshu was giving instructions. Su Zhuyi hadn’t paid attention to what he said before, but she heard this last sentence clearly and nodded along with the others, while also feeling somewhat worried.

Only now did she learn that the Sword Tomb was at the mountain peak. They hadn’t arrived directly at the Sword Tomb’s entrance—sword cultivators wanting to ascend Sword Mountain also had to undergo trials.

On Sword Mountain was a winding mountain path that snaked like a serpent, spiraling from the mountain base all the way to the peak. These cultivators heading to the Sword Tomb couldn’t fly up; they could only climb step by step.

It was said that every step of the winding mountain path was a sword. Only cultivators with higher sword dao talent and stronger swordsmanship could reach the summit in a short time. Those with poor talent and unsteady sword hearts would be trapped on the sword path, hung on those stone steps for three days before being teleported into the Sword Tomb. But even if they got in, it would be difficult to find good swords.

Su Zhuyi was a bit worried.

She felt she would be among those trapped on the sword path for three days. Using the sect master’s words, if one’s sword heart wasn’t stable, they would be like salted fish hung on the sword path to dry in the sun for three days.

After pondering without finding a solution, Su Zhuyi changed into that red dress that looked the most beautiful. Since she would be trapped on the sword path for three days, watched by people for three days, she might as well be beautiful while being watched for three days.

Even if she were going to be salted fish, she would be the most beautiful salted fish.

As for whether the Songfeng Sword would fall into Qin Chuan’s hands after being delayed three days, Su Zhuyi wasn’t afraid. If the Songfeng Sword truly fell into Qin Chuan’s hands, even if she had to scheme and kill Qin Chuan, she would seize the flying sword.

The next morning, Su Zhuyi wore her golden-woven chrysanthemum brocade trailing red dress. The fire-red dress with dark gold patterns wrapped around her young, enchanting body, giving her a different kind of beauty—not the clear and delicate charm of before, but a soul-stirring magnificence. Standing on that mountain path, she was like the glow of sunset draped over mountain ravines, or like brilliant fireworks blooming in the night sky, making the heavens flow with colored light and adding several touches of romantic charm to the solemn-looking Sword Mountain.

“Little Master.” Qin Chuan saw that figure from afar and couldn’t help calling out softly.

Su Zhuyi turned her head, a faint smile playing at the corners of her mouth. That touch of brilliant red suddenly struck the eyes of many people present. Her smile seemed frozen in a painting, making people involuntarily sigh in their hearts—this woman truly embodied heaven and earth’s spiritual essence, beautiful in a way that was hard to describe with words. Everyone understood that among that group of handsome and pretty men and women, she was the most dazzling one, as if gathering all the light. The others, who were individually quite attractive, now all paled in comparison.

Qin Chuan stepped forward several paces, standing with Su Zhuyi one behind the other. They hadn’t yet stepped onto the true sword path—everyone stood at the same starting point.

“I wish Little Master finds a good sword,” Qin Chuan said.

Su Zhuyi nodded. “Likewise.”

After saying this, Su Zhuyi turned her head back, showing no intention of continuing the conversation with Qin Chuan. Qin Chuan felt somewhat disappointed. He didn’t know why Little Master was so cold—was it because back then, he had escaped but never gone to find her again?

Qin Chuan lowered his head, looking at the sword path beneath his feet. His gaze gradually became determined. He would repay Little Master’s life-saving grace, and he would also avenge Changning Village. Whether repaying kindness or seeking revenge, both required powerful strength, and the sword path beneath his feet was what he loved and what could help him fulfill his wishes.

He raised his head, looking toward the peak of Sword Mountain, his eyes full of reverence and longing. The red figure before him had also been someone he revered in his youth.

Seeing Qin Chuan step forward, the cultivators from various sects watching also sighed in their hearts—these two truly were a perfect pair. The handsome man and beautiful woman standing together were particularly pleasing to the eye. At the back of the group was a female cultivator wearing a mask. Watching those two standing together, her heart felt as if it were bleeding.

She was Hua Yining.

The Dongxue Sword’s sword spirit had dispersed, reducing it to an ordinary flying sword. The Dongxue Sword was her natal flying sword. Although the sword’s spirit had only dispersed without the blade being damaged, after the spirit dispersed, it greatly affected her sword dao. Fortunately, she was not yet a hundred years old and still had another chance to enter the Sword Tomb. Her appearance was already ruined, and she hadn’t wanted to leave home, but this opportunity was fought for by her father, and she couldn’t give up the sword dao.

But now, seeing those two figures, Hua Yining’s hatred was so intense she felt she might bite her teeth to pieces.

…

After staying on the sword path for a quarter hour, Sword Mountain suddenly shook twice. At the same time, the morning sun leaped out from the east, and the first ray of morning sunlight fell on Sword Mountain’s sword tip. It seemed like a bright silver sword gleam transmitted from the sword tip to the sword hilt. Then a wind blew, as if a fierce gale swept through the mountain valley. The howling echoes shook like dragon roars, causing all the flying swords of the cultivators present to vibrate in response, like ten thousand swords paying homage to their sovereign.

Their flying swords were either carried on their backs or held in their hands. At this moment, all the flying swords were softly humming in response to Sword Mountain’s dragon roar. Only Su Zhuyi’s flying sword was in her storage pouch and couldn’t respond even if it wanted to…

After Sword Mountain’s strange phenomenon ended, the hundred disciples began climbing the mountain.

Although there was only one sword path wide enough for one person, after stepping onto it, each person was actually on their sword path, so there wouldn’t be any situation of being blocked on the path. However, though they were on their sword paths, they could still see others climbing the mountain, allowing them to recognize the differences between each other. This could stimulate people to follow those ahead or cause them to eventually give up because their opponents were unreachably far ahead.

Su Zhuyi looked at the stone steps beneath her feet and lifted her foot to take a step.

There didn’t seem to be any trial at all. After her toes touched down, she still felt somewhat unreal. But seeing other disciples had already quickly walked several steps, she knew the early path should be particularly easy to walk—anyone who could wield a sword could climb up. Therefore, she didn’t hesitate and quickly climbed the sword path, soon surpassing quite a few people and walking at the front.

When she reached halfway up the mountain, Su Zhuyi’s steps slowed down.

Before her eyes, countless sword shadows seemed to be swaying, blocking her path. She used her Blazing Flame Palm to strike, but found it had no effect at all. The Shadowless Steps couldn’t dodge them either. What was on the sword path were sword intent and sword shadows—she could only use sword intent to counter them. With no other choice, Su Zhuyi finally took out her Qingfeng Sword.

Since obtaining the Qingfeng Sword, this was her first time using this sword.

Su Zhuyi knew the first level of the Tianxuan Nine Swords. She executed the Tianxuan Nine Swords, successfully cutting through the sword shadows and continuing forward. Slashing like this, when she was still over a hundred steps from the mountain peak, Su Zhuyi found she could barely cut through those sword shadows anymore.

She was getting more and more tired.

The spiritual energy in her body seemed to become very thin from continuously executing sword techniques. Her arms could barely lift anymore, and the tiger’s mouth holding the sword had been torn open by the vibrations, with fresh blood seeping out. Su Zhuyi felt she probably couldn’t continue going up.

Because she wasn’t someone who was obsessed with swords.

Even though she was standing on the sword path now, there was no sword dao in her heart.

How could someone with no sword dao in their heart complete Sword Mountain’s sword path? She had originally planned to stand here beautifully and wait for three days. It just wasn’t her style to give up without trying, which was why she climbed with all her effort. But when she realized she truly couldn’t do it, she would also decisively give up.

This was a matter of mental state. She didn’t love swords, so she was destined not to go far on the sword path. She couldn’t force it.

She stopped, standing on the sword path while trying to make her posture look more graceful. Just as she was thinking about how she should stand, she heard a voice sneer coldly: “Waste.”

Beside her, a woman passed her by.

This woman had a rigid face and lifeless eyes—she should be wearing a mask. For someone who needed to wear a mask, Su Zhuyi immediately thought of Hua Yining.

Hua Yining had always controlled her speed. She moved forward step by step, slowly. Although she had fallen behind initially, now she had caught up. Not only had she caught up, but she walked very steadily. This showed her sword dao cultivation was indeed good, steady, and methodical, with a solid foundation.

To be called waste by a jumping clown.

Su Zhuyi narrowed her eyes and sneered coldly, thinking to herself: “When we enter the Sword Tomb, I’ll teach you how to behave.” Last time in public, I couldn’t cripple your cultivation. Once we enter the Sword Tomb, it will be your death date. Murderous intent suddenly arose in Su Zhuyi’s heart, but her expression didn’t change. However, the next moment, her face did change.

The sword shadows that had been hanging in front of her suddenly condensed together all at once, forming a snow-bright sword intent that came slashing straight at her.

Could it be that one couldn’t harbor thoughts of harming others on this sword path?

How could the sect master not have reminded them of such a crucial matter?

She had just thought about killing someone in her heart, and the sword shadows before her went berserk!

Chapter 52: Flying Immortal from Beyond the Heavens
Su Zhuyi swung her sword to block. The sword shadow crashed into her Qingfeng Sword with a clang. The massive impact made her slip, nearly flying off the narrow sword path. At the same time, Su Zhuyi felt as if her shoes had worn through, or perhaps they had never existed at all. Now her bare feet stepped on the sword path, and when she slipped, it felt like flesh was scraped from the soles of her feet, causing her to furrow her brow in pain as she gritted her teeth to keep from crying out.

Looking down, the sword path beneath her feet had become literal flying swords, cold light flashing, their snow-bright gleam sharper than frost and snow, particularly dazzling. Blood flowed from her feet onto the sword blades, dripping down step by step.

Like red plum blossoms beaten by cold wind, falling scattered across snowy ground.

…

“Su Zhuyi, she…?” The sect master and three elders all saw that something was wrong and felt very anxious.

Among the hundred cultivators under a hundred years old, the one with the highest cultivation was Su Zhuyi at the Great Perfection of Foundation Establishment.

Originally, Yunxiao Sect also had Hua Yining, whose cultivation was comparable to hers, but Hua Yining failed her Golden Core tribulation. Not only did her cultivation not advance, but it also retreated. Fortunately, her father was a high-level alchemist, and after three months of care, her cultivation realm stabilized, though it had fallen back to the eighth layer of Foundation Establishment.

With the highest cultivation, as Luo Ying’s disciple, her sword dao talent must also be high. Could Gujian Sect gain one more spirit sword, or even an immortal sword, this time? They had placed all their hopes on Su Zhuyi. Watching her climb up had not disappointed them, but now, clearly, something unexpected had happened…

That red-robed woman stood barefoot on sword blades, fresh blood dripping from her feet, flowing down the sword steps all the way, winding into a river of blood on the sword path, also like a red silk ribbon extending from beneath the red-robed woman’s feet, spreading out with an enchanting beauty.

“Regardless of whether sword cultivators have integrity, this sword path certainly has integrity.” Yi Lian teased a golden sparrow on his shoulder. “The sword path compares swords. Even without high talent, as long as one’s heart moves forward, they can climb step by step slowly upward. With a pilgrim’s attitude, even if they don’t reach the summit in the end, persisting for three days will still allow entry into the Sword Tomb.”

“The current situation shows Su Zhuyi lost her integrity on the sword path.” He spent years away from home, finding spirit beasts more pleasing than people. Usually appearing gentle and sunny like a handsome young man, he was the strictest when problems arose. Originally having quite a good impression of Su Zhuyi, seeing her tormented on the sword path made Yi Lian’s expression somewhat displeased. This meant this disciple had desecrated the sword path.

The sect master’s expression was grave as he remained silent.

Elder Hu glared at Yi Lian. “Nonsense! Have faith in our sect’s disciples. That’s Luo Ying’s disciple!”

“You’re just too protective,” Yi Lian said, looking at him.

“You’re just too rigid,” Elder Hu replied. “You’re jumping to conclusions before understanding the situation clearly.”

“I can see clearly.” Yi Lian stopped teasing the golden sparrow, raised his head to look at the sword path again, and said firmly.

“Just you? You can only clearly see what spirit beasts are thinking.”

The two were about to continue bickering when Elder Qiuxia, beside them, stopped them. Their conversation was transmitted through voice transmission, but the next moment, a sword cultivator from the nearby Hanhai Sword Sect suddenly spoke to a fellow disciple beside him: “I thought that female disciple from Gujian Sect would be the strongest opponent this time. Who would have thought… didn’t expect…”

He pointed and laughed, “Zhuzhu is now only ten steps from Sword Mountain’s peak, trailing only behind those two from Yunxiao Sect. We can secure third place and compete for second.” As for Qin Chuan, with his excellent Triple Yang Convergence constitution, they were self-aware and never thought they could defeat him.

“Yes, after Zhuzhu lost the first competition, her sword heart became more determined. Her temperament is most suitable for sword cultivation,” the middle-aged female cultivator beside him also said.

“Congratulations on taking such a good disciple.”

Their conversation reached the ears of Gujian Sect disciples, sounding wrong no matter how they heard it. But now everyone’s hearts were focused on Su Zhuyi, with no mind to argue with them. One disciple squeezed to the front, cupped his hands around his mouth, and shouted: “Little Junior Sister, if your feet hurt, don’t walk anymore!” With so much blood flowing, it was heartbreaking to watch.

As soon as he finished shouting, an elder beside him severely reprimanded him and gave his head a hard thump, making him suck in cold air in pain before shrinking back.

Su Zhuyi stood on the sword, her feet feeling like they stepped on flames or stood on a nail board.

The sword shadows formed a violent wind, blowing against her face and body. The wind was like swords, scraping her face painfully. Her dress wasn’t some high-level magical treasure, just beautiful, and now the red dress had been scraped with many fine cuts by the sword shadows, small but dense cuts. The sword shadows became wind, the wind broke red flowers. Su Zhuyi’s hair flew about as she had to turn her face aside, her clothes fluttering. If not for the blood pooling at her feet, she seemed about to ride the wind away.

“Wasn’t it said that if you can’t go up, you’d be dried in the sun for three days like salted fish on the sword path?”

“Now these sword shadows want to flip her over and make her roll down the sword path!”

She stubbornly had to stand firm.

Su Zhuyi gripped the sword in her left hand tightly. Her right hand’s five fingers formed claws, gripping the stone wall. Now her fingers were also covered in blood, with blood pooled in her palm like holding a piece of bloodstone jade.

She suddenly released her hand gripping the stone wall, moved the sword to her right hand, recalled the second level of Tianxuan Nine Swords she had read twice, and let her hand follow her heart’s movement, executing the sword technique of Tianxuan Nine Swords’ second level. This was her first time using this move, but she made no mistakes. The Qingfeng Sword in her hand became a cold light, cutting through the fierce wind, seeming to tear open a gap in the wind itself. At the same time, she endured the pressure of those sword shadows and stepped up one step.

Two bloody footprints fell on the new sword path, like two red flowers painted there.

My ambition is not in the sword dao.

But I must step onto the sword path.

I cannot be pushed down.

Su Zhuyi gazed ahead, her eyes flashing with dazzling light, as if two flames were lit in her pupils.

I don’t love swords.

She stepped forward again. But I once loved a man who loved swords.

Not until he died did I understand my own heart, and only then did I dare leave a place for a dead man in my heart.

He’s gone, replaced by someone else, so I must obtain his most beloved sword.

This way, his most beloved woman and most beloved sword would be together.

Su Zhuyi grinned. She lifted her foot with difficulty. When her foot rose, blood dripped like a blood thread, but she gritted her teeth and continued stepping onto another sword path step. The moment her foot landed, Sword Mountain seemed to tremble slightly, then a long roar like a dragon’s cry rang out as a cold light fell from Sword Mountain’s peak, stabbing toward Su Zhuyi.

The sect master, who had remained silent, finally couldn’t hold back and cursed, “What is this damn girl thinking about while standing on the sword path? She’s angered Sword Mountain!”

“Could it be she thinks sword cultivation is useless, that sword cultivation can’t compare to other cultivation paths?” Even Elder Hu didn’t know what to say. He was the most protective elder in the Gujian Sect, but this Su Zhuyi seemed too rebellious.

That was the sacred land in the hearts of all sword cultivators in the world, yet she didn’t wholeheartedly seek the sword on the sword path, instead angering Sword Mountain?

After cursing, the sect master sighed and transmitted his voice: “Zhuyi, come down.”

It seemed that when she competed without using a sword, it wasn’t because her enemies weren’t worthy of her drawing her sword, but because she didn’t like swords and wasn’t good with them. Come to think of it, in just ten years since joining the sect, she had cultivated so many techniques to extremely high levels—where would she have time to practice swords? Now stepping onto Sword Mountain’s sword path, her disregard for the sword dao was exposed, angering Sword Mountain’s myriad sword spirits. Though it was regrettable, the disciple’s safety was more important. Duan Linshu didn’t want Su Zhuyi to come to harm, so he wanted to call her down.

Although the Gujian Sect was a sword cultivation sect, if someone truly didn’t like it, they couldn’t force it.

…

“Zhuyi, come down.”

Su Zhuyi heard the sect master’s voice.

The sword shadows were like wind, and the howling wind seemed to carry countless voices: “You don’t belong here. Go down.”

The snow-bright sword tip stabbed toward her heart. The sword intent was like shocking waves, wanting to completely submerge her, strike her to the seabed, and push her down the mountain. She couldn’t even lift her hands, had no way to use the Qingfeng Sword to resist, and absolutely no way to resist. Her Tianxuan Nine Swords only had the second level; she had no sword intent of her own, and simply couldn’t contend with this sword. Yet if she moved, if she stepped aside, she could only… go down…

But she wanted to obtain the Songfeng Sword.

Wanted it.

In that moment, obtaining the Songfeng Sword became her greatest obsession, stronger even than her final wish in her previous life to become the supreme of the demonic path and dominate the world. So her feet seemed to grow roots, and she didn’t move.

She didn’t even know why she didn’t move, and was also shocked that she didn’t move. Her body and soul seemed no longer synchronized with reason. Su Zhuyi, who had always only thought with her brain and was always rational, also had a moment when she moved because of her heart.

She raised her hand with extreme difficulty, drew her sword, planning to make a final struggle.

Just then, the Zhuxin Curse at her chest grew slightly warm, and a jade-green sword light flew out from before her, meeting that snow-bright sword light.

Songfeng Sword intent.

Heavy snow presses the green pine, the green pine stands straight and firm.

At this moment, that snow-bright sword light on Sword Mountain was like vast white snow, while the Songfeng Sword intent was a green pine standing proud in the snow. The Songfeng Sword’s intent made the Qingfeng Sword she thrust forward tremble slightly. The Songfeng Sword intent opened a path ahead while her Qingfeng Sword followed closely behind, seeming to split the sword shadows before her left and right with one sword, as if a clear breeze brushed the soles of her feet, allowing her to move forward along the path carved out by the Songfeng Sword intent.

The sword shadows were like a vast sea, and the Songfeng Sword intent was the sword that split the sea. Originally, there were still a hundred steps of sword path stairs before her, but now those stairs seemed to become a flat road surface. The sword shadows were compressed to both sides, with the middle being the path opened by the Songfeng Sword’s intent.

Su Zhuyi instinctively circulated her spiritual energy, touched her toes lightly, and leaped out gracefully. She didn’t go up step by step, but flew up directly.

Soon, Su Zhuyi overtook Hua Yining.

She didn’t call Hua Yining a waste.

She only turned back and smiled sweetly at the moment she passed Hua Yining.

For Hua Yining, what stimulated her spirit wasn’t being cursed at, but someone running faster than her on the sword path, and more importantly, being more beautiful than her…

She turned back with a slight smile, her brow carrying an aura of looking down upon the world, adding heroic spirit to that gorgeous face. She was truly magnificently beautiful, dazzlingly beautiful.

One sword came from the west—a flying immortal from beyond the heavens.

Chapter 53: Finding Daddy
With the Songfeng Sword intent opening the path, Su Zhuyi rode the sword intent past one opponent after another, becoming the first to reach the finish line. The mountain peak was the sword tip of Sword Mountain. The sword tip was very cold, with accumulated snow piled on the peak, which made Sword Mountain appear to have a snow-bright gleaming tip when viewed from afar.

The Sword Tomb was actually within the entire mountain. Now that Su Zhuyi had reached the peak, she needed to enter the mountain’s interior to select a sword. She arrived in the snowy area and saw an ancient stone door. She pushed it open with her hand and entered directly.

Su Zhuyi had climbed those last hundred steps too quickly, even several steps faster than Qin Chuan from the Yunxiao Sect. By the time she entered the Sword Tomb, the others were still standing on the sword path, with even Qin Chuan one step short. Many more disciples hadn’t even reached the mountainside. This gap made some people grit their teeth and strive to catch up, while others felt the disparity was too great and became somewhat discouraged.

Her impact on the disciples on the sword path was significant, and her shock to the watching cultivators was even greater.

Su Zhuyi rushed into the Sword Tomb’s entrance like a ball of fiery red cloud. Only after her figure disappeared did the watching cultivators below come back to their senses.

“Just now, she… she flew up there?”

A cultivator somewhat exaggeratedly rubbed his eyes. “Flew up! Even Qin Chuan from Yunxiao Sect is still one step short!” Qin Chuan stood on the second-to-last step of the sword path stairs. His expression was serious, with a thin layer of sweat on his forehead, the sword in his hand trembling constantly, while his foot slowly lifted but hadn’t completely come down.

He was still one step away from reaching the sword path’s end, yet Su Zhuyi had already entered the door. Instantly, who was strong and who was weak became clear.

Within the Gujian Sect, Elder Hu’s palm-sized hand slapped Yi Lian’s shoulder, startling the golden sparrow on his shoulder to flutter its wings, rustling. Then its body stiffened and it directly played dead, toppling over stiff as a board with its feet up. Yi Lian reached out to catch the golden sparrow and put it back in his spirit beast pouch.

His movements while doing all this were also stiff and numb, with his face somewhat flushed.

Earlier, he had said Su Zhuyi lost her integrity, so she would be rejected by the sword path, causing Sword Mountain’s sword spirits’ displeasure. However, that sword intent just now, that sword intent…

That sword intent was full of vitality, like red plums announcing spring, green pines standing proud in snow, advancing despite difficulties, cutting through thorns and forging ahead without retreat. Like a spring breeze passing by, gently yet tenaciously dispelling winter’s gloom and cold. That red figure flying up from below was like spring wind’s comfort, causing welcoming spring flowers to bloom all over the mountainside on the cold and lonely sword path.

Even though she had already entered the Sword Tomb, that touch of red was still engraved in people’s eyes, not fading for a long time.

That sword intent was like a slap across his face—a loud, resounding slap that made him swallow back all the words he had said.

The sect master laughed heartily twice. “Worthy of being the disciple Luo Ying chose. None of our vision matches hers.”

Gujian Sect’s side was harmonious and joyful, while sword cultivators from other sects couldn’t say anything refuting. After all, this was too unexpected. Such a strong sword intent always commanded admiration. Even sour words couldn’t be spoken now.

However, quite a few disciples with low cultivation couldn’t discern how exquisite that sword intent was and just kept saying, “Did you see that?”

“I saw it, really beautiful.”

Sword intent and such weren’t important anymore. What mattered was that she was too beautiful, especially that backward glance and smile…

One disciple murmured, “Too bad she wasn’t smiling at me. If she could smile at me…”

Who was she smiling at? Only then did everyone’s gaze turn to that person. Looking, they were shocked to see that person’s body curved, one hand covering their heart, one hand supporting against the stone wall, body swaying unsteadily as if unable to stand firm.

“That’s… someone from Yunxiao Sect.” They wore Yunxiao Sect disciple robes, but no one recognized the face. However, someone sharp-eyed recognized the sword in her hand and said, “It’s Hua Yining.”

“Hua Yining has been to Sword Mountain before and got the Dongxue Sword. This is her second time, right? Why does she seem to be climbing so difficultly?”

“Because her heart is disturbed,” someone answered pretentiously.

Just as the words fell, Hua Yining’s foot slipped and she fell several steps directly. Fortunately, she desperately gripped the sword path stone steps with her hands, so she didn’t fall off.

Hua Yining looked up at the sword path steps ahead. She was less than fifteen steps from climbing up. She never felt that she couldn’t make it up. If not for Su Zhuyi, even if she wasn’t first, she would have been second. She had confidence in her sword dao talent. Even though her cultivation had dropped and the Dongxue Sword’s spirit had dispersed, Hua Yining hadn’t been defeated. She was just… just because her appearance was ruined, she didn’t want to go out, didn’t want to face others’ gazes, preferring to stay with her sword all day, practicing from dawn to dusk.

She had called Su Zhuyi a waste.

But that waste had easily surpassed her and reached the summit first.

When Su Zhuyi turned back, she didn’t curse her, but that mocking yet gorgeous smile was more painful than being cursed. Those eyes were clearly saying, “You call me waste, then aren’t you worse than waste!”

That smile was so glaring it made her mind waver, getting injured by the sword path’s sword shadows. It also made her doubt her own persistence and sword dao while her mind was unsettled. After decades of bitter cultivation, she actually couldn’t compare to a sixteen-year-old female cultivator!

Earlier, seeing Su Zhuyi walking so difficultly with blood all over her feet, Hua Yining thought Su Zhuyi wasn’t drawing her sword simply because she couldn’t use swords, so her confidence doubled. However, everything that happened afterward was like a blow to the head, leaving her dizzy and causing wild thoughts on the sword path, nearly making her fall from Sword Mountain.

She couldn’t even stand up anymore. Desperately gripping the sword path steps, even if her hands were cut, she was unwilling to give up. She looked at that refined back figure ahead who had already reached the finish and was about to enter the Sword Tomb, took a deep breath, and said, “The sword dao is your path.”

“It’s also my path. I want to stand with you, holding swords side by side atop high mountains, therefore…”

A low growl came from her throat before she finally said, “The sword dao cannot be interrupted.”

If she fell like this, she might never be able to use a sword again in this lifetime. She gripped hard with her hands, slowly crawling upward, gritting her teeth. Even if she had to crawl, she would crawl up.

Such great determination made even some outer sect disciples who were watching the spectacle fall silent, sighing endlessly.

…

Su Zhuyi had no idea what happened on the sword path after she entered.

After entering the Sword Tomb, she didn’t rush straight in. The first thing she did was check her mangled feet. The shoes on her feet were destroyed, with socks and flesh stuck together. Originally, she thought the trials on the sword path were illusions—after all, she was clearly wearing shoes, so how could she end up barefoot while walking? She didn’t expect it to be real.

When she looked down, she felt dizzy. Just how much blood had she lost?

To heal with spiritual energy, she first had to separate the shoes, socks, and flesh. She carefully treated the wounds, sucking in cold air from the pain. With no one else around, or perhaps because the Songfeng Sword intent had just been before her, as if that person had appeared, Su Zhuyi didn’t endure so painstakingly and even hummed a couple of times.

After treating the wounds, Su Zhuyi took medicinal pills, then began observing her surroundings.

This Sword Tomb looked somewhat like a cave. The cave ceiling hung with stalactites one after another, while the ground was covered with stone pillars and stone flowers everywhere. When she swept with her spiritual sense, she knew those stalactites all contained swords hidden inside. However, covered by limestone, she really couldn’t tell the quality of the flying swords.

Swords outside the Sword Tomb were usually quite poor. The deeper one went, the better the flying swords became, while legendary spirit swords and immortal swords were hidden even deeper, quietly waiting for destined people.

Cultivators chose swords.

Swords also chose people. Even if they took a liking to each other, there might still be sword dao trials, so being a sword cultivator was quite troublesome. Other magical treasures requiring master recognition also needed trials, but usually having strong power and imposing pressure to conquer and control the treasure was enough, rather than needing specific conditions.

Su Zhuyi was looking for the Songfeng Sword. She knew what the Songfeng Sword looked like—the sword’s length and width, the dark patterns on the hilt—she knew everything. Now the flying swords in the Sword Tomb were hidden inside limestone stalactites. She couldn’t sense whether they had spiritual energy or determine their quality, but she could still see their appearance with spiritual sense, so Su Zhuyi’s first thought was to judge by appearance.

She didn’t linger long in the cave but continued forward. The sect master had said that, at most, high-grade treasure swords could appear in the cave—spirit swords had never appeared, let alone immortal swords. Although they couldn’t turn back once they went forward, Su Zhuyi’s purpose wasn’t to choose a sword suitable for herself anyway. She was here to find the Songfeng Sword, so there was nothing to worry about. She directly stepped forward with large strides.

Walking out of the cave, she arrived at another very enclosed, narrow place that made her scalp tingle.

This was Four-Sided Mountain.

Called Four-Sided Mountain, it was more like a well. After entering, one was at the bottom of the well. Looking up, the sky overhead was the size of a bowl’s mouth, surrounded by four mountain walls. The walls were densely packed with inserted swords. These swords weren’t frozen by limestone but exposed to human eyes, and one could sense whether the flying swords had spiritual energy and what grade they were.

High-grade, low-grade, broken, damaged, rusted, intact—densely packed flying swords were visible everywhere. Some were inserted in stone walls, some lay casually on the ground half-buried by yellow sand, and others seemed suspended by silk threads, hanging in mid-air like wind chimes. When the wind blew, those hanging swords knocked against each other, making tinkling sounds.

Swords were underfoot, swords were all around, and swords hung overhead. Su Zhuyi felt her scalp tingle, and goosebumps rose on her hands.

This Four-Sided Mountain had produced spirit swords before and was said to have once produced immortal swords, so when others came up, many people would stay here to choose swords. Su Zhuyi rubbed her chest and asked the Zhuxin Curse in her heart, “The Songfeng Sword intent was at least cast by the Songfeng Sword.”

While rubbing her chest, she asked, “Hey, Songfeng Sword intent, do you know where your daddy is?”

“Is he here?”

Chapter 54: Waiting
“Songfeng Sword intent, quickly come out and find your daddy!” Su Zhuyi said.

However, the Zhuxin Curse at her chest did not react at all, and the Songfeng Sword qi didn’t appear again either.

Generally speaking, the Songfeng Sword’s intent only stirred when she encountered mortal danger, so its lack of response now was within expectations, though it left Su Zhuyi quite regretful.

The densely packed flying swords had an extremely strong oppressive force, as if being scrutinized by countless pairs of eyes. Su Zhuyi felt her back tingling and her body feeling chilly. These flying swords might indeed hide spirit swords. Even if the flying swords didn’t have complete sword spirits, some broken swords still carried their previous masters’ obsessions or unwillingness, so her sensing countless prying gazes wasn’t strange—there were sword spirits or broken sword intents examining her.

Earlier, the sect master had mentioned that if a disciple with extremely high sword dao talent and steady sword heart on Sword Mountain’s path entered the Sword Tomb, many flying swords might appear circling them. Su Zhuyi stood in place for a while and found that not a single flying sword approached her. She twitched her lips, thinking to herself: Don’t these flying swords look at faces?

Then Su Zhuyi divided her spiritual sense into many strands, planning to see if the Songfeng Sword was hidden here.

Or perhaps she didn’t need to search herself?

Since the Heavenly Dao had arranged for Qin Chuan to fill the gap, she could follow behind Qin Chuan and wait for him to find the Songfeng Sword, then strike when the mantis catches the cicada, unaware of the oriole behind? Thinking this way, this method seemed more reliable. However, since Qin Chuan hadn’t entered yet, Su Zhuyi still planned to look around first.

Who knew that as soon as she extended her spiritual sense and it landed on a sword, she felt the flying sword buzz and vibrate.

These flying swords were densely inserted in the mountain walls, touching each other. When one flying sword vibrated, it caused other flying swords to vibrate. The flying swords on all four walls vibrated together, making the entire Sword Mountain shake…

The vibration amplitude grew larger and larger. In that instant, Su Zhuyi instinctively thought that some flying sword had taken a liking to her and wanted to fly to her side.

But when those vibrations caused some flying swords to emit soft chimes, and the chimes combined, faintly resembling dragon roars, Su Zhuyi inexplicably felt her eyelid twitch.

Earlier on the sword path, when she encountered sword singing and dragon roars, was it these flying swords vibrating together? At that time, just because she was thinking about killing people on the sword path, thinking she didn’t care about the sword dao and didn’t love swords, the sword shadows went berserk, Sword Mountain shook and roared, nearly making her fall from the sword path. Now she was right inside Sword Mountain, these flying swords were right before her, and the flying swords hanging overhead were rotating left and right, seeming about to fall at any moment…

Su Zhuyi’s scalp tingled. This, this, this damn thing was sword collapse?

Where could she hide?

Seeing several flying swords falling, Su Zhuyi’s heart turned cold. With no escape routes in all directions, she could only fly out from that bowl-sized sky above! She stepped on the Qingfeng Sword, wanting to fly out on her sword, but who knew the Qingfeng Sword beneath her feet seemed out of her control. The Qingfeng Sword wasn’t her natal magical treasure and had no sword spirit, so she didn’t know what had gone wrong. Presumably, having entered this Sword Tomb, the flying swords encountered their relatives, and all started disobeying their masters.

Sword flying didn’t work, so Su Zhuyi summoned her hoe, stepped on it with one hand, supporting the handle. Then she discovered that relying on any magical treasure to fly up wouldn’t work—any magical treasure was difficult to control under the resonance of ten thousand swords. Perhaps only natal magical treasures that communicated with their master’s intentions could resist these surging sword intentions.

Seeing those flying swords about to fall, Su Zhuyi hesitated no more. Gripping the Qingfeng Sword in her right hand and the Straw Man in her left, she touched her toes and leaped into the air, stepping on falling broken swords to borrow force and push off, flying up several more zhang.

Since flying magical treasures couldn’t be used, she would step on flying swords and climb up all the way!

Flying swords fell from overhead, while others shot out from stone walls. She gripped the Qingfeng Sword, dodging left and blocking right, deflecting oncoming flying swords. Spiritual energy gathered at her feet as she sprinted upward while also using her Shadowless Steps, successfully avoiding many flying sword attacks.

But only halfway up, she saw those swords falling densely like rain. Su Zhuyi immediately felt that with this barrage coming down, she would be turned into a sieve by ten thousand swords.

All she said was that she didn’t like swords and didn’t care about the sword dao!

She cursed in her heart. Can’t I like them now?

This kind of last-minute affection couldn’t satisfy Sword Mountain’s sword spirits. Seeing flying swords smashing down overwhelmingly, with nowhere to dodge, she could only charge forward.

Su Zhuyi let out a long roar, dancing the flying sword in her hand impenetrably, planning to charge through that sword wall.

Just at the moment of collision, Su Zhuyi discovered that those flying swords suddenly slowed down. They paused in mid-air for a moment, then quietly floated in the air. Some even directly stuck back to the walls, suddenly becoming well-behaved and restrained.

She didn’t know what happened.

Nor dared she be distracted to see what happened.

Su Zhuyi circulated her spiritual energy to the utmost, desperately leaping over the sword wall. Her body crossed that patch of sword shadows without a moment’s pause, flying out of Four-Sided Mountain like a fire phoenix, flying out of that bowl-sized sky. Only then did she look down.

Qin Chuan stood at the bottom of the well, also looking up at her. His eyes were bright, seemingly gathering starlight in his pupils, clear and bright even from such a distance. In this sword path trial, he had climbed up step by step steadily. Her lead hadn’t affected him at all. Because when he set foot on the sword path, there were only swords in his eyes.

This was Qin Jianglan from the beginning of her previous life. He walked Qin Jianglan’s path, so Qin Chuan must also be extremely excellent. It’s just that he wasn’t him.

At this moment, some flying swords glowing with spiritual light circled before Qin Chuan, swaying left and right toward him as if waiting for him to choose…

Just like an earthly emperor with three thousand beauties in his harem, those flying swords were all his beauties, waiting for him to flip their cards and favor them…

How could the gap between people be so large?

Su Zhuyi wanted to spit down at him. This demoness had fought wild dogs for food in her previous life’s childhood. Being too weak when young and bullied by others, she could only spit in secret. She was never elegant because no one taught her elegance. Later, after becoming a demoness, she was used to doing as she pleased. Though she rarely made such gestures for beauty’s sake, when annoyed but temporarily unable to deal with someone, she still often had such thoughts.

Her lips moved, then Su Zhuyi thought, forget it, at least she got out. The moment she flew out, Su Zhuyi suddenly thought: what if the Songfeng Sword was down there? Her body had already flown out of Four-Sided Mountain, and there was a rule in the Sword Tomb that once you passed through, you couldn’t turn back.

If the immortal sword was down there and Qin Chuan obtained it, he certainly wouldn’t continue forward and would leave the Sword Tomb himself. Wouldn’t she have no way then?

Thinking this, Su Zhuyi immediately reached back to grab, wanting to grasp the mouth of Four-Sided Mountain’s well. However, when she turned back, she was shocked to find that behind her, Four-Sided Mountain was gone.

And she was at the edge of a cliff.

She had flown off the cliff and was falling toward the bottom.

Su Zhuyi’s heart first panicked, then the next moment, a mass of jade green crashed into her eyes, making them light up.

She exerted force with her hands, thrusting the Qingfeng Sword heavily into the cliff face, slightly reducing her falling momentum. But there seemed to be a force at the bottom of the cliff pulling at her, like playing tug-of-war. She circulated spiritual energy, wanting to fly upward, but still couldn’t resist the pulling force from below the cliff.

The Qingfeng Sword in her hand even sparked against the cliff face, but still didn’t stop her continued descent. After scraping nearly a zhang’s distance with clattering sounds, Su Zhuyi saw cracks appearing on the Qingfeng Sword’s blade. The cracks rapidly expanded as if the blade would shatter at any moment.

Too fast! Although the Qingfeng Sword wasn’t a spirit sword, it was at least a high-grade treasure sword! Yet it was so fragile!

With a crisp crack, seeming to hear a sword’s cry, the Qingfeng Sword broke in half, and she fell backward, dropping straight down.

In desperation, Su Zhuyi used her Great Grappling Technique, her spiritual energy grasping the trunk of a green pine at the cliff’s edge. Then she released her sword, using the pulling force of the grappling technique to leap upward.

That pine tree standing proudly at the cliff’s edge was the Songfeng Sword.

Not in the form of a flying sword, but intuition told her that was the Songfeng Sword.

The Songfeng Sword stood at the cliff’s edge, towering and unshakeable, naturally unafraid of that mysterious force at the bottom. The question was whether it was willing to help her.

It was currently a tree.

But it was an immortal sword with a sword spirit.

Su Zhuyi shouted, “On the sword path, you must have sensed my sword intent. My sword intent is called Songfeng Sword intent—aren’t we very fated? Pull me up!”

She wished the Songfeng Sword intent in the Zhuxin Curse would quickly emerge. “Son, quickly call daddy!”

Could it be that it felt her current danger wasn’t enough, so the Songfeng Sword qi wouldn’t appear? At the critical moment, Su Zhuyi felt the green pine branch her Great Grappling Technique was grasping shake twice. It just trembled lightly, seeming to drop some green pine needles that fell all over her head and face, slightly prickly.

She could barely keep her eyes open.

But just then, Su Zhuyi felt the pulling force below weaken considerably. At the same time, the slightly curved pine trunk seemed to have a dragging force that gently pulled her upward. Su Zhuyi’s heart leaped with joy as she bounced up with that force, landing steadily at the cliff’s edge.

This was the Songfeng Sword.

She hadn’t expected the Songfeng Sword to be a pine tree in the Sword Tomb.

Most people probably couldn’t imagine it either. Otherwise, with such a conspicuous green pine, why could only Qin Jianglan take it away when people entered the Sword Tomb every thirty years?

Looking at the green pine before her, Su Zhuyi’s face showed a faint smile, as if all her fatigue had been swept away.

She had come for the Songfeng Sword, and now she had found it.

Su Zhuyi’s hand gently pressed against the trunk, lightly caressing it. Her expression also appeared very tender, her eyes seeming to ripple like autumn water. In that warm, gentle light was an unprecedented tender affection.

“Qin Jianglan.” Su Zhuyi looked up at the verdant green above, chuckling twice. “I found your sword.”

This Heavenly Dao wants Qin Chuan to replace your life.

I can only remember you this way.

She slightly closed her palm, curving her fingers to grasp, wanting to hold the Songfeng Sword in her hand. However, with this grasp, it didn’t move.

The green pine remained that green pine, growing tall and straight at the cliff’s edge, facing the wind and proud of the snow.

Even though it had saved her life, pulling her up from the cliff bottom, it had no intention of leaving with her.

Because it knew that the sword’s intent wasn’t emitted by the sword in her hands at all.

She might be able to deceive those watching cultivators outside, but she couldn’t fool the myriad sword spirits. So not a single sword chose her.

It was the same.

It would stand here forever, waiting for someone whose heart communicated with its own.

Even if it slept in the Sword Tomb for a thousand years, ten thousand years, or millions of years, it would keep waiting.

Chapter 55: Bitter in Heart
How does one subdue a sword?

The sect master had said that one must communicate with the flying sword, use one’s sword techniques and formulas to gain its recognition, use one’s own sword dao and sword heart to resonate with the flying sword’s spirit. If you truly encounter a flying sword, don’t think about injecting your spiritual sense into it to communicate. Instead, demonstrate yourself and wait for it to come find you. Otherwise, once your spiritual sense enters, it will be destroyed by the immortal sword’s spirit and sword qi. It might be unintentional, but everyone’s consciousness is too weak compared to an immortal sword spirit—the gap is too vast. With one thought from the other party, if you rashly intrude, your consciousness might be annihilated.

Swords have spirits and their thoughts and hopes.

To accompany their master, whether conquering the world, killing in all directions, protecting beliefs, or pursuing the great dao.

For sword cultivators, flying swords are just like people. Their personalities differ, and their pursuits are not the same. To gain an immortal sword spirit’s recognition, either completely crush it with sword intent or find a way to earn its approval. However, sword cultivators entering the Sword Tomb cannot exceed a hundred years old, so the first situation is impossible in the Sword Tomb.

That is to say, one can only find ways to gain its recognition.

Ordinary flying swords are fierce toward masters they look down upon. Just like how Su Zhuyi’s ambitions weren’t on the sword dao, so those flying swords wanted nothing more than to turn her into a sieve. If Qin Chuan hadn’t appeared and they hadn’t liked getting close to him, wanting him to take them away, Su Zhuyi would certainly be seriously injured now.

But the Songfeng Sword was different.

This green pine hadn’t made things difficult for her and had even pulled her up. Its sword spirit’s personality should be very calm and tolerant. Thinking this, Su Zhuyi’s heart warmed slightly. But what use was tolerance? It was unwilling to leave with her.

Would Qin Chuan come over soon?

Qin Chuan hadn’t yet comprehended his sword intent. Would he, standing at the cliff’s edge and seeing the green pine there, gain some insight?

The Sword Tomb was a graveyard for swords. What was most abundant here were broken swords, fractured blades…

The sky here was also gray and gloomy, and even the dust had a rusty color. Yet in this desolate silence stood a verdant green pine at the cliff’s edge. That greenery struck people’s eyes and warmed their hearts.

A scene floated in Su Zhuyi’s mind: Qin Jianglan standing quietly at the cliff’s edge. After a long time, he began wielding the sword in his hands.

Songfeng sword technique—vigorous and powerful, would rather break than bend, upright and unyielding.

He thought he was practicing swords alone, but actually, that green pine had been watching him all along. Rustling pine needles fell like gentle rain on his hair and shoulders, as if cheering for him.

Qin Jianglan’s Songfeng sword technique took shape here. He comprehended the Songfeng Sword’s intent here.

Here, he obtained the Songfeng Sword.

Like fierce wind, like strong grass, like green pine proud in snow, like withered wood meeting spring, not the sword intent of destroying everything like the Longquan Sword, but protection and new life.

“I didn’t know that what I was thinking on the sword path could all be sensed by you.” Su Zhuyi’s hand still gently rested on the Songfeng Sword as she smiled and said, “You might not believe me when I say this, but I’ve touched you before.”

Her fingers lightly caressed the trunk, then she raised her hand to pinch a small pine needle. “Just like this.”

“Songfeng Sword—three chi, three cun, and three fen long, two cun and three fen wide, with a hilt six cun long. The entire body is jade green. Under sunlight, the sword body seems to transform into spiritual energy, merging with heaven and earth’s spiritual energy, scattering in the wind, invisible and formless, hence called the Songfeng Sword.” Speaking to this point, Su Zhuyi’s eyes narrowed slightly. “There’s a small pine tree on the hill.” She extended her hand, pressing her index finger against her thumbnail to gesture. “About the size of my fingernail.”

After saying all this, she continued, “Sword cultivators are very weak in the early stages.”

“I once had a dream. In that dream, if one wasn’t careful, they might not see tomorrow’s sun. I desperately cultivated—whatever techniques could improve me more in the short term, whatever techniques could help me preserve my life, that’s what I practiced.”

“Sword cultivators are so wonderful—graceful and extraordinary in bearing. But almost every sword cultivator is very weak in the early stages.”

“They need to nourish their swords and practice sword formulas painstakingly.”

“They think every day about improving their sword heart and walking their sword dao.”

“They have sect elders to guide them and don’t need to worry about constant ambushes or whether they can live to see tomorrow’s sun.” Su Zhuyi looked quietly at the Songfeng Sword. “But in my dream, I couldn’t.” She had arrived at the Xueluo Sect in childhood and within a few days began experiencing killing and being killed, living in constant fear. That’s why few in the demonic path practiced swords. While the righteous path had so many sword cultivation sects, large and small, supported by two major sects like Yunxiao Sect and Gujian Sect, in the demonic path, there seemed to be only one somewhat famous sword sect: Dugu Sword.

So much so that when people mentioned sword cultivators, everyone’s impression was of lofty banished immortals. In mortals’ hearts, sword cultivators represented immortals who slayed demons and eliminated evil.

After pausing briefly, Su Zhuyi continued, “Even after waking from the dream, the tension and sense of crisis from within never disappeared. It’s as if they were carved into my bones, engraved in my heart.”

“Saplings must grow into towering trees to shelter from wind and rain. I was afraid I wouldn’t live to see that day.” She pressed her face against the trunk. “So it’s not that I truly don’t like it, but that I had no choice—I didn’t dare to like it.”

“I don’t like swords, don’t like the sword dao, but I like you. I like the Songfeng Sword.” She gazed at the green pine before her. “I came here for you.”

Su Zhuyi no longer had a sword. The Qingfeng Sword had just broken and fallen off the cliff. She grabbed a green, rust-covered, broken sword from the ground. The broken sword only exposed half its length, with the other half buried in the earth. She cleaned it with spiritual energy, then began practicing sword forms beneath the green pine.

Su Zhuyi initially performed the first and second levels of Tianxuan Nine Swords. Seeing the Songfeng Sword still did not react to her demonstration, Su Zhuyi thought for a moment, recalled Qin Jianglan’s sword techniques and intent, and began imitating them.

Although she had lived with Qin Jianglan on the Wangtian Tree for six hundred years, during those six hundred years, Qin Jianglan had never practiced swords. After all, it was just a small wooden house where he couldn’t possibly wield a sword. And six hundred years ago, Su Zhuyi had few opportunities to see him draw his sword. In those rare instances, he usually finished people off in just a few moves.

Her imitation was somewhat strenuous; she could only try her best to make her posture more elegant. After practicing for about a quarter hour with the Songfeng Sword still showing no reaction, Su Zhuyi fell silent.

It seemed the emotional approach wouldn’t work either. Should she just give up like this?

Su Zhuyi’s eyes grew focused. Then she thought for a moment, separated a strand of spiritual sense, and gently let it fall on the pine tree. She was somewhat nervous since the sect master had said that if one intruded into an immortal sword, if careless, their spiritual sense would be annihilated. She thought that since the Songfeng Sword had at least saved her, it shouldn’t be so vicious, right?

Even with such thoughts, her current actions were still quite bold. As her consciousness fell into the pine tree, Su Zhuyi felt her spiritual sense see a green, glowing world where she couldn’t see or perceive anything else. Just as she felt puzzled, a voice said, “You should leave. You’re not the person I’m waiting for.”

That voice was very gentle, calming Su Zhuyi’s nervous heart. She said in a low voice, “But I know where the person you’re waiting for is.”

“Didn’t you sense the sword intent I displayed earlier? Do you think that person’s sword intent belongs to the one you want to wait for?” Su Zhuyi said sincerely, “I can take you out to find him.”

After speaking, she felt inexplicably guilty. She was used to lying and never blushed or felt guilty when deceiving people. But at this moment, with the target of her deception being a sword, she somehow felt uncertain and didn’t dare look directly at the trunk, instead lowering her head to look at her hands.

The Songfeng Sword fell silent again.

Su Zhuyi suddenly said, “How about this time you choose no one and wait another thirty years for me.”

“Thirty years from now, I’ll come find you again.” She raised her head, her long lashes trembling, light overflowing from her eyes like pearls reflecting sunset, brilliant and radiant. “Thirty years from now, I’ll come find you after comprehending the Songfeng Sword intent.”

“I’m not asking you to leave with me now, only asking that you don’t leave with anyone else, okay?” Her bright eyes looked at the Songfeng Sword, just short of explicitly saying: don’t leave with that Qin Chuan behind me.

The Songfeng Sword still did not react.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She could only grin and say, “If you don’t speak, I’ll take it as agreement. You’re an immortal sword, so your word must count. Then it’s settled—we’ll meet again in thirty years, rain or shine.” With that, she patted the pine tree and turned to leave.

After walking just a few steps, she couldn’t move her legs.

Set up an array to guard this place so others couldn’t see it. With this thought, Su Zhuyi began setting up an array before the Songfeng Sword. After busying herself for quite a while, she saw Qin Chuan walking over from ahead. He hadn’t fallen from the sky, so presumably there were other ways through Four-Sided Mountain besides flying over from above.

“Oh, Qin Chuan, you came over too. Did you pick a suitable sword?” Seeing Qin Chuan, Su Zhuyi’s heart skipped a beat, but her expression remained calm. She even smiled faintly and went directly to meet him.

“Little Master.” Seeing Su Zhuyi, seeing such an enthusiastic Su Zhuyi, Qin Chuan felt confused but also showed a trace of joy. However, as he was about to approach, he stepped back and murmured, “Could this be another sword heart trial?”

Just now in Four-Sided Mountain, he had encountered a spirit sword whose spirit directly created an illusion to test him. He passed, but didn’t want that sword. That sword was too fierce with rather heavy killing intent, not the sword he wanted in his heart.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

“I didn’t choose a suitable sword either. How about we travel together? How about going this way?” Su Zhuyi planned to lead Qin Chuan away, but who knew he would stand there stupidly, unmoving.

“Steamed bun, what are you spacing out for?” Seeing this, Su Zhuyi called out again.

Only then did Qin Chuan come to his senses, saying somewhat embarrassedly, “I didn’t expect to see such a verdant green pine in this Sword Tomb. I was surprised and took a few extra looks.” He smiled. “Little Master, this green pine is growing on the outside of the cliff.” Most of the trunk and crown were outside the cliff. Its growth in youth must have been extremely difficult—with the slightest carelessness, it would have fallen off the cliff. But it didn’t. It took root on the precipice and grew into a towering tree.

Su Zhuyi’s heart turned half cold.

The concealment array she had just set up had no effect at all. As soon as Qin Chuan arrived, he immediately noticed the Songfeng Sword.

Could it be that the Songfeng Sword would ultimately still fall into his hands? Just like how, even living again, many people’s fates might deviate slightly but ultimately return to their proper course.

Suddenly feeling indignant, Su Zhuyi turned to glance at the pine tree, then grabbed Qin Chuan’s arm and dragged him forward.

“Little Master, why are you holding a broken sword?” Being dragged by Su Zhuyi, Qin Chuan was somewhat confused but didn’t know what to say, so he found a topic to continue the conversation.

“Oh, I just picked it up from the ground,” Su Zhuyi said.

“But once you enter the Sword Tomb, you can only take one sword,” Qin Chuan said with some surprise.

Once you miss it, you can’t turn back.

Su Zhuyi suddenly stopped. She had forgotten about this rule.

She looked at Qin Chuan, then at the green rust-covered broken sword in her hands, then glanced at the green pine right behind them, and suddenly…

Tears seemed to well up in the corners of her eyes.

How bitter her heart felt was simply indescribable…

Chapter 56: Golden Core Tribulation
She lacked the sword intent to convince the Songfeng Sword, so she took an unconventional approach and thought of another method.

The Songfeng Sword had stayed in the Sword Tomb for so many years, keeping the appearance of an azure pine for so many years—no one else could know what its sword body looked like, yet she knew. She had come for it. She explained why she had such mixed and complicated thoughts about the Sword Dao, and likewise, she wanted to prove that her sword dao talent was not lacking. She was only sixteen now, and she had learned the first two levels of the Tianxuan Nine Swords just by watching them once. She even knew a bit of the Songfeng sword technique, even though it didn’t contain such upright sword intent.

Su Zhuyi urgently wanted to prove herself, to take the Songfeng Sword away, even if it didn’t acknowledge her as master—as long as she could keep it by her side, that would be enough.

When she spoke of that dreamscape, her thoughts were drawn into it, so that afterward she didn’t think much about it. Having no weapon in hand, she picked up the broken sword from the ground, carefully wiped it clean, and demonstrated her sword techniques.

She only wanted to tell it: Actually, I’m not that bad. I want to take you with me.

But now…

Su Zhuyi didn’t know what to say.

The “no turning back” rule in the Sword Tomb didn’t mean that once you walked past something you could never return—just like when she reached the Four Sides Mountain, she couldn’t return to the cave, and when she left Four Sides Mountain and completely leaped out of that well, she could no longer see Four Sides Mountain when she looked back. Now, if she left this cliff area, she wouldn’t be able to return either. But just now, she had only pulled Qin Chuan forward a few steps, still at the cliff’s edge, so she could still see the azure pine.

It was just that she was holding the broken sword in her hand and had used sword techniques with it, so this sword had become the one she chose from the Sword Tomb?

But she hadn’t even infused her spiritual consciousness into it—surely one couldn’t acknowledge a master just by picking it up casually.

However, there was also a saying that the Sword Tomb was the graveyard of flying swords, and being picked up proved one’s willingness to be taken away. In truth, many flying swords were unwilling to just be buried and decay in a graveyard—they wanted to meet new masters, to appear in the world again, as if living anew.

So in the Sword Tomb, as long as a flying sword was picked up, it meant the sword had already been chosen.

This sword was broken beyond knowing how many years it had been buried here, with only a foot remaining, the upper half completely gone, the break covered in rust stains—even thrown on the ground, no one would want it. But since it had been picked up, it probably proved it didn’t want to stay in the graveyard forever. Su Zhuyi thought about it—since she had already taken it, she might as well bring it back for Little Skull to play with. But the Songfeng Sword…

Su Zhuyi felt restless. Once a sword was obtained, one should be transported out of the Sword Tomb, but she hadn’t been sent out yet. Since that was the case, she wanted to struggle once more. What if she could draw out the Songfeng sword intent again? That sword intent was inseparably connected to the Songfeng Sword, and it had always protected and guarded her—could it be that the Songfeng Sword truly wouldn’t be moved by this?

She kept thinking and thinking, seeming to catch a whiff of strange fragrance, as if she had fallen under some kind of enchantment, with the spiritual energy around her body beginning to stir restlessly.

Su Zhuyi stood there in contemplation. In Qin Chuan’s eyes, she looked like she was gazing at the azure pine in thought, and she had a spiritual energy halo around her, as if resonating with someone. Could it be that the broken sword also had some mystery to it? Of course—how could Little Master’s discerning eye choose an ordinary broken sword?

Qin Chuan understood every place in the Sword Tomb very clearly. The cliff before them was the Sword Water River, where damaged and broken swords would eventually fall and melt into water, after which those swords would never exist in the world again. That broken sword was by the Sword Water River’s edge—broken to such a state yet not melted into the river, which showed it must have something extraordinary about it. It was just that his sword dao cultivation wasn’t deep enough yet to see through it.

And Little Master stood there motionless—could it be that she was having an epiphany because of the broken sword? Qin Chuan didn’t continue to disturb Su Zhuyi. Since this was her opportunity, her sword dao, then he couldn’t linger here—he needed to go seek his opportunity.

Qin Chuan continued forward. With each step, it seemed like a voice was softly calling to him, making him somewhat reluctant to leave.

Was it because Little Master was still there?

But precisely because Little Master had already found her opportunity, he should move forward even more. Qin Chuan steadied his mind and walked determinedly to the cliff’s end, where there was no more path at the cliff’s edge. Just as he was hesitating, he discovered a suspension bridge had appeared before him.

And when he looked back, the cliff behind him had vanished without a trace.

…

The third person to arrive was not the female disciple of the Vast Sea Sword Sect.

It was Hua Yining.

She climbed up the sword dao, climbing on the sword blades. Her body was cut and bloody all over, blood flowing freely from her hands, but she didn’t give up. She gritted her teeth and persisted. Though her flesh was mangled and bloody, her eyes grew more and more determined.

After climbing several steps of the sword dao stairs, the sword dao seemed to become much flatter, the sword shadows became thinner, and the resistance gradually lessened. This made her advance faster, and finally, she even stood up, reaching the mountaintop faster than the other disciples. After resting briefly in the cave, Hua Yining passed through it and directly crossed Four Sides Mountain.

She had been here once before, so she was fairly familiar with the Sword Tomb.

After Four Sides Mountain came the Sword Cliff, after the Sword Cliff was the suspension bridge, after the bridge was the Sword Washing Pool—her Dongxue Sword was in the Sword Washing Pool. And after the Sword Washing Pool was Sword Mountain. Legend had it that someone once climbed Sword Mountain, passing through mental trials to the summit, where they saw peach blossoms competing in beauty across the mountain and found an extra Peach Blossom Sword in their hand.

The Sword Mountain she conquered was itself a sword. An immortal sword.

This time, Hua Yining wanted to pass Sword Mountain.

Therefore, she passed through the earlier sections quickly. After crossing Four Sides Mountain, she discovered Su Zhuyi standing at the cliff’s edge. She stood there with an odd expression, her spiritual energy somewhat unstable, her aura rising steadily—this looked like she was about to undergo Golden Core Tribulation!

When undergoing tribulation, one must first steady one’s mind and firm one’s conviction, but Su Zhuyi likely had an unsteady dao heart, so now her aura was somewhat chaotic. Thinking of this, Hua Yining’s eyes lit up, a cold smile appearing on her face. The Heavenly Dao’s cycle of karma was unfailing—so quickly, retribution had come!

You ruined my Golden Core Tribulation; today, I will return everything I suffered in full.

The Dongxue Sword in her hand emerged, and Hua Yining struck at Su Zhuyi without hesitation.

Su Zhuyi’s breathing was somewhat rapid, her spiritual consciousness somewhat dazed, as if she were possessed by some nightmare. The nightmare had arrived silently while she was contemplating, seeping bit by bit into her heart, like covering her eyes and shrouding her heart.

It made her unable to open her eyes, her spiritual consciousness blurred into a mass. She desperately circulated her spiritual energy to resist it, but unexpectedly, the spiritual energy in her body became threads that tightly bound her, constricting her throat and binding her body, making it hard for her to breathe.

She could only continue operating her cultivation method, instinctively circulating it to break through, but the spiritual energy became more and more violent, making her meridians barely able to withstand it.

Just then, a sword light struck from outside, seeming to pierce a hole through the nightmare that entangled her. Su Zhuyi suddenly awakened. Seeing Hua Yining, she immediately pressed down with her soul pressure, then raised her hand to strike with the Blazing Flame Palm. When she raised her hand, she realized she was still gripping the broken sword’s hilt.

The broken sword clashed with the Dongxue Sword. The Dongxue Sword rang with a clang and chipped, while the broken sword in her hand remained completely unmoved. This truly stunned Su Zhuyi.

Hua Yining was also startled. Seeing that Su Zhuyi’s eyes had returned to clarity, she immediately knew her mind had stabilized, and the opportunity for a sneak attack was lost.

And there was something strange about the sword in her hand that made her wary.

Having failed in her sneak attack, Hua Yining was unwilling to become further entangled. Since Su Zhuyi was going to undergo tribulation in the Sword Tomb, countless flying swords would deal with her. Right now, she absolutely could not stay in the same place as her. Therefore, after her sword missed, she immediately retreated, running swiftly toward the suspension bridge. Though Hua Yining was fleeing, Su Zhuyi had no way to pursue her, because she discovered she seemed to have gotten into serious trouble.

She had always suppressed her cultivation level, never attempting to break through to Golden Core Tribulation.

For the past two years, she hadn’t even practiced her cultivation method, at most only cultivating the Meridian Moistening Formula, using the spiritual energy already in her body to nourish her meridians. She had never absorbed spiritual energy from heaven and earth. But just now, possessed by the nightmare, she had instinctively operated her cultivation method, thinking to break through the nightmare and shatter those bonds and shackles. Who would have thought that absorbing spiritual energy into her body while trying to break through constraints would break the nightmare, but also nearly break through her bottleneck…

Above her head, the sky filled with dark clouds, thick cloud layers like dry cotton soaked with ink, even the rain falling was inky black.

She had originally planned to leave the Sword Tomb and undergo tribulation after returning, but now the Golden Core Tribulation had appeared in the Sword Tomb itself. Never mind whether she could survive the Golden Core Tribulation—even if she did, causing such a disturbance in this sacred place would result in the countless flying swords here burying her alive.

Why had she been possessed by nightmares? Could it be, could it be the broken sword in her hand…

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi’s heart trembled twice, but now she had no time to think of anything else.

Dark clouds gathered overhead, fierce winds howled, lightning flashed, and thunder roared.

With a tremendous crash, lightning fell. Su Zhuyi circulated the Tiangang Five Thunder Formula, thinking she could barely absorb some lightning to share the pressure, but unexpectedly, just this one lightning tribulation directly shattered her spiritual energy barrier, damaged the high-grade defensive magical treasure she wore, and the Straw Man substitute she held crumbled to dust. Her Shadow Without Trace technique was completely useless—the lightning tribulation struck her body, directly knocking her down.

In just an instant, she was already torn and bloodied. She wasn’t dead—fortunately, she had the habit of carrying Straw Man substitutes with her. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi breathed a sigh of relief.

The next moment, her heart seemed to tighten again.

Golden Core stage lightning tribulation clearly only had one strike, yet now a second one was appearing! Seeing golden light manifest overhead again, Su Zhuyi’s expression changed drastically. Her body lay on the ground, her back nearly charred. Straw Man substitutes couldn’t be used consecutively, and she couldn’t even deploy a spiritual energy barrier. She struggled desperately to get up, but the effect was minimal.

Her body was soaked through, yet her heart felt a burning heat—was the Zhuxin Curse stirring? Would the Songfeng sword intent appear again? Sensing such movement, Su Zhuyi suddenly felt the lightning tribulation overhead didn’t seem so terrifying anymore.

In that instant, she felt warm and at peace.

Torrential rain poured down, Su Zhuyi was drenched through and through. She looked up at the sky, then at the azure pine, rainwater blurring her vision.

And in the True Spirit Realm, it was also raining.

“Your little senior sister is in trouble,” Qin Jianglan said gravely.

“Mm, I’ll go save her.” Little Skull’s figure gradually faded, first his feet, then his body, with his head remaining, a beautiful little butterfly hanging around his neck. Finally, his head and the little butterfly also disappeared.

It returned to Su Zhuyi’s side.

Chapter 57: Torrent of Time
The Songfeng sword intent flew out from the Zhuxin Curse, rushing toward the lightning striking down from the sky.

The moment she saw the Songfeng sword qi surge from her body, Su Zhuyi felt that patch of green freeze the rainwater itself. Her bones creaked and groaned throughout her body as she supported herself with both hands and slowly, slowly climbed to her feet.

She could barely stand steady.

Her body swayed unsteadily, as if she might collapse at any moment. Though she was such a tottering figure with no support, her steps were chaotic and unable to find her center of gravity.

Looking as if a single gust of wind could knock her down, she stubbornly persisted without falling.

That lightning came with tremendous force, like a golden giant sword severing the green intent of the Songfeng sword qi, striking down toward Su Zhuyi. She gripped the broken sword, the Tiangang Five Thunder Formula slowly circulating. At this moment, she had no strength left to execute any sword techniques—she simply swung the broken sword like a cleaver, slashing up at the heavenly thunder tribulation.

“My heart nature is unstable?”

“I don’t suffer enough hardship?”

“My foundation isn’t good enough?”

A mere Golden Core Tribulation—how could I fail to pass it? What gives you the right to say I can’t pass? Even if you strike twice, three times, I shouldn’t lose, and I won’t lose!

“To hell with your Heavenly Dao rules—you don’t even follow your own rules, yet you dare make me submit to your restrictions!” The broken sword collided, and Su Zhuyi felt her entire body go numb. That lightning power barely followed the guidance of the Tiangang Five Thunder Formula, with just traces entering her flesh and meridians, while more of it severely injured her while pressing down on her like a tremendous force, like a great mountain.

There was an invisible hand in the sky that, through this Golden Core lightning tribulation, wanted to erase her.

Thunder rolled overhead with tremendous power. Though no more lightning struck down, the force of that thunder sound was like beating drums, hammer after hammer, heavily pounding on her body, as if trying to crush her bones and flesh inch by inch, to grind her ambitions and aspirations bit by bit into powder.

She gritted her teeth and endured. The sword in her hand seemed to weigh more than a thousand jun, yet that force wasn’t pressing on her but was contending with the lightning tribulation. Just then, pine needles rustled down from overhead, falling on her hair and shoulders, on her brows and eyes.

Faint green intent surged forth, like a gentle breeze slanting the curtain of rain.

The Songfeng Sword was helping her.

At this, Su Zhuyi was even more unwilling to give up. Her body had already sunk halfway into the earth, yet now she used both hands together, raising high that broken sword to contend with the power of the Heavenly Dao’s lightning tribulation. Her body sank bit by bit—though her body was buried in wet mud, her feet seemed to step on scalding magma, or rather, like the scalding liquid of melted flying swords…

Her mind was becoming somewhat hazy. She seemed to sense the resentment of countless flying swords.

“Why, why, why does no one choose me?”

“Take me with you…”

“I don’t want to stay in a graveyard.”

“I don’t want to fall into the sword river, I don’t want to turn into water, I don’t want my sword body melted and refined, inch by inch to ash…”

“If you won’t take me, then you come down too, come down and keep me company.” It seemed a powerful force gripped her ankles, dragging and pulling her downward. Su Zhuyi was very familiar with this force—it was the same dragging power from the bottom of the cliff when she had fallen before.

This was the graveyard of swords.

Some flying swords never waited for their masters. When they entered the Sword Tomb, they were already broken and damaged swords, completely inferior to those good swords, unable to attract the attention of sword cultivators.

Thirty years, another thirty years, one thirty-year period after another—each time expecting, each time disappointed, and they would become more and more worn down, their sword bodies turning to ash or falling into the sword river to melt into water. Even if they had once been famous swords that all under heaven competed to pursue, they would disappear into the sword river due to the passage of long years, silent and without a trace.

Yet flying swords have spirits, and ultimately, their grievances remained unsettled.

“If you won’t choose me, then come down and keep me company.” The sword spirits had already dissipated, but those sword spirits that melted into the river had only this one consciousness in life. All the sword spirits’ consciousness gathered together—even though the sword spirits had long since dissipated, the resentment still existed.

The pressure overhead gradually lessened, the dark clouds slowly dispersed, and through those cloud layers, a ray of heavenly light shone through.

However, Su Zhuyi’s body was pulled by tremendous force—her feet, calves, and knees, bit by bit sinking into the sword river. Even though the Songfeng sword qi flew out, another strike into the ground, it was still useless. Her hands were raised high outside, her fingers slightly moving to form hand seals, wanting to use the Great Grasping Technique again.

Like when she fell from the cliff before, grabbing the azure pine. The azure pine trembled slightly, and Su Zhuyi saw hope.

However, she didn’t notice that the broken sword in her hand also emitted a very faint light. After this light appeared, even the azure pine became completely still.

Su Zhuyi didn’t know the reason. She grabbed the edge of the soil with one hand, desperately trying to struggle out. She hadn’t given up hope of survival, but the force below was too strong—so strong that her thighs, waist, chest, shoulders, and neck were bit by bit submerged into the earth, leaving only her head.

The Sword Tomb would also have disciples encounter danger. Su Zhuyi hadn’t expected she would truly perish in the Sword Tomb. She had come here only for a sword.

For the Songfeng Sword.

For Qin Jianglan’s sword.

Did she regret it?

She didn’t know. But at this moment, she suddenly looked at the broken sword gripped in her hand. The resentment below was so thick—if no one took it away, it would eventually fall into the sword river too, wouldn’t it? That’s why she had been able to pick it up.

She hadn’t planned to abandon it—taking it back for Little Skull to play with would be fine too. Though it was rather pathetic, since she had picked it up, it was hers. Just like that little hoe—she hadn’t thrown it away either, it was still packed in her storage bag.

But now, she might not be able to take it out with her.

Su Zhuyi exerted force with her wrist, throwing the broken sword in her hand toward a direction away from the cliff edge. Perhaps you can wait another thirty years, but if I hold you in my hand, you’ll only be dragged down into the sword river…

Her chin, her lips, slowly sank into the soil. She raised her head to look at the azure pine overhead, murmuring, “I truly came here for you.”

As her words fell, it seemed a breeze blew past, and wisps of green intent also fell. At this moment, Su Zhuyi noticed that the broken sword seemed to flash with light.

Just then, a glowing figure appeared in the clearing.

Immediately after, a voice cried out in alarm, “Little Senior Sister, how did you get buried in the earth?”

At this moment, most of Su Zhuyi’s body had already sunk into the earth, with only her head and raised hands outside. Seeing this, Little Skull became anxious and panicked, directly embracing Su Zhuyi’s head with both hands and pulling her outward…

Little Skull had considerable strength and was quite powerful—after all, it was a five-thousand-year-old ghost entity, raised as a mountain and river spirit. Even though it ultimately hadn’t succeeded, its strength was still extraordinary. It gritted its teeth and used all its nursing strength, pulling and tugging like pulling up a radish to extract Su Zhuyi.

Then Little Skull frantically patted the mud off her body, tears already welling in her eye sockets. “What happened, what happened? Little Senior Sister, are you alright?” It looked up at the sky—the dark clouds overhead hadn’t completely dispersed yet.

“Were you struck by lightning?” Realizing this, Little Skull burst into tears with a “wah.” “I said I would block the lightning for Little Senior Sister—how could you secretly get struck while I wasn’t here?” Little Skull shouted at the dark clouds overhead.

“I…” It picked up something hard and threw it directly at the sky. Of course, that thing couldn’t hit the gradually dispersing clouds above and fall back into Little Skull’s hands.

It was a rusty short sword, altogether just over a foot long, about the size of a dagger…

After Su Zhuyi emerged, she lay on the ground gasping for breath. Her entire body was injured, her clothes torn and tattered into strips, completely unable to cover her body. However, her body was now also torn and bloodied with charred areas, completely lacking any beauty.

The Golden Core Tribulation had been passed. Normally, successful tribulation would bring surging spiritual energy, restored spiritual consciousness, and advanced cultivation. But because of that pull from the sword river’s resentment, though she felt her meridians had become more resilient and could contain more spiritual energy, her injuries hadn’t recovered at all. Her internal meridians had expanded, but the consumed spiritual energy still hadn’t been replenished.

Su Zhuyi reached to touch her storage bag, only to discover that the storage bag tied at her waist was gone—it had very likely fallen into the sword river…

The pills were gone, the spirit stones were gone, the array discs, talismans, Straw Man substitutes, and the little hoe were all gone…

Su Zhuyi paused in slight bewilderment, then gathered her spirits and slowly sat up. She had Little Skull support her to sit under the azure pine, which at least hid half her body behind the pine tree.

Having chosen a sword in the Sword Tomb, one should be able to leave. She didn’t know why she hadn’t been sent away, but right now, barely clothed, she couldn’t very well lie in the middle of the road. Of the hundred cultivators, some would surely break through Four Sides Mountain and come here—it would be laughable to be seen in such a sorry state.

She needed to sit behind the tree and meditate to recover some strength.

Su Zhuyi hoped the next person to arrive would be a female cultivator.

If it were a female cultivator, she could ask to borrow some pills and a set of clothes. At this moment, Su Zhuyi was quite glad she was now on the Righteous Path and was also a disciple of the Gujian Sect—if she asked to borrow something, ninety-nine out of a hundred would lend it to her. If this were the Demonic Path, never mind borrowing things—as soon as she showed her head and was discovered, she’d probably be reduced to bones and dust.

“Little Senior Sister, does it hurt…” Little Skull saw Su Zhuyi covered in wounds and tears pattered down. Crying and crying, it suddenly remembered, “Ah, Little Senior Sister, I have medicine.” With that, Little Skull lowered its head to get its pendant. Upon seeing its little butterfly, Little Skull’s expression became stunned—it was so startled its jawbone dropped.

“I, I, I…”

“The little butterfly Little Uncle gave me, how did it become like this?”

That had been a pair of little butterflies with embedded jade and inlaid pearls, so lifelike they seemed ready to flap their wings and fly away at any moment. The wings were even movable—when touched, they would tremble slightly. When he ran quickly, the butterflies would flutter as if about to take flight. Now, how had it become like this?

Su Zhuyi struggled to lift her head to look at the pendant around Little Skull’s neck.

Little butterfly?

Its wings seemed broken, looking quite worn down. The jade color was very aged and looked as if it had been crushed by tremendous force, about to shatter. Where had Little Skull scavenged such a broken-down antique pendant?

Just as she was wondering, she saw him grip one wing of the butterfly and shake it downward, actually shaking out a red dress.

Seeing the dress, Little Skull cried even more fiercely.

“The beautiful dress Little Uncle gave for Little Senior Sister, how did it end up like this, too?”

That dress had splotches of red and stains, torn and tattered, looking equally as if ravaged by storms, seeming as if it would turn to ash and blow away with the slightest force.

Little Skull continued pulling things out, crying as he did. “The spirit stones are broken too, the pill bottles are broken too…”

The pills that fell out had all become blackened medicinal dregs. He pulled out half a jade slip. “The jade slip is broken too.”

The next moment, his head seemed to disappear entirely, extending into that worn butterfly storage magical treasure. “The meat and bones for Xiaoxiao are all gone!” He then pulled out a jade disc and a jade hairpin. Of those two items, the jade hairpin looked relatively intact, while the circular jade disc was covered in cracks, looking as if it had been dropped.

“Only the jade hairpin is somewhat better.” His voice choked with grievance. “This is what Little Uncle personally polished, carved, and made by hand—Little Senior Sister, it’s for you.”

Little Skull sat down dejectedly. “What do we do now? I broke everything.”

Chapter 58: Knowing
Su Zhuyi was very tired. She leaned against the azure pine, though her back was torn and bloody, and when it touched the rough bark, she didn’t feel much pain. Instead, it seemed wisps of cool air entered her body, making her feel somewhat better.

While meditating and absorbing spiritual energy to nourish her wounds, she divided a thread of attention to listen to Little Skull speak.

Listening to him chatter on about so many things, Su Zhuyi roughly understood what had happened.

This time when he returned from his relatives’ place, he had brought gifts for everyone, but the gifts were broken, so he was very sad. It wasn’t a big deal. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi casually comforted him with a sentence and concentrated wholeheartedly on healing her injuries.

After recovering some energy and when her wounds stopped bleeding and the pain lessened, Su Zhuyi opened her eyes to see Little Skull still sitting there with his head hanging down, tears pattering down. Only then did she raise her hand to pat the skull’s head.

“It might be that the teleportation array had storms and pressure that broke everything—it’s not your fault at all. Your Little Uncle won’t blame you.” Little Skull looked up, holding the jade hairpin in his hand for Su Zhuyi to see, then pulled open his clothes and pointed to the green ribbon tied in a bow. “But why aren’t the green ribbon and jade hairpin broken, while everything else is damaged so badly?”

It couldn’t figure out the reason.

“The little red flower Little Senior Sister gave me, I gave to Little Uncle too, and it didn’t break either.” It held its chin with one hand—not only had it reattached the previously fallen jawbone, but it was also very seriously holding its chin while pondering the problem. “The red dress was bought from some treasure pavilion there, costing many, many spirit stones. Little Uncle said you like wearing beautiful red dresses.”

Su Zhuyi’s heart trembled, inexplicably feeling something strange. Did his Little Uncle know her? How did he know she liked wearing beautiful red dresses?

Indeed, what she loved most was pure red—the brighter and more flamboyant the red, the better. Just like that great fire in Changning Village when she was young, which burned the entire sky red—red enough to sear the eyes, red enough to be blinding. When she was trapped on the Wangtian Tree in Yunxiao Sect, among the dresses Qin Jianglan prepared for her, red ones were the most numerous. There was one embroidered with phoenix feathers and inlaid with gems that she particularly favored. She had diagonally twisted the trailing dress to make it shorter—the short side torn up to only reach the thigh root, though the phoenix feathers remained, sweeping back and forth on her thigh, while the long side still reached her ankles, creating a very asymmetrical, strange beauty.

She had also torn open the neckline to expose half her soft chest. What had originally been a noble phoenix feather and golden thread long dress, looking dignified and elegant, was turned by her into something alluring and enchanting.

Then she wore that dress she had altered every day, swaying before Qin Jianglan’s eyes. It was also that dress that made Qin Jianglan finally unable to maintain his composure, falling prey to her demoness ways.

Those feathers tickled his heart.

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi unconsciously lowered her head to glance at the worn red dress on the ground, then her gaze fell on a piece of phoenix feather at the dress hem, her eyes seeming unable to move. That phoenix feather was still fiery red, probably the most eye-catching color on the red dress. But those feathers seemed covered with cracks, each fine feather broken. She tremblingly reached out, her finger gently touching it, only to get a handful of ashes.

As if a flame had ignited, that feather was completely burned to ash with just a gentle touch from her finger.

Her heart suddenly ached, and a bold thought surfaced in her mind.

It wasn’t a good thought—at least, it left Su Zhuyi shocked and delighted, yet also somewhat annoyed.

For someone like her, some people were best kept alive only in memories.

Little Skull didn’t notice Su Zhuyi’s strangeness and continued talking to himself. “The jade bracelet was bought together with the red dress. The hairpin was made from a piece of jade we dug up in the spirit mountain—I discovered the jade stone. After Little Uncle polished it, he carved patterns himself and refined it into a magical treasure with formations inside.” He made a motion of wiping tears, but his finger bones couldn’t wipe away the tears. Those two eye sockets kept producing water like spiritual energy spring eyes.

After finishing, Little Skull looked up at the sky again. “We also caught many fireflies together.”

The days with Little Uncle were especially fun because Little Uncle would play with him all day, but Little Senior Sister wouldn’t. But for some unknown reason, he still liked Little Senior Sister more. Coming back crying so hard wasn’t just because things were broken—more importantly, when he wasn’t there, Little Senior Sister was being bullied, bullied until she was covered in wounds.

Thinking this way, his tears became even more unstoppable.

“Stop crying,” Su Zhuyi said.

“Can’t help it,” Little Skull answered.

But he couldn’t just focus on crying and forget important matters.

“The jade slip has words Little Uncle wanted to tell you.” Little Skull sniffled while handing both the half jade slip and jade hairpin to Su Zhuyi. He asked nervously, “Little Senior Sister, listen and see—is there still sound in the jade slip?”

Since it was a voice-recording jade slip, what was carved inside was a voice-recording formation. With the jade slip damaged to this extent, naturally no sound could be preserved. However, Su Zhuyi took the jade slip and still instinctively infused it with spiritual consciousness and energy. Sure enough, no sound came from the jade slip.

She took the jade hairpin in hand, gently touching the carved patterns on it, then infused her spiritual consciousness into it, easily making the hairpin acknowledge her as master. Then she inserted the jade hairpin into her hair bun. The moment the jade hairpin entered her black hair, tiny points of light appeared on it, as if fireflies were dancing in her hair. There weren’t many—just two or three light points circling the hairpin.

“Little Uncle said it looks even better at night,” Little Skull stared at the hairpin in Su Zhuyi’s hair. “He also said Little Senior Sister loves beauty.”

Loves beauty…

More like loves showing off.

Su Zhuyi’s expression was somewhat wooden. She twisted the corner of her mouth, wanting to sneer coldly, but emotions in her heart rose and fell like tides, making her unable to become cold, while subconsciously feeling she couldn’t become heated either. Her gaze fell on the ribbon tied around Little Skull, and she reached out to gently tug the ribbon down, pinching it between her fingers and bringing it to her nose to sniff lightly. Then, seemingly calmly, she asked, “Has your Little Uncle ever told you what his name is?”

“Yes, he’s called Qin Jianglan,” Little Skull quickly replied. “Little Uncle and I both miss you very much. He said he’ll cultivate and ascend as soon as possible. Once he ascends, he can cross some boundary and come find us.”

“Every time I say I miss Little Senior Sister, he wants to miss you together with me.”

“Little Uncle is truly a good person.”

“He also gave many gifts—Xiaoxiao had meat and bones too, but they’re all broken.” Originally speaking excitedly as if forgetting his sadness, but mentioning this, Little Skull became dejected again.

The hand pinching the ribbon paused slightly. Su Zhuyi clenched her hand into a fist, gripping the ribbon tightly in her palm. At this moment, her mood could simply be described as chaotic, like tangled hemp.

The thought that had just popped into her head was confirmed so quickly.

Qin Jianglan was still alive?

No, wait. Su Zhuyi turned to ask Little Skull, “Is your Little Uncle like you…” Su Zhuyi gestured a couple of times, “Also, without flesh?”

“No, Little Uncle is very tall with lots of flesh. I want to grow up to be like him.” Little Skull stared at Su Zhuyi. “Didn’t you say before that Little Uncle is a very good-looking person?”

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi nodded. She organized her thoughts—though her heart was in tumultuous waves, her mind was very clear, so clear it seemed even the gray sky overhead had brightened. She carefully considered Little Skull’s words, finally asking, “The green ribbon was made by Qin Jianglan himself and worn on his head, the hairpin was also made by him, but the little butterfly, dress, jade bracelet, and jade slip were all bought, right?”

“Right,” Little Skull knew Little Senior Sister was looking for the reason and cooperatively answered.

“Things he made himself came through with little damage, but bought items were broken like this—not just from storm pressure, but as if they’d been buried underground too long and deteriorated, just like many flying swords here, eroded by years.”

Why was this?

“Where exactly is he?”

Su Zhuyi felt she was getting close to the answer—just a little more, just a little more. She frowned in thought, suddenly pressing her hand to her chest.

She had figured it out.

She remembered that in a previous life, Qin Jianglan had sacrificed the Liuguang Mirror in his final moments. If he still existed and had returned with her, there shouldn’t be a Qin Chuan in this world. The former Qin Chuan would have died in Changning Village or Feihong Sect, but due to heavenly dao variables, he lived and even became a Yunxiao Sect disciple. So there were some discrepancies—the age wasn’t right either—but the path he would take in the future was the path Qin Jianglan had once walked. He wasn’t just replacing that person; he was replacing that segment of fate.

With no Qin Jianglan between heaven and earth, but instead a Qin Chuan appearing—didn’t this indicate that the real Qin Jianglan wasn’t within the Heavenly Dao?

Not being within the Heavenly Dao meant he could only be inside a dao artifact.

In other words, Qin Jianglan had sacrificed the Liuguang Mirror, and he was now inside it. She didn’t know if both his physical body and primordial spirit were there, or just a simple primordial spirit. However, Su Zhuyi believed it was the former—he had contact with Little Skull without discovering any problems, so his physical body should exist, too.

Qin Jianglan was inside the mirror, yet he didn’t know he was in the Liuguang Mirror. Instead, he talked about crossing boundaries and ascending. Were there other cultivation realms in this world? After reaching a certain cultivation level, would one encounter broader heavens and earth?

Also, initially, hadn’t Qin Jianglan intended to summon her over, but by coincidence, summoned Little Skull instead?

Little Skull was a skeleton frame—it inherently had no life force, meaning Little Skull was equivalent to a dead object, an item. That’s why it could be summoned by Qin Jianglan into the Liuguang Mirror’s world, able to travel through the mirror’s world. Being half a mountain-river spirit with a strong consciousness, it wouldn’t have its awareness annihilated as a result. If it were anyone else or other living beings, they would be directly crushed to ash.

Su Zhuyi knew nothing about these things—this was all her speculation.

She lowered her head, silently looking at the jade slip in her hand.

She loved reading, loved absorbing all kinds of knowledge, loved excavating and understanding history, and was interested in all unknown things. Given Qin Jianglan’s level of understanding of her, that jade slip contained a series of questions about other realms to answer her doubts. However, now the jade slip was broken.

There wasn’t a trace of sound in the jade slip.

Su Zhuyi pinched the jade slip, frowning as she examined it carefully, thinking she’d study it properly after returning to see if she could repair the formation and hear a few sentences, or even one or two words.

Old Dog Qin, ah Old Dog Qin…

In the previous life, you trapped me on the Wangtian Tree for six hundred years.

In this life, you’re trapped in my heart without knowing it.

“If you beg me, I’ll let you out…” The corner of her mouth slightly curved up, then immediately pressed tightly together. “Even if you beg me, I can’t help you.”

Because it’s inside my body, yet I can’t sense it.

Just like how you were always there, but I only know now.

I erected a monument for you for nothing.

Chapter 59: What Sword
In the previous life, you trapped me for six hundred years.

Now, has the wind and water shifted in turns?

Actually, Su Zhuyi couldn’t sense where the Liuguang Mirror was right now. In her previous life it was hidden by her heart, so she assumed it was probably near her heart now too.

However, as a dao artifact, the Liuguang Mirror definitely couldn’t be controlled by her with her just-breakthrough Golden Core cultivation, nor could she release Qin Jianglan. So what she needed to do now was to improve her strength first.

Might as well not think about it so much and focus on her current situation instead.

Old Dog Qin, you just wait slowly—I’m not in any hurry at all.

“Oh right, Little Senior Sister, Little Uncle also said…”

Said what? Su Zhuyi asked somewhat impatiently.

“He said you can’t randomly kill people, especially those who left their names in history, otherwise Uncle Heavenly Dao will punish you—the Heavenly Dao won’t tolerate it.”

Su Zhuyi curled her lip. She had known that long ago.

She had thought he might say something nice, but asking someone to pass along a message, it was all about telling her not to kill people randomly. Just like in the previous life, chanting the Heart-Calming Incantation for six hundred years, detailing her various crimes, just thinking about it was annoying.

…

Su Zhuyi looked around impatiently, tossing Old Dog Qin to the back of her mind.

What she needed to consider now was her sword and how she could leave the Sword Tomb with dignity.

Her storage bag was destroyed, her clothes were torn and tattered, her feet were bare, and the only magical treasure surviving on her was Little Skull’s Wuding Gourd. However, she couldn’t use that gourd, so she hadn’t stored anything she needed inside it. The sect master had clearly said that once you chose a sword, you would automatically be teleported out of the Sword Tomb, but she was still in the Sword Tomb—why exactly?

Since she hadn’t left, there was also an important matter to attend to. Before leaving, she wanted to get her revenge.

Su Zhuyi was the type who could kill anyone she found displeasing without blinking an eye. Since Hua Yining dared to ambush her, she must make her die without a complete corpse.

Su Zhuyi thought about things for a while.

When she looked up again, she found Little Skull still teary-eyed. Su Zhuyi said, “See that broken sword over there, the one covered in green rust? Go pick it up for me.”

Su Zhuyi pointed to the broken sword she had thrown away. “Right there.”

“Oh, okay.” Having something to do, Little Skull couldn’t bother being sad anymore. It ran pattering over to the broken sword, picked it up, and brought it to Su Zhuyi. “Little Senior Sister, here you go. How did this sword break? Can it be fixed?”

“I don’t know.” Su Zhuyi grabbed the broken sword in her hand. “Earlier, it seemed to clash with heavenly thunder, yet this sword wasn’t destroyed. It must have once been a good sword. The blade is so wide—it’s a broadsword. Its former owner was probably a man.”

“The swordsmiths of the past were all more skilled than today’s. It probably can’t be repaired.” She didn’t think much about it. When she nearly got pulled into the sword river, Su Zhuyi’s mind felt the resentment of countless swords. When she was about to be completely submerged, with even her head going under, she had a momentary burst of compassion and threw the broken sword out. But even so, her kindness was limited—since she had picked up this one, she’d take this one. There were still countless damaged swords in the Sword Tomb; she was too lazy to care about them.

“Why haven’t I been teleported away after getting this sword? Does it mean she can still take another sword?” Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi placed her hand on the azure pine again, infusing a thread of spiritual consciousness and asking, “I truly know that man who knows the Songfeng sword intent. He’s the most suitable for you. Come with me, and I’ll take you to find him.”

“I don’t need you to acknowledge me as master. I’m just taking you away from the graveyard to find your owner outside.”

The Songfeng Sword still did not react and didn’t respond to her.

But she wasn’t anxious anymore. When she said those words just now, Su Zhuyi wasn’t sincere enough anymore.

Now she no longer had such an urgent need for the Songfeng Sword. Originally, because Qin Jianglan was dead, she didn’t want him to be replaced, didn’t want his sword to fall into Qin Chuan’s hands, and wanted to keep the Songfeng Sword by her side. Now that Qin Jianglan was still alive, what did she need some damn sword for?

Moreover, now that she had calmed down, Su Zhuyi’s mindset had also changed somewhat.

When Qin Jianglan was dead, she felt that person was wonderful in every way—the white moonlight before her bed, the cinnabar mole on her heart, with only his beauty remaining in her memories.

Now that he was alive, after the excitement and joy passed, she calmed down, she quite wanted to kill him again.

Because Qin Jianglan couldn’t see through worldly love and affection, he never ascended even unto death in the previous life.

And she was someone who wanted to pursue the Great Dao and longevity. In Su Zhuyi’s heart, loving a dead person was much easier than loving a living one. With the passage of time, memories would eventually fade, and he would ultimately be forgotten by her. However, now he was still alive.

After racking her brains and struggling for so long, it all turned out to be wasted effort.

Su Zhuyi shook her head, deciding not to think about Qin Jianglan for now.

The best-known sword in this Sword Tomb was the Songfeng Sword. If she could take it away, that would be quite good. Now Qin Chuan couldn’t turn back and couldn’t get the Songfeng Sword—she couldn’t let it benefit others for nothing. Su Zhuyi was inherently black-hearted and had done plenty of bridge-burning. She looked at Little Skull, her eyes turning, and said, “This tree is about to fall into the cliff bottom.”

“Ah, really?” Little Skull looked carefully and found that most of the tree was outside the cliff, immediately nodding somewhat worriedly. “Ah, will it fall and die?”

“You pull it up, and we’ll plant it on Luoxue Peak, okay?” Little Skull had just pulled her out of the sword river—he was so strong. Though she couldn’t expect him to do bad things, pulling up a tree about to fall off a cliff should be no problem, right? Whether it could be pulled up or not, she had to try.

Little Skull was startled, then nodded. “Okay.” He was feeling sad inside and needed to find something to do to distract himself. When Little Senior Sister wasn’t angry and gave him tasks, he was especially happy. The pine tree was very large, but the trunk wasn’t very thick. Little Skull stretched out both arms and embraced it perfectly. He lifted upward with force, and pine needles rustled down like steel needles. Su Zhuyi had already hidden far away and wasn’t turned into a honeycomb by the pine needles. Little Skull’s bones were hard now and weren’t injured for the moment.

He took a horse stance, shouted, then pulled upward with force again.

The azure pine shook several times, quite a few rocks fell from the cliff edge, and a chunk collapsed outward.

Little Skull continued exerting force when suddenly he felt the large pine tree in his arms become thin. His whole body flew backward, his skeleton frame clattering as it hit the ground.

He had been holding a large tree—how did it become a sword?

Little Skull looked at the sword in his arms, was stunned for a moment, then said, “Little Uncle’s sword, this is Little Uncle’s sword.”

It rolled and got up, holding the Songfeng Sword up for Su Zhuyi to see. “Little Senior Sister, Little Uncle also has such a sword. All these patterns are the same. Are swords like this a pair?”

Su Zhuyi was slightly startled. “You’re saying Qin Jianglan has such a sword in his hand?”

She felt something seemed off, but couldn’t think of the reason at the moment. Su Zhuyi took the Songfeng Sword and gripped it in her hand, hearing the Songfeng Sword say, “I’ll go out with you.”

Now that was right…

It seemed she had taken the wrong approach from the start. Soft tactics didn’t work—she needed hard tactics.

Of course, without Little Skull, she couldn’t have used hard tactics at all.

“I’ll put the flying sword in the Wuding Gourd, and you can give it to me when I need it.” Su Zhuyi said. Though she couldn’t take things from the Wuding Gourd, Little Skull could, as long as it wasn’t the stone lotus platform inside the gourd.

“Mm.” Little Skull nodded.

Su Zhuyi put the Songfeng Sword into the Wuding Gourd, and she heard the Songfeng Sword give a light cry, obviously excited by the rich spiritual energy inside the gourd—that was where the spiritual veins and springs that nurtured mountain-river spirits were kept. Having stayed in a deathly graveyard for so many years, this reaction was understandable.

After putting away the Songfeng Sword, Su Zhuyi planned to throw the broken sword in her hand inside too, then wait a while longer. If no one came, she’d have to go cause trouble for Hua Yining while barely clothed.

But for some reason, the broken sword couldn’t be put into the Wuding Gourd at all, which slightly surprised her. Only then did Su Zhuyi gradually remember the broken sword’s strangeness.

Earlier when she held the broken sword, she had seemed to fall under a nightmare, which made her frantically circulate spiritual energy trying to break through, resulting in attracting the lightning tribulation.

So all the trouble she encountered was caused by the broken sword?

Was this broken sword evil?

Afterward, because of the tribulation, Little Skull’s return, and news of Qin Jianglan, she had forgotten about the real culprit. Now remembering her momentary kindness from before, Su Zhuyi felt as if she’d been slapped in the face.

Su Zhuyi sneered coldly. “The gourd doesn’t want to go in? I thought of a good place for you.”

The most suitable place for you.

She strode to the cliff edge, raised the broken sword in her hand, and hurled it high into the air.

That streak of azure light drew an arc in the air, flying high before falling into the cliff bottom. Su Zhuyi turned and walked toward Little Skull, only to see two small flames ignite in Little Skull’s eye sockets. “Little Senior Sister, watch out!”

Watch out for what?

Following Little Skull’s gaze, Su Zhuyi looked up.

The broken sword was falling from the sky with tremendous force, carrying an irresistible pressure just like the previous lightning tribulation! Su Zhuyi quickly activated the Shadow Without Trace movement technique. Though she was so fast, she still couldn’t dodge the broken sword.

Just like that, Su Zhuyi got a bump on her forehead from the impact, and blood flowed freely.

At that moment, she heard a cold snort. Like muffled thunder exploding in her mind, making her sea of consciousness surge with tumultuous waves.

“Hmph!”

It was the broken sword’s sword spirit!

This broken sword still had a sword spirit!

However, after that snort, it made no more sound. Su Zhuyi also discovered that the scenery before her eyes was distorting. She was about to be teleported out—after the broken sword was stained with her blood and invaded her sea of consciousness, she was about to be teleported out?

Just as she was about to be teleported out, Su Zhuyi saw a female cultivator arrive at the cliff edge…

She could have borrowed clothes, dignifiedly, and been teleported out beautifully! Even if she couldn’t get revenge temporarily, that would be fine—how could she be sent out in such a sorry state with her body in tatters?

Raising her hand to try to grab onto something was futile. Su Zhuyi only had time to call Little Skull back into the gourd before her vision went black. She seemed to hear countless sword cries in her ears. When she opened her eyes again, she had appeared outside the Sword Tomb.

Everyone’s gaze seemed somewhat different from what she had imagined. Su Zhuyi looked closely and found herself surrounded by a layer of pale azure mist.

…

The beauty was wrapped in azure light, as if shrouded in a layer of water curtain, hidden in misty green smoke. Though unclear and indistinct, it made people’s hearts itch even more, wishing they could get closer.

“Zhuyi, Zhuyi, what sword did you get?” Seeing Su Zhuyi emerge, the sect master asked extremely nervously.

How the hell would I know what sword it is?

Chapter 60: Qingxia
The sect master’s question struck right at Su Zhuyi’s heart.

Su Zhuyi had no idea what kind of sword it was either.

But regardless of what sword it was or how powerful, it was a sword Su Zhuyi couldn’t control at will.

The flying sword had already acknowledged her as master, but she couldn’t sense the broken sword’s existence in her sea of consciousness. However, she vaguely felt a weak soul connection, proving it had indeed acknowledged her as master.

This broken sword’s acknowledgment was the same as Little Skull’s situation. As long as they were unhappy and wanted to leave, she couldn’t stop them even if she knelt and begged. Both the flying sword and Little Skull’s acknowledgment belonged to one-sided soul contracts, meaning she had no binding power over either the flying sword or Little Skull.

Su Zhuyi was a pragmatist. For her, magical treasures she could use at will were much better than immortal treasures she couldn’t control. She just wanted a handy weapon!

Speaking of which, the current Su Zhuyi had two magical treasures and one spirit pet.

One was her life-bound magical treasure, the dao artifact Liuguang Mirror.

One was an unnamed broken sword.

And one was Little Skull.

Among them, she couldn’t sense the dao artifact at all, she could sense the flying sword but couldn’t use it, and Little Skull would obey but wouldn’t kill…

Su Zhuyi: “…”

It wasn’t even as good as her former farming hoe—nodding and bowing, stupid and obedient.

Unfortunately, the little hoe had already sunk into the sword river along with her storage bag.

She stood there without speaking. The sect master was extremely anxious inside but still appeared quite calm on the surface, looking at her with eager, burning eyes. Elder Hu rushed to Su Zhuyi’s front and directly reached out his hand, almost touching that patch of azure light. But the moment his hand approached, he felt a chill. His life-bound flying sword at his waist rang with a “zheng” sound, making his heart tremble, and he instinctively withdrew his hand to press on the sword at his side.

The precious sword trembled lightly—a somewhat panicked trembling that made him inexplicably flustered. Only by pressing the sword body firmly with his fingers did his flying sword calm down.

“That azure light is extraordinary!”

Su Zhuyi didn’t know what her broken sword was called. It was covered in rust, ugly, and broken in half. Though it seemed very fierce and evil, taking it out like this would invite ridicule, and might even make Qinghe feel she’d embarrassed her master’s face…

Thinking this way, Su Zhuyi simply had Little Skull hand out the Songfeng Sword.

Little Skull hugged the Songfeng Sword and crawled to the gourd opening, extending the sword hilt outside the gourd mouth. The Songfeng Sword seemed to have a scabbard, and she drew the Songfeng Sword from the gourd-shaped scabbard without needing to exert force, as Little Skull was there handing her the sword.

Her posture was elegant and completely composed.

She drew the sword, thrusting the Songfeng Sword out of the azure light. With a flip of her wrist, she deftly executed a sword flourish and declared loudly: “Songfeng Sword.”

At that moment, her voice rose high, echoing through the valley, full of heroic spirit and high ambition.

Everyone saw that within the azure light, an azure pine faintly stood within, full of vibrant life and lush greenery.

When the Songfeng Sword emerged, it let out a light whistle, causing all the flying swords of the cultivators present to ring in unison, vibrating continuously as if harmonizing with it.

“Drawing the sword creates an artistic conception, ten thousand swords harmonize with it—this, this is an immortal sword?”

As Su Zhuyi’s words fell, before she could appreciate everyone’s reactions, thunder exploded in her mind again.

“Hmph!” The broken sword gave an angry snort, making blood seep from her ears as if her hearing had been deafened.

Little Skull transmitted from within her sea of consciousness: “What are you snorting about? If you have something to say, say it. Daddy said only pigs go ‘hmph hmph.'”

Broken sword: “Hmph!”

Except for disciples of the Beast Taming Sect, generally speaking, a cultivator could only contract one spirit beast. Similarly, spirit treasures and spirit swords couldn’t be too many—the consequence of having too many or too powerful ones was that the cultivator’s primordial spirit couldn’t bear it. Of course, the stronger one’s power, the stronger the primordial spirit. By the Nascent Soul stage, there would be many fewer restrictions.

Just like now, Little Skull and the broken sword’s brief exchange made Su Zhuyi’s blood surge, and her head split with pain. She gritted her teeth and endured. Never mind appreciating others’ shocked and envious expressions—she couldn’t even respond to the sect master’s congratulations.

“I’m very tired,” Su Zhuyi managed to say. “Where is our spirit boat?”

The sect master also noticed Su Zhuyi seemed somewhat unwell and immediately said, “I’ll escort you there.”

The spirit boat was flying in the sky with Gujian Sect cultivators meditating and practicing on it, so the spirit boat hadn’t been put away.

The sect master discovered something strange about the azure light around Su Zhuyi. Feeling intimidated when he approached, he didn’t carry her up to the spirit boat but led the way in front. Once on the spirit boat, Su Zhuyi said, “Sect Master, my clothes are torn. Please trouble you for a set of disciple robes. I’m injured and have no pills left—I need some medicine too.”

Being a Righteous Path disciple was indeed good—she could openly ask the sect’s elders for these things. Su Zhuyi was becoming increasingly satisfied with her identity in this life.

…

So her clothes were torn—no wonder she was shrouded in misty clouds with what seemed like fireflies flying above her head.

Sect Master Duan Linshu looked at Su Zhuyi within the azure light, thinking that subduing an immortal sword wasn’t easy—this girl had suffered quite a bit.

“I don’t have disciple robes, but I have a golden silk soft armor. It’s not quite suitable for female disciples—I originally planned to put it in the sect as a reward for disciples. How about you make do with it for now?” Saying “make do” didn’t seem quite right either—that was a spirit treasure.

However, Su Zhuyi had obtained an immortal sword and brought honor to Gujian Sect. Rewarding her with a spirit treasure was appropriate.

“Thank you, Sect Master.” She reached out her hand, then paused halfway. “There’s no artifact spirit in the spirit treasure, is there?”

Little Skull’s primordial spirit was much stronger than hers, and the broken sword far exceeded her as well. She couldn’t suppress these two—if another one came, her head would explode!

The sect master shook his head. “This golden silk soft armor was just recently refined. If you wear and nurture it for a hundred years, developing an artifact spirit wouldn’t be difficult. This is…” He originally wanted to say it was refined by Master Fan and had a ninety percent chance of developing an artifact spirit in the future. But before he finished speaking, Su Zhuyi had already unhesitatingly taken the golden silk soft armor.

It seemed like she didn’t hope for an artifact spirit but rather hoped there wasn’t one. Just as he was puzzled, he heard Su Zhuyi say: “Thank you, Sect Master. I’ll go back to my room to change clothes and rest a bit before coming out.” Then that patch of azure light hurriedly entered the spirit boat cabin. Seeing this, the sect master didn’t think much of it and returned to the foot of Sword Mountain.

The Gujian Sect had twenty-four disciples who entered Sword Mountain this time. Now, only Su Zhuyi had emerged, and she had obtained an immortal sword. Such a good start made him so happy he couldn’t stop grinning. He wondered if there would be more surprises next. What sword could that good seedling from the Yunxiao Sect obtain?

…

Su Zhuyi returned to her room and put on the golden silk soft armor. When worn, the soft armor became a golden silk outfit. Though she liked bright colors, this completely golden outfit had no decorative patterns and had metal plate-like pieces front and back, looking…

Really couldn’t be called attractive—like wearing a stack of gold foil sheets.

If worn by someone else, it would probably look extremely vulgar. Su Zhuyi looked at herself in the water mirror and helplessly curled her lip.

This golden glittering outfit was refined by that guy surnamed Fan.

There was an artifact refining master in the cultivation world named Fan Jinxin, who claimed he lacked gold in his five elements and took such a name. Later he specifically learned artifact refining just to deal with metals. His artifact refining talent was also extremely high—by seven or eight hundred years old, he had already become an artifact refining master capable of refining spirit treasures. But the magical treasures he refined had one fatal flaw.

That was ugliness.

In her previous life, after Su Zhuyi became famous, what she looked down on most were magical treasures refined by Fan Jinxin. Once, a self-proclaimed romantic man took a spirit treasure he refined to win her favor, wanting a night of romance with her. She directly killed that person. Later, because of this incident, she offended Fan Jinxin. Among those who besieged her back then was that guy surnamed Fan.

She never expected that in this life, she would wear golden armor refined by her enemy…

After changing clothes, Su Zhuyi tried contacting the broken sword—no response. She simply infused her spiritual consciousness into the Songfeng Sword and asked: “Hey, that broken sword is quite close to you. What’s its background?”

The Songfeng Sword also didn’t respond.

Just when Su Zhuyi thought it wouldn’t answer either, the Songfeng Sword spoke.

“Once upon a time, someone buried a sword.”

“Later, there was the Sword Tomb.”

“I don’t know what it’s called.”

“I only know it’s the first sword in the Sword Tomb.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She hadn’t expected the broken sword to have such a significant background. When it left, Su Zhuyi seemed to hear ten thousand swords crying out—could they have been saying, “Ah, the ancestor has been taken away?”

“After flying swords enter the Sword Tomb, they gradually forget memories, forget former masters, and wholeheartedly wait for new masters,” the Songfeng Sword said softly. “This is the meaning of the Sword Tomb’s existence.”

“But if we wait too long, we’ll even forget our names.”

“So it has no name.”

The Songfeng Sword’s voice was very gentle, but its words made Su Zhuyi pause slightly. Just then, she heard Wu’er say: “Oh, you don’t have a name? How about I call you Little Azure? I’ll take you to play with Xiaoxiao from now on.”

With a “smack,” a streak of azure light struck Little Skull’s head, making him hold his head with both hands, tears in his eyes, grievously standing beside Su Zhuyi and tugging at her sleeve.

The spirit boat flew in the sky. It was now evening, and looking out through the window, the sky was full of sunset clouds, making even the tables and chairs on the spirit boat glow red.

In the distance, azure Sword Mountain was veiled in rosy light, losing some of its sharpness and gaining some tenderness.

Su Zhuyi glanced at distant Sword Mountain and somewhat hesitantly probed: “How about I call you Qingxia?”

After speaking, her heart jumped, feeling a chill rise from the soles of her feet. So Su Zhuyi also quickly covered her head with both hands…

Maintaining the same posture as Little Skull. Only those who had been struck on the head by the broken sword knew exactly how much it hurt.

Broken sword: “Hmph!”

Chapter 61: Serious Business
Su Zhuyi didn’t care about what swords others could obtain. She didn’t want to wait at the mountain foot to watch, and with this time available, she might as well do something serious.

What was serious business?

Since the trajectory of fate would ultimately draw closer to her previous life, she wanted to know whether the people from the Su family were dead now. If they weren’t dead, she’d better go make up for it with a few extra strikes. Similarly, she also wanted to know whether Zhang Enning had truly subdued the old tree and mastered Ji Wuxin’s corpse-controlling magic, temporarily replacing Qinghe.

She also wanted to know whether Su Qingxun was alive or dead, and whether she had survived in the Xueluo Sect.

Originally, disciples of the Gujian Sect couldn’t leave the mountain for a hundred years after entering the sect. Since there was now an opportunity to go down the mountain, she had to go out and investigate no matter what, and couldn’t waste this opportunity in vain. As for Hua Yining, who dared to ambush her, the Sword Tomb would have been the best opportunity for revenge, but it was ruined by the Broken Sword. Now that Hua Yining had come out of the Sword Tomb, she was also being guarded by her father, so Su Zhuyi couldn’t find a chance to strike. She wouldn’t take risks herself – when she returned, she’d just mention it to Qinghe.

Hadn’t he said that if there were people she couldn’t deal with, she should just tell him directly?

Thinking of Qinghe, Su Zhuyi’s eyes lit up, and then her heart churned with excitement. She asked the Broken Sword, “Since you’ve lived for so long, do you know the Longquan Sword?”

“And, and, have you heard of the Liuguang Mirror?”

The Broken Sword didn’t respond to her, not even bothering to hum once.

The Songfeng Sword also didn’t make a sound. It was Little Skull who pinched Su Zhuyi’s palm with his little finger, “Big sister, it even forgot its name.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She knew it had forgotten, but deep in her heart she still held a trace of unrealistic hope. What if, what if it still remembered something, or after so many years with so many disciples entering Sword Mountain, they might have heard a little bit about the Longquan Sword and Liuguang Mirror?

For instance, someone thinking on the sword path, “I want to obtain an immortal sword and exterminate the evil sword Longquan,” and so on…

Well, it was indeed wishful thinking.

Su Zhuyi felt that the shocks she’d received these past two days were too great. She needed to recite some calming incantations to settle her mind and take a good rest. However, thinking it over, she asked the Songfeng Sword again, “Is it that you’re all quite afraid of it? Originally, each person in the Sword Tomb could only take one sword, but I was able to bring you out too. It’s because of its influence, right?”

Because it was the earliest sword in the Sword Tomb, and this tomb was built for it, it could also make decisions and changes. Wouldn’t that make it more powerful than all other flying swords? Could it command other flying swords?

“If…”

Su Zhuyi frowned and asked, “If the sword chosen by someone inside has a sword spirit, could it make that sword spirit not listen to its master?”

When ancestors speak, someone has to listen, right? It’s said that sword spirits are mostly quite pure and naive.

Su Zhuyi added, “Previously, when I was going through my Golden Core tribulation, a female cultivator took the opportunity to try to ambush me. I have no evidence, so now I have no way to get revenge. But I almost died because of her, and I’m not willing to let it go.” As she spoke, tears were almost flowing from Su Zhuyi’s eyes.

Little Skull was stunned and asked blankly, “Someone wants to harm big sister?”

When he struggled emotionally, the bones on his face could shift position. His cheekbones moved again and again, and after a long while, he said, “Then, then, then I want to hit her too.”

The word “kill” – he still couldn’t say it.

The Songfeng Sword fell silent. Even the Broken Sword stopped humming.

Su Zhuyi decided to calm down and stop overthinking.

Thinking about it was useless anyway. She handed the Songfeng Sword to Little Skull, “I need to go out for a while. You take the sword back to Luoxue Peak – Xiaoxiao misses you.”

“She can’t eat or sleep every day and has gotten thin from hunger.”

Xiaoxiao misses him?

He misses Xiaoxiao so much, too.

But Little Skull still asked blankly, “Then big sister isn’t going back?”

“Mm, I have some business. I’ll be back in a few days.”

“Then what do I do with the sword?”

“Practice swordwork with it. All disciples of Luoxue Peak need to know how to use swords. Big sister knows how, Qinghe knows how, I know how too. Are you the only one who doesn’t?” Su Zhuyi felt a headache coming on. Coaxing children was too troublesome. Seeing that Little Skull wanted to ask more questions, her expression showed some impatience, and she said coldly, “When I tell you to go back first, just go back. Won’t you even listen to me anymore?”

What had he learned from Qin Jianglan in the past half year?

Previously, she had always been the absolute authority in front of Little Skull. Except for that matter with the yellow dog, where Little Skull had persisted a bit, in other matters, once she spoke, he would immediately and obediently comply. Now he even knew how to ask questions back.

She saw Little Skull silently bring out one of his claws that had been hidden behind his back, “But, but I have a sword too.”

It was a completely pitch-black short sword. Rather than calling it a sword, it looked more like a dagger. It looked at Su Zhuyi somewhat timidly, “I have a sword. It says its name is Zhuying.”

Su Zhuyi had never noticed that Little Skull had also taken a sword from the Sword Tomb.

And this sword even had a sword spirit and had already communicated with Little Skull?

“Then help me take it back and put it together with that stone tablet at Qin Jianglan’s place.”

“Little uncle’s sword should stay with little uncle?” Little Skull asked again.

“Mm.” After saying this, Su Zhuyi patted Little Skull’s head twice, “Be careful on the way back, and cover yourself up well.”

“Oh.”

Only after sending Little Skull away did Su Zhuyi breathe a sigh of relief.

Sending Little Skull and the Songfeng Sword away was also unavoidable. Little Skull was pure and kind-hearted, and the Songfeng Sword seemed to have a gentle temperament, but it was inherently righteous. If she went to kill people, she might be stopped by Little Skull while also making the Songfeng Sword develop a bad impression of her.

The Songfeng Sword hadn’t acknowledged a master – she had only brought the sword out.

Such an immortal sword, even without a master, could still eliminate evil and uphold justice. If she brought Little Skull and carried an immortal sword to kill people, she might be hugged around the waist by Little Skull, preventing her from going, or directly chopped down by the Songfeng Sword.

So she absolutely couldn’t bring these two with her. As for the Broken Sword, it had tricked her from the beginning, so it wasn’t anything good. She didn’t need to avoid it, and besides, she couldn’t avoid it even if she wanted to. She couldn’t even take the Broken Sword out now – she only knew that the broken sword had become a sheet of azure light. Where could she go to grab that light?

She couldn’t even kill people freely and had to avoid her own spirit pet and magical treasure. In this life, she appeared to be living gloriously on the surface, but was quite frustrated.

Looking down at her chest area, that golden foil flashed so brightly it made her eyes hurt. She asked softly, “What about you?”

What kind of world is it where you are?

How do you live there?

The Liuguang Mirror was a Dao artifact, meaning it could rival the Heavenly Dao. Having a small world inside it with other people living there wouldn’t be strange. That world was like a small paradise – did they know they were living inside a mirror?

Or perhaps there were other possibilities she couldn’t think of?

After finishing her serious business and returning to Luoxue Peak, she would have a good chat with Little Skull, having him break down the details of his life over the past half year bit by bit and tell her everything, to see if she could discover anything.

As Su Zhuyi walked and thought, she had just stepped out of the cabin when she was slightly startled herself. She had clearly warned herself to throw that old dog Qin to the back of her mind, so how had she unconsciously thought of him again?

Realizing this, the murderous aura around her became several times heavier. There were so many examples in this world of people who abandoned the great path and longevity because they became obsessed with romantic love. The great demon Ji Wuxin could have dominated the world, but he went and sacrificed himself. In her previous life, Qin Jianglan could have ascended, but for her sake, it also didn’t end well. So how could she fall too deeply into emotion?

Maybe this time, when she went out, she should find a transcendently handsome man to divert her attention? With a fresh and delicious living person by her side, she surely wouldn’t keep thinking about that guy, right?

Su Zhuyi thought again of the green silk ribbon on Qin Jianglan’s head and suddenly laughed out loud. She walked with a smile to the foot of the mountain, came before the sect master, and expressed her idea of wanting to leave for a few days and return to the sect later.

“Disciples of the Gujian Sect are not allowed to leave the mountain privately within a hundred years. This is a rule that all of us must follow since the founding of our sect.” On this point, the usually easy-going sect master was very insistent, because disciples of the Gujian Sect were all sword-nurturing in the early stages and had very poor strength. If something went wrong accidentally, it would be too regrettable.

“But doesn’t Luoxue Peak have to follow any rules?”

“This is one rule that even Luoxue Peak must follow. Your master Luo Ying didn’t leave Luoxue Peak for five hundred years, and your senior brother didn’t leave the mountain for the first three hundred years. You’re only in your teens in bone age now. If we lost you, when you go back, wouldn’t your senior brother tear apart all of us old bones?” Elder Hu said with a chuckle.

“I know the elders are also worried about the disciple’s safety.” Su Zhuyi said, “But I’m already at the Golden Core stage and have the power to protect myself, so there won’t be any danger.” She lowered her head, her eyes slightly reddening, “I, I just want to go see if I can still find any relatives.”

Golden Core stage!

When Su Zhuyi came out of the Sword Tomb earlier, her entire body was shrouded in a layer of azure light, making it impossible to see her clearly, let alone her cultivation level. Although everyone was talking with her now, their spiritual consciousness was firmly locked onto the Sword Tomb exit. It had been a whole day, and except for Su Zhuyi, not a single disciple had come out. This situation had never happened before and was quite worrying, so much so that they hadn’t noticed at all that she had broken through Foundation Establishment and condensed a Golden Core.

“Didn’t see any thunder tribulation,” Elder Hu said puzzledly. Yi Lian, beside him, widened his eyes, with the Golden Sparrow still perched on his shoulder. The little bird now had its beak wide open, looking completely stunned. Yi Lian said, “Don’t tell me you went through tribulation in the Sword Tomb?”

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi nodded.

“Going through tribulation in the Sword Tomb!” He asked while raising his hand to create a barrier, then continued, “You went through tribulation in the Sword Tomb? You didn’t encounter sword collapse?”

In a place like the Sword Tomb, causing heavenly thunder with such a huge commotion – wouldn’t those flying swords be like an avalanche? The disciples from various sects inside would be in danger…

Elder Qiu was worried, “This is bad. I wonder what the situation is like inside.”

“There was no sword collapse.” After her tribulation, there were no abnormalities at all. She had even rested under the pine tree for so long.

Just then, two figures appeared one after another at the foot of Sword Mountain. Seeing them appear, many people gathered around to inquire. The sect master and elders of the Gujian Sect all breathed a slight sigh of relief. It seemed they had worried too much.

In Su Zhuyi’s mind, the Broken Sword’s long-absent humming finally appeared again.

Broken Sword: “Hmph.”

With it there, who dared to collapse?

Chapter 62: Bixie Sword
Su Zhuyi now had Golden Core cultivation. She wanted to leave for a few days to walk around and see the place where she was born.

Originally, disciples of the Gujian Sect could go down the mountain for training after reaching the Golden Core stage. Seeing her determination, Sect Master Duan Linshu discussed with several elders for a while and agreed, only instructing her to act carefully and pay attention to safety.

The sect master also took out an ancient, simple, small sword about a finger’s length and handed it to her. “This is a high-grade communication talisman that disciples of our Gujian Sect carry with them. If you encounter danger, inject a wisp of spiritual energy into it, or directly crush it, and nearby Gujian Sect disciples will sense it and come to help. We will also send people over as quickly as possible.”

Su Zhuyi knew about that thing. Many righteous sects had them. In her previous life, she had studied this for a long time and finally succeeded in intercepting such communication talismans using Exquisite Golden Silk Nets and formation arrays. In other words, if those prestigious sect disciples who were alone were targeted by her, they might not have time to send messages, or simply couldn’t send out distress signals at all.

She hadn’t expected that she would also be able to get such a unique communication talisman.

“Your storage magic treasure was lost in the Sword Tomb, right?” The sect master said while scanning around. Yi Lian, who was seen by him, shook his head vigorously, “I only have a spirit beast pouch.”

Elder Qiu took out a small pouch and handed it to her. “This is what I used when I was young. Even after I changed to a higher-grade magic treasure, I’ve always carefully preserved it. I’ll give it to you.”

The pouch had exquisite embroidery work, with a pair of intertwined branches embroidered on it, and below the intertwined branches were a pair of mandarin ducks playing in water. When Elder Qiu looked at the pouch, his expression was somewhat melancholy. There must have been a story behind it, but since she had taken it out, Su Zhuyi wasn’t polite and accepted it.

Next, several elders each contributed some things. Even Yi Lian generously offered to give the Golden Sparrow on his shoulder to Su Zhuyi. Su Zhuyi accepted everything else but refused the Golden Sparrow. Anyone could see that bird wasn’t anything good, and right now she just wanted to be alone and quiet, not wanting to deal with any spirit creatures at all.

After collecting some spirit stones and pills, Su Zhuyi left Sword Mountain alone.

The elders didn’t give her a flying magic treasure, and she didn’t mention it either. Now wanting to call out the Broken Sword for sword flying to Yongan Town, she found that the sword master completely ignored her, so she could only circulate her mental technique and fly by stepping on treetops all the way. After flying for three whole days, she gradually saw signs of human habitation. After another half day, she entered a small cultivation town, spent spirit stones to buy a mid-grade flying magic treasure and a set of fresh goose-yellow clothes, and only continued her journey after changing out of her golden silk soft armor.

By the time she was about to reach Yongan Town, the results of this Sword Tomb expedition had also come out, and the news seemed to take wings, quickly spreading throughout the world. In just a few days, everyone knew about it.

In this Sword Tomb sword-seeking expedition, two immortal swords appeared in total, obtained by Su Zhuyi of the Gujian Sect and Qin Chuan of the Yunxiao Sect, respectively.

Among them, Su Zhuyi’s immortal sword was named Songfeng, and Qin Chuan’s immortal sword was named Bixie. With these two peerless good swords coming into the world, those demonic cultivators and evil cultivators under heaven definitely wouldn’t dare to come out and harm people anymore!

Su Zhuyi flew somewhat tiredly along the way. She gradually passed through those areas rich in spiritual energy and approached mortal towns.

In mortal towns, there was much less spiritual energy between heaven and earth. She didn’t have many spirit stones and pills on her, and Su Zhuyi wasn’t in a hurry, so she simply didn’t fly so desperately but walked and stopped along the way, taking the opportunity to gather some information.

On this day, she was resting briefly in Fuquan Town, which was still a thousand li away from Yongan Town. While sitting in a roadside pavilion drinking tea, she saw a group of children playing. Each of them held a long wooden stick in their hands, treating it as a flying sword and waving it around, chanting words.

“Monster, take my sword!” A child still with a runny nose thrust out the wooden stick in his hand, “Bixie sword emerges, evil spirits retreat!”

Oh, the news spread quite fast. Even in such a remote, small town, mortal children knew about the Bixie sword.

The child playing the monster had smeared mud on his face to make a big painted face, and was now baring his teeth at them. His movements were agile as he dodged left and right, actually not getting stabbed yet. At this time, another girl child shouted delicately, “Qin Chuan, you’re no good. Watch my Songfeng sword technique!”

Su Zhuyi raised her eyelids and looked at the girl child, immediately tugging at the corner of her mouth somewhat speechlessly. If they were going to play her, Su Zhuyi, couldn’t they find someone who looked a bit better?

The girl child had dark skin and two red spots on her cheeks. She was now thrusting the wooden stick in her hand horizontally, smacking the hand of the child playing the monster with a “pa” sound. The little monster shouted, “You wait, I’ll call Corpse King grandpa to deal with you.”

“We have immortal swords in our hands, so we’re not afraid even if the Corpse King comes!” As the words fell, a child wearing black clothes, stepping on a hemp sack, with yellow paper stuck to his forehead, hopped over. He opened his mouth wide and roared angrily, “I’m going to eat you all…”

But before the two children with immortal swords could make a move, they heard an angry shout from an adult not far away, “Stop playing, stop playing. What if you anger that guy?”

Only children didn’t understand and weren’t afraid. The world hadn’t been peaceful recently, and they heard that several places had corpses rising from the dead. The one who stopped the children was a middle-aged man. After seeing Su Zhuyi sitting in the tea pavilion, he hesitated for a moment, then approached her.

“Are you an immortal cultivator?” This woman wore a yellow shirt with her face covered by a veil, sitting quietly in the tea pavilion. Though her face couldn’t be seen, those eyes were extremely lively and looked quite heart-stirring.

Of course, he didn’t dare to look too much, only stealing a glance.

The weather was already somewhat hot, and everyone was covered in sweat, but around this woman, there seemed to be a breeze. The closer one got, the cooler it felt. He was certain in his heart that she should also be an immortal cultivator, but she didn’t have any magic treasures or weapons in her hands, so he didn’t know what her actual strength was.

When he reached Su Zhuyi’s front, he directly knelt down and respectfully kowtowed three times before saying, “Immortal fairy, did you come because of the recent zombie attacks in the nearby areas?”

There had already been several zombie killings in two small towns around Fuquan Town.

Fuquan Town hadn’t had any yet, but everyone was worried in their hearts. Yesterday, they had sent people to invite a Taoist priest from Qingfeng Temple. The priest hadn’t come yet, but an immortal fairy had arrived, which made him extremely happy.

Zombie killings?

Su Zhuyi glanced at him indifferently. “Speak.”

Now they were almost near Yongan Town and Changning Village. If it were about zombie killings, she wondered if it might be related to Zhang Enning.

If Zhang Enning had subdued the old tree, then his current strength shouldn’t be too weak. There was no reason for him to still be here, killing ordinary mortals. Could it be that Zhang Enning had also taken disciples and planned to establish a sect?

That one glance made the middle-aged man’s bones turn cold. The delicate-looking fairy’s gaze was so cold, as if being looked at by her once immersed his whole body in a winter ice river, with coldness growing in his bone cracks. Could this be a demonic cultivator?

He touched his forehead and felt a handful of cold sweat, as if all his body hair was standing on end. He said tremblingly and stutteringly, “It was about four years ago. Yongan Town had a very terrible family extermination case. The most horrifying thing was that after one night, all those corpses disappeared, so it caused quite a stir. After that family extermination case, strange things happened every year. One or two people would die mysteriously on the road each year. Although everyone was afraid, since several years had passed, they gradually forgot about it. But recently, there have been several zombie killing incidents, and one person who didn’t die at the time came back and said he saw members of the Su family who died four years ago, so everyone became panicked.”

“Although we’re still a thousand li away from Yongan Town, that’s not far for those zombies. Everyone is quite worried, afraid the zombies will come here, so we wanted to invite a Taoist priest down the mountain to exorcise evil spirits. We didn’t expect to encounter a fairy traveling here. Please save us, fairy.” Although afraid and puzzled in his heart, he still called her a fairy several times.

After all, if she were a demonic cultivator, she probably wouldn’t have listened to him say so much. This place was so remote, with no spiritual energy or treasures – demonic cultivators wouldn’t even bother to come!

Calling her “fairy” again and again made Su Zhuyi quite sick to her stomach.

However, the information this person just mentioned delighted Su Zhuyi. She had originally planned to inquire about the Su family of Yongan Town, and now she didn’t need to investigate – the information had been delivered to her door automatically.

The Su family of Yongan Town had indeed been exterminated. She hadn’t taken action, yet the Su family had still been destroyed at that time. Who could have done it?

Was it Zhang Enning, or Su Qingxun, or perhaps it had nothing to do with either of them?

But regardless, the Su family members were still dead. She had been disgusted by that family in her previous life, and now she didn’t have to take action herself – this group of scourges had been resolved. Only Su Zhuyi, hearing this news, couldn’t feel happy in her heart.

The Heavenly Dao above truly had some methods that made people shudder.

All the countless beings under heaven were chess pieces in its hands. How could she escape this predetermined fate and jump outside the Heavenly Dao?

…

Changning Village.

So many years had passed since the destruction of Changning Village. Deep wild grass had grown on that wasteland, with some wild beasts hiding in the tall grass, waiting for opportunities to strike.

Zhang Enning held an old, broken bell in his hand, walking while shaking the bell. Two people followed behind him – these two were the best living corpses he had refined so far. From the surface, they could no longer be seen as corpses.

They looked very normal and walked quite nimbly. Except for their faces being a bit pale and their lips slightly red, there wasn’t much difference from ordinary living people.

These two people, one male and one female, and that female zombie was Liu Zhen, the female disciple from Feihong Sect who had broken the Longquan Sword’s seal back then.

Zhang Enning walked to where the old tree used to stand. Now there was a big pit there, and because it had rained for several days, the pit had accumulated water and looked like a small pond.

He stood by the pond, shaking the bell while laughing. His smile looked somewhat sinister, and he said, “Su Zhuyi got the Songfeng sword.”

“Qin Chuan got the Bixie sword.”

The three people who had caught jumping corpses together back then had changed quite dramatically now.

“Su Zhuyi…” Mentioning this name again, a flame appeared in Zhang Enning’s eyes, and within that flame was undisguised hatred.

You knew that something would happen to Changning Village soon. Why, why didn’t you give a warning, but only tell the old tree? That old tree’s intelligence was too low. It wasn’t until much later, until after things had already happened and couldn’t be reversed, that he found out Su Zhuyi had predicted Changning Village’s destruction in advance.

If he had known in advance, his mother wouldn’t have been harmed…

Chapter 63: Soul Stone
In Fuquan Town, Su Zhuyi finished a cup of tea.

She tapped her fingers on the table a few times, then said, “You’re not too far from Sufang City here either. How come there’s no movement from the cultivators of Suyue Sect?”

From Changning Village, crossing Qilian Mountain and passing two more towns, we would reach Sufang City. Fuquan Town wasn’t on that route, but it wasn’t far either. Within several thousand li, ordinary mortals felt it was unreachably distant, but for cultivators flying, it wouldn’t take long. Therefore, this entire area could be considered within Sufang City’s jurisdiction.

The middle-aged man said tremblingly, “This lowly one doesn’t know either. It’s just that Sufang City is too far away, and the journey involves crossing mountains and ridges, with many fierce beasts in the mountains. Even if we wanted to go there for help, it wouldn’t work. We can only ask the Taoist priests from Qingfeng Temple.”

The female cultivators of Suyue Sect weren’t righteous path to begin with, so it made sense that they wouldn’t interfere with such matters. Since she had come, she wanted to go see the situation, at least to confirm whether it was related to Zhang Enning. Su Zhuyi left the tea pavilion and walked toward Yongan Town. After traveling for another day, she reached Yongan Town, where she had lived as a child.

On Qinggang Slope outside Yongan Town, Su Zhuyi discovered some clues.

It was now noon with a blazing sun overhead, yet Yongan Town under the scorching sun still appeared gloomy and sinister. The city was silent, without even a trace of cicada chirping or dog barking. The soil under her feet was blackish, with not a single blade of grass growing on it. Su Zhuyi dug up a bit of mud with her finger and brought it to her nose to smell – she detected a corpse aura.

And it wasn’t just corpse aura – there was also baleful energy mixed in, and this baleful energy felt somewhat familiar, even similar to the Longquan Sword.

Su Zhuyi frowned deeply. She didn’t rush into the city but instead circled halfway around the town’s outskirts. After this round of observation, Su Zhuyi understood that someone had altered Yongan Town’s feng shui layout. This place had become a corpse and an evil-nurturing ground. No wonder even at bright noon, Yongan Town could still be so gloomy and sinister, with even the sunlight appearing pale and sickly.

This was clearly Ji Wuxin’s methods, which meant her guess was correct – Zhang Enning was really alive and had embarked on Ji Wuxin’s path to becoming a demon.

However, Zhang Enning really was good material, actually able to achieve such results in just ten short years.

She had the cultivation resources of the entire Luoxue Peak, plus her previous life’s experience, which was why she could condense a Golden Core at sixteen after being reborn. For Zhang Enning to accomplish this step, his cultivation was probably quite impressive too. Could subduing that old tree make him this powerful? Even if Zhang Enning took all the spirit stones wrapped in the old tree’s roots, could he become so formidable in just ten years? And even destroy the Feihong Sect? It was truly puzzling.

Could it be that he had some other fortuitous encounter?

When things are abnormal, there must be something strange. If strength improved too quickly, there would be serious consequences. Since Zhang Enning was replacing the family-exterminating maniac, he probably wouldn’t live long. Combined with the aura in the soil just now that was similar to the Longquan Sword…

Su Zhuyi immediately thought of soul stones.

Qin Chuan said they didn’t see any Feihong Sect cultivator corpses when they returned, which could now be confirmed as having been collected by Zhang Enning. And after Qinghe killed people, he only took one storage pouch and didn’t touch anything else, meaning all those things fell into Zhang Enning’s hands.

Soul stones were stones condensed from vengeful spirits inside the Longquan Sword. Though their spiritual energy appeared far denser than spirit stones, they couldn’t be used.

If used, one would become deeply murderous and gradually lose sanity, eventually sacrificing oneself to the Longquan Sword. If her speculation was true, the current Zhang Enning might be very terrifying, whether in personality or strength, just like Qinghe, who went around exterminating families in her previous life. Zhang Enning had also become a humanoid weapon puppet. And his final fate would inevitably be death. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi glanced once more at Yongan Town, then planned to leave and wander elsewhere.

Her purpose in coming here was to confirm whether the Su family had been exterminated and whether Zhang Enning was still alive and had inherited Ji Wuxin’s techniques. Now that both had been verified, she naturally had to leave. She couldn’t stay behind to exorcise demons for the villagers, could she?

Whether the people in Yongan Town lived or died had nothing to do with her – she couldn’t be bothered to care.

She turned to leave, but just as she was preparing to depart from this corpse-nurturing ground, two black shadows pounced from left and right directions. Su Zhuyi’s eyelids twitched – they were two flying corpses.

…

The entire Yongan Town was under Zhang Enning’s control.

He knew immediately when a cultivator arrived outside Yongan Town.

He wanted to refine a fire demon to slaughter the Xueluo Sect, so he had arranged the entire Yongan Town as a corpse-nurturing ground to refine a fire demon. Now that someone had stumbled upon it, he had to kill and silence them. Originally, only the Su family in Yongan Town was a cultivation family, but they had no real foundation. After the Su family’s extermination, there were no cultivators left in town.

Except for merchant caravans that passed through in March and April each year, it was impossible for cultivators to appear at other times. So he started his arrangements after the caravans left, but unexpectedly encountered a cultivator at this time.

And a Golden Core stage one at that!

Originally, if she had entered the city, Zhang Enning would have found it easier to deal with her. But unexpectedly, she only observed from outside the town for a while before planning to leave. And when she was observing, she even dug up soil with her hands. Looking at her expression, she was knowledgeable and had discovered his purpose, yet didn’t dare act rashly.

Therefore, Zhang Enning absolutely couldn’t let her leave, lest she return with reinforcements! He could currently subdue Golden Core cultivators, but if a Nascent Soul stage cultivator came, he could only abandon this corpse-nurturing ground and flee. So he definitely couldn’t let her leave.

Zhang Enning controlled two flying corpses, planning to strike first.

He shook the bell in his hand, driving the two flying corpses to attack the yellow-robed female cultivator on Qinggang Slope from left and right!

…

Seeing the two flying corpses attacking, Su Zhuyi felt her molars aching. Damn it, I wasn’t planning to ruin your business, yet you dare ambush me! These two flying corpses were hidden so stealthily – it seemed Zhang Enning’s methods were even higher than she had imagined. However, Su Zhuyi was completely unafraid.

She dodged the attacks while having space to carefully examine the two flying corpses.

The two flying corpses were one male and one female. She recognized the female – it was Liu Zhen from Feihong Sect, the one who originally had a storage pouch full of soul stones. She had now been refined into a living corpse with a pale face and sharp fingernails, possessing considerable attack power. Seeing Liu Zhen, Su Zhuyi was even more certain that Zhang Enning had used soul stones. She wondered how many more days that boy Zhang Enning could remain lucid.

The male was a middle-aged man who looked somewhat familiar. Su Zhuyi couldn’t recall for the moment. She struck out with Blazing Palm, hitting the female flying corpse, then used Shadowless Steps to avoid the male flying corpse’s attack. At the same time, she released her pressure aura and shouted angrily, “You think two flying corpses can subdue me? What a joke!”

The flames in Su Zhuyi’s hands were like fire dragons, burning the approaching flying corpses until they howled. Then she stared at a hidden spot outside the walls of distant Yongan Town and said coldly, “I was too lazy to meddle, but you came to provoke me instead.”

Zhang Enning wore a black robe with his entire body shrouded in a hood. He stood in the shadows without coming out, only saying, “A Golden Core cultivator? Since you’ve come, don’t leave. I’m just short of a good catalyst.”

So Zhang Enning planned to kill her and refine her into a living corpse. Su Zhuyi was amused by anger – this boy simply didn’t know his limits, thinking that learning a bit of superficial knowledge made him qualified to show off before an expert!

“Zhang Enning, with your meager skills, wanting to show off before me is simply laughable.” Su Zhuyi touched her toe and leaped into the air. When she landed, she heavily stepped on the female flying corpse’s head, breaking her neck. Then Su Zhuyi bit her fingertip and drew talismans in the void, shooting a red beam from her fingertip into the muddy ground below. Qinggang Slope seemed to crack open, and some fierce baleful energy surged out from the slope, turning into blue smoke that dispersed when hit by the noon sunlight.

“Believe it or not, I can immediately break your corpse-nurturing ground?” After displaying this move, Su Zhuyi looked at Zhang Enning and said coldly.

Zhang Enning looked at that yellow-robed figure and suddenly took a deep breath, as if sniffing the bloody scent in the air.

After a moment of silence, he suddenly grinned.

“No wonder it said you felt very familiar.” This “it” naturally referred to the divine tree of Changning Village.

“Su Zhuyi of Changning Village.” Zhang Enning called Su Zhuyi’s name, then walked out of the shadows and stood in the sunlight.

Only then did Su Zhuyi see his face.

He was thin and gaunt with a pale complexion. The lightning-shaped scar on his brow bone was very obvious, seeming to still be bleeding, looking rather eerie. His entire person appeared abnormally weak, as if he could be blown down by a gust of wind.

Zhang Enning looked at Su Zhuyi and said word by word, “Little Master, last night I was still thinking of you in Changning Village. I didn’t expect we would meet again today.”

Only in these recent days had he learned that Su Zhuyi was still alive, had entered the Gujian Sect, and obtained an immortal sword.

Su Zhuyi was the little monk from back then, the one who carved words on the old tree.

She had secretly left Changning Village one night, and before leaving, she told the old tree that in a year and a half, evil people would attack Changning Village and burn it to the ground with fire. She knew something, but she wasn’t willing to tell anyone – instead, she told a tree.

Her departure without notice had saddened him for a while, and during that time, he practiced every day in the small temple where Su Zhuyi used to stay. It was also during that period that the old tree recognized him as master. But at that time, the old tree’s intelligence was very low – it never mentioned what would happen a year later, and he only knew that Little Master had left a line of words on the old tree and signed the name Su Zhuyi.

He wasn’t there when the Xueluo Sect massacred the village. Following the cultivation method’s instructions, he had found a very hidden yin-gathering place to refine the cultivator corpses he had collected. When he successfully finished refining and came out of seclusion, returning home with great joy, he discovered his home was gone.

The village where he had lived since childhood was gone.

His mother was gone too.

From a very young age, Zhang Enning had been protecting his mother. He wanted to grow up quickly and become more capable so that no one would dare bully his mother or them anymore. But just when he had finally learned some skills and would no longer be bullied, and could give his mother a good life, his mother was gone.

Later, he kept investigating, and after many years, finally traced that the sect that destroyed Changning Village was called Xueluo Sect. He wanted to slaughter the Xueluo Sect to avenge his mother, but the strongest in Xueluo Sect had Nascent Soul strength – he couldn’t do it yet.

All these years, he had desperately cultivated and refined stronger living corpses just for revenge.

Originally, his only enemies were the Xueluo Sect.

But ever since hearing Su Zhuyi’s name appear in the world again, the murderous aura in his heart suddenly increased. So she was still there, she had even obtained an immortal sword, she lived so well and was praised by all under heaven, while he was like a maggot in a graveyard, only able to deal with corpses, living neither human nor ghost.

She knew everything – why didn’t she say anything, why didn’t she say!

If she had spoken, he could have taken his mother into hiding!

Others’ lives and deaths had nothing to do with him – he only wanted his mother, the mother he had depended on for so many years. He thought that if his mother were still alive, he definitely wouldn’t have walked this path. Originally, he had only wanted to raise a living corpse to protect himself and his mother.

But mother was gone…

Anger burned like fire, nearly consuming his rationality. If not for the old tree’s companionship, he might have already gone mad or suffered cultivation deviation. Zhang Enning was also clearly aware that his body was becoming increasingly strange, so he couldn’t delay any longer.

He looked at Su Zhuyi with tears seeming to well up in his eyes, crying and laughing at the same time, his emotions appearing abnormally agitated.

“Little Master, where have you been all these years?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

This Zhang Enning was cut from the same cloth as her.

When a person likes someone or hates someone, no matter how well they disguise it, their eyes or actions will reveal something.

And Zhang Enning was ultimately still young, and due to the soul stones’ baleful energy, the killing intent and hatred on him weren’t well concealed either. Therefore, even though he was now smiling, with tears in his eyes, looking very happy to meet again and wanting to hold hands and reminisce, Su Zhuyi knew that Zhang Enning hated her.

When he looked at her, his eyes held undisguised killing intent.

“Little Master, do you know? Changning Village was destroyed.” His voice was low as he walked forward several steps. “Do you want to come with me to see the ruins?”

Su Zhuyi remained constantly vigilant toward him.

Therefore, when tree roots suddenly emerged from the ground trying to entangle her legs, she didn’t panic. She flew into the air like a great roc spreading its wings, then directly used the Tiangang Five Thunder Technique, striking lightning down on the old tree, saying, “Ten years no see, and you really grew legs and ran away. I was rare enough to show kindness once, only to encounter ungrateful creatures like you. You’ve brought this upon yourselves!”

When she spoke, she was also looking at Zhang Enning, so it was unclear whether she was talking about the old tree or Zhang Enning.

Chapter 64: Save Me
Seeing that he couldn’t deceive Su Zhuyi, Zhang Enning directly changed his expression. His face was gloomy and pale, his lips dark red, and his entire person looked extremely frail. At this time, the copper bell in his hand rang ding-ding-dang-dang, and the townspeople in the city came out one by one in a line.

These people were still alive. The principle was similar to the Soul-Loss Curse she had placed in the well back then, except that Su Zhuyi had only cast a spell back then for convenient control when needed, while Zhang Enning was raising them like living corpses, consuming their vitality daily. Now, these people were no different from the living dead. When the yin energy was heaviest, he would release two flying corpses inside to feed, using formation barriers and secret techniques to stimulate them, making the two flying corpses kill each other as well.

The sole flying corpse that survived in the end would have a great chance of advancing to become a fire demon. Ji Wuxin’s abilities in this area were considerable – following his technique manuals to raise corpses would have an even greater chance of success. And a fire demon’s strength would be comparable to a human cultivator’s Nascent Soul stage. Plus, fire demons didn’t fear pain or injury, so their combat power was much stronger than ordinary Nascent Soul cultivators. This was already a high-level corpse-raising technique. For Zhang Enning to grow to such a level in ten years was truly astonishing.

Su Zhuyi watched those barely alive people coming out in a line, somewhat unable to figure out Zhang Enning’s intentions. However, her hands weren’t idle. Flying corpses were very difficult to fight since they were already dead things – no matter how severely injured, they could still crawl up. And she currently had no handy weapon to shatter the flying corpses’ skulls and crush the spirit crystals inside that connected their souls to their master, so she could only use other methods.

After kicking the female flying corpse away, Su Zhuyi crouched down to avoid the fierce wind above her head, then rushed behind the male corpse and directly used her strength to form claws with her five fingers, efficiently dislocating both his arms, then his legs. She then drew talismans in the void and struck them on the scattered limbs. The flying corpse immediately stopped charging and no longer obeyed Zhang Enning’s commands, only writhing there, trying to retrieve its limbs.

When she did all this, her movements were as swift as lightning – in the blink of an eye, she had already disabled one flying corpse. Zhang Enning’s expression changed slightly as he sneered, “To be so ruthless even to your father, yet claim to have a kind heart – do you have any kindness?”

Father?

No wonder Su Zhuyi felt that middle-aged male corpse looked somewhat familiar – so it was her father. Their features were still somewhat similar.

That scum had committed countless evil deeds while alive and wasn’t peaceful even in death. A person with little cultivation talent could advance to become a flying corpse – he was thoroughly evil.

Su Zhuyi sneered, “This is righteously eliminating relatives for the greater good.”

…

Seeing that he temporarily had no way to take down Su Zhuyi, Zhang Enning immediately ordered the female flying corpse to entangle her while he retreated into the shadows again. At this time, the townspeople who had walked out of the city were gradually approaching Su Zhuyi, intending to surround her.

At the same moment, an old willow tree emerged from underground. Its willow branches formed a dense net, actually creating a spider web-like formation in the sky. Its roots and tendrils spread out in all directions, forming a trapping formation that sealed off the entire area where Su Zhuyi was located.

Though it was daytime, inside this yin energy cage formed by the willow tree it was pitch black, with gloomy and dim light.

Zhang Enning let out strange laughter from the shadows, “Su Zhuyi, you’re now a disciple of a prestigious righteous sect. These people – will you kill them or not?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Using willow trees to form an array to bind her, with soul-confusing formations and spirit-absorbing formations within the array, then sending some living dead to attack while flying corpses hid among them waiting to strike…

If Qin Chuan were trapped here, he would probably mistake all these villagers for flying corpses due to the formation’s effects, then kill them all in confusion and suffer immensely afterward. Su Zhuyi had encountered such situations before, but who was she?

She could slaughter everyone without batting an eyelid.

Moreover, she knew these techniques too.

She raised her hand, flames floating from her palm, about to strike away those soul-lost villagers in front of her and rush to near the formation’s eye. But in the instant she raised her hand, she pulled it back.

Around her were tiny points of pale green light, twinkling and dancing around her.

Her body seemed draped in a layer of moonlight, and beneath her feet were faint ripples and a moon’s reflection. In the moment she extended her hand, those tiny lights landed on her hand, as if kissing her fingertips.

“Big sister.”

“Little uncle said the jade hairpin would look even prettier at night.”

Little Skull’s words echoed in her ears. She reached up to touch the white jade hairpin on her head and suddenly felt reluctant to act.

It was as if she thought of Qin Jianglan catching fireflies with Little Skull, sitting there seriously polishing the jade hairpin, carving formation patterns bit by bit – like a clean and beautiful painting that amazed time itself.

And she didn’t want to stain that painting with even a drop of blood at this moment.

Su Zhuyi stood still without moving.

A spiritual energy barrier appeared around her, temporarily preventing those living dead from approaching.

But this tree cage had spirit-absorbing formations, meaning if she used spiritual energy it would be quickly consumed. And if a cultivator had no spiritual energy left, her combat power would decline, making it extremely easy for Zhang Enning to deal with her.

“Tsk tsk, didn’t expect Little Master really can’t bear to harm these mortals.”

“Could it be that after entering a righteous sect for ten years, you’ve truly reformed and become a new person?”

“But do you think you can wash yourself clean?”

“Do you still remember Old Lady Lu?”

“Do you still remember those villagers who were bitten to death by Old Lady Lu?”

Zhang Enning’s voice rose, “They all died because of you.”

The willow branches rustled and shook, the illusory realm’s power also strengthening. Su Zhuyi still didn’t speak. She looked pained, with tears already shimmering in her beautiful eyes.

Zhang Enning had determined her identity through blood and the old tree’s hints. After all, Su Zhuyi’s current strength was the Golden Core stage, and she wore a veil to disguise her appearance, so Zhang Enning couldn’t see her face. When everyone thought she was a little monk in childhood, it was only after the old tree acknowledged a master that he understood the little monk was female. Although the old tree’s intelligence wasn’t high, it could distinguish between male and female.

That face was covered by a veil, tears pooled in her eyes, her body seemed draped in moonlight, with tiny lights dancing around her. In that moment, Su Zhuyi was extremely beautiful in Zhang Enning’s eyes.

And he, with a murderous aura in his heart and accumulated grievances distorting his mind, couldn’t help but want to destroy and ruin all things beautiful.

Soon, she would fall into demonic obstacles.

Soon, her spiritual energy would also be completely consumed.

Soon, his fire demon would succeed this time. Using Su Zhuyi to refine a fire demon to destroy the Xueluo Sect would be the most satisfying form of revenge for him. He used concealment techniques, hiding in the shadows of those living dead, quickly approaching Su Zhuyi. He wanted to twist her slender neck, insert willow branches into her temples, destroy her dantian and consciousness sea, and refine her into the most powerful fire demon…

Zhang Enning moved through the shadows, approaching Su Zhuyi.

Just then, Su Zhuyi formed claws with her five fingers and used the Great Grappling Technique, pulling a living person out from the shadows beside her! With a casual wave, she divided her spiritual energy into strands and directly bound Zhang Enning tightly in circles.

“Shadow Evasion technique – you learned it quite well.” Her eyes were clear and bright, without a trace of being confused by illusions.

“I fell into a trap!” Zhang Enning wanted to break free, and the old tree also rapidly lashed its branches. But Su Zhuyi’s finger directly cut Zhang Enning’s neck, and using her blood-stained finger, she drew a mark on Zhang Enning’s face, then said coldly, “Old tree, move once more and I’ll make your master’s body explode.”

The rustling willow branches immediately stopped moving. Su Zhuyi was now at the Golden Core stage – spells she couldn’t cast before could now be smoothly executed. What she used to bind Zhang Enning was Spirit-Binding Rope, and she now had him firmly controlled while also placing a curse on him.

“Remove the cage.” Su Zhuyi commanded again.

Seeing Zhang Enning’s refusal, she directly snatched the copper bell from his hand. After examining it briefly, she shook the bell rhythmically several times. The living dead squeezed together to make way, the female flying corpse completely stopped moving, and Su Zhuyi dragged him swagger to the formation’s eye, destroying it in a few moves, breaking both the illusion and spirit-absorbing formations. Then she said, “Old tree, be sensible.”

Moments later, the birdcage of intertwined willow branches overhead disappeared, and a willow sapling about a person’s height appeared before Su Zhuyi. Its roots had only grown two tendrils, standing like two feet in a splayed stance on the ground. The willow branches were trembling as if shivering.

Having captured Zhang Enning, how should she deal with him?

Zhang Enning was created by the Heavenly Dao to replace Qinghe. If she killed Zhang Enning too, would that damned Heaven become furious and find ways to kill her?

Thinking this way was quite worrying.

After finally finding a replacement, you fucking killed him again – this grudge would just keep growing!

Qin Jianglan had also told her to live well and try not to change any historical trajectories. She looked at Zhang Enning in her grasp and the trembling willow branches before her, momentarily unable to decide.

So she casually asked, “Sword Ancestor, what do you think should be done?”

Broken Sword: “Hmph!”

You don’t look for me when fighting. What are you asking me for now?

Just then, sudden changes occurred. Su Zhuyi discovered Zhang Enning’s eyes turning blood red, with baleful energy surging from his body. Black baleful energy swirled around him, seemingly taking the rough form of the Longquan Sword. This appearance was exactly like a miniaturized version of Qinghe.

The willow tree was also trembling more violently, with most of its trunk hidden directly underground.

The souls and grievances from within the Longquan Sword had all been absorbed by Zhang Enning.

He was now on the verge of losing control, his aura frantically intensifying. Su Zhuyi was somewhat worried that the Spirit-Binding Rope couldn’t contain him. But she hadn’t thought of how to deal with this situation yet…

After brief consideration, Su Zhuyi carried Zhang Enning and flew quickly. After searching in the sky for a while, she landed and from a great distance threw Zhang Enning into a farmhouse cesspit.

Fortunately, this area had mortal villages and towns. Though she couldn’t find thousand-year-old pits, she could still find some decades-old old with some searching. That stench made her immediately wrap herself tightly in a spiritual energy barrier.

Since it had worked on Qinghe, throwing Zhang Enning in could also temporarily suppress that baleful energy, right?

To suppress Zhang Enning’s baleful energy, Su Zhuyi even used a spiritual energy barrier to create a lid over the cesspit. She saw the willow tree had followed Zhang Enning over and was about to grab the willow tree to throw it in too, when she heard a weak voice say, “I’m sorry, can you save us?”

Being devoured and torn by countless grievances daily, both it and its master could barely hold on. When they lost their reason, he would forget everything, including his mother, including his revenge, becoming a puppet that only knew how to kill.

It didn’t want this.

Its master didn’t want this either.

Chapter 65: Choice
“Save you, so you can bite me back again?” Su Zhuyi glanced sideways at the willow tree and sneered.

You tried to kill me and failed, and now that you’ve fallen into my hands, you want me to save you?

Hehe, this was her kind of demonic behavior. If Su Zhuyi had accidentally fallen once back in the day, she would have acted pitiful to gain sympathy, too. She was beautiful and knew a bit of charm magic, and there were several times she had truly managed to confuse people, turn danger into safety, and save her life.

Back then, she seemed to have used this very reason to successfully escape from Qin Jianglan’s hands once.

Zhang Enning and his old willow tree really had the style of her previous life, but their skill wasn’t enough yet, or perhaps they were unlucky to encounter her, this iron-hearted Heart-Eating Demoness.

The willow tree was speechless after being choked by her words. It wasn’t very good at talking to begin with, and now it just stood there silently with a drooping head. After a long while, it said, “Soaking here seems to have a little effect.”

Zhang Enning had too much fierce, baleful energy in his body. Although it had been cultivated for so many years, it was originally just an ordinary old tree that had gained spiritual energy and weak intelligence by chance. Even if it had originally been as benevolent as a mountain and river spirit, under ten years of fierce, baleful energy influence, the changes in it were considerable. Moreover, it had acknowledged Zhang Enning as its master through soul connection, so it couldn’t disobey its master’s commands. When Zhang Enning ordered it to attack Su Zhuyi earlier, it had no choice.

However, now those fierce baleful energies seemed to have restrained considerably, and it felt much better. Crouching by the cesspit, the willow tree quietly extended its roots into it. Since it was a tree, it wasn’t particularly repulsed by such things. In the past, villagers had poured manure water on their feet, and many wild dogs had urinated on it – it was used to all that.

Now with its little feet deeply inserted, it even felt its entire body had become much more relaxed.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

While she was talking with the willow tree, Zhang Enning in the cesspit struggled desperately. The scene of that sea of filth churning was truly unbearable to watch, but she couldn’t not watch. This method of dispelling evil would have little effect in a short time. After all, Qinghe had voluntarily soaked and stayed submerged quietly once he sank in, while this guy was desperately resisting, making everything disgustingly messy. And although there was some effect, it was too weak – her spiritual energy barrier was about to be broken through. This wasn’t a solution.

But how exactly should this boy be dealt with appropriately?

Killing him directly, she worried about the Heavenly Dao causing trouble. Moreover, Qinghe, as a backup, was quite reliable. Having spent so much time with him, she didn’t want Qinghe to walk the old path again. Both Qinghe and Luo Ying had changed because of her. She had already been struck by lightning several times, so she deserved it. If they truly returned to square one, she would feel she had been struck for nothing.

Ignoring him? This boy wanted to kill her and hated her to the point of gnashing teeth. Releasing a tiger back to the mountain would leave future troubles. This wasn’t her style of doing things.

She turned to ask the willow tree, pointing at Zhang Enning, “Why does he hate me so much? We had a master-disciple relationship after all. If I hadn’t taught him to guide energy into his body back then, wouldn’t he have died long ago?”

The willow tree answered somewhat hesitantly, “His mother died.”

“I didn’t kill her.” Su Zhuyi pouted. Kill whoever killed your mother. The Xueluo Sect did it, so go slaughter the entire Xueluo Sect. Even if you don’t spare the cats and dogs the sect raised and wipe them all out, that’s fine. Why does trouble come to me?

Su Zhuyi had also killed people like cutting grass before, but she would always find a reason, even if she found you unpleasing or thought you were ugly – that could count as a reason. Later, to repair the Liuguang Mirror, she had also killed many living beings. She could kill people at will, but this kind of hatred without reason was somewhat incredible. If killing is because of hatred, then go find the source of that hatred. Why hate her?

It was like how she hated her father, so she could exterminate the entire Su family of Yongan Town. But at that time, she hadn’t touched a single other resident of Yongan Town.

“You told me back then that in a year and a half, there would be evil people…” The willow tree’s voice became even lower when it reached this point.

“Oh, so you’re the one who sold me out.” Su Zhuyi chuckled, “Do you know that revealing heavenly secrets will bring divine thunder punishment?”

“Mm, in mortal terms, revealing heavenly secrets and defying fate to change destiny will shorten one’s lifespan.”

“If not for me, you wouldn’t have survived.” She turned to look at Zhang Enning, “You wouldn’t even have had the chance to avenge your mother, because you had no way to cultivate. You couldn’t have subdued the old tree, couldn’t have avoided disaster, and would have died there together with your mother.”

“Now you hate me instead?” Su Zhuyi crouched down, looking at Zhang Enning struggling constantly in the cesspit, saying word by word, “If I were you, I would have taken mother and left Changning Village long ago. After all, villagers were constantly molesting one’s mother, and even though one had gained some strength and subdued the old tree, the old tree back then was still pure, kind, and naive. With its help, going to a small sect to become a disciple would have been completely feasible. Why not take your mother and fly far away?”

Su Zhuyi chuckled twice and continued talking to herself, “Because Changning Village was remote, practicing evil and heretical techniques wouldn’t be easily discovered. Plus, many cultivator corpses were found that could be used for cultivation. Collecting spirit stones and soul pearls, one could experiment with the techniques taught in those secret manuals. After succeeding, one could even kill all the villagers who had previously insulted mother…”

She glanced sideways at the willow tree. “Am I right?”

The willow tree stood there dumbly without moving, and even Zhang Enning’s struggling in the cesspit weakened somewhat.

Su Zhuyi spat toward the cesspit, but since she had set up a spiritual energy barrier, the spit didn’t fall into the cesspit.

Zhang Enning had had opportunities to choose, but he had taken the wrong path. Perhaps the Heavenly Dao wasn’t completely irreversible either. If Zhang Enning had given up Ji Wuxin’s inheritance back then, given up refining those living corpses, and instead taken his mother away from Changning Village to other sects to learn, the outcome would have been different. After all, the old tree had acknowledged him as master – he already had other opportunities.

Zhang Enning had once had opportunities to choose, but he had been immersed in Ji Wuxin’s cultivation methods and couldn’t extricate himself.

And in her previous life, she had had one opportunity to choose as well, only that one time. After that, during her growth process, she had no more choices. It was either you die or I live.

She had chosen to let Qin Jianglan take Su Qingxun away.

She thought she still had a chance, waiting for him to come back and save her.

He had said, “Don’t be afraid, wait for me.”

But Su Zhuyi never waited for him to come save her. She waited for nothing and thus embarked on a blood-stained path. However, she didn’t particularly regret it. Her father was a thoroughly vicious person who could advance to become a flying corpse even after death. As his daughter, she was probably black-hearted by nature. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have become the sharpest blade in the Xueluo Sect in such a short time.

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi unconsciously raised her hand to touch the jade hairpin in her hair.

Qin Jianglan, in your previous life, you told me to wait for you, but you never came.

Now, you had Little Skull relay a message telling me to wait for you to cross boundaries and come over. This time, how long do you plan to make me wait?

Are you really in the Liuguang Mirror, or somewhere else entirely?

…

Having been slightly distracted, when Su Zhuyi came back to her senses and looked at Zhang Enning, covered in yellow and white filth, she felt another headache coming.

She thought for a moment, then took out the communication talisman Qinghe had given her and asked, “Senior brother, you’re the Longquan Sword now. You know about soul stones, right?”

“Mm,” Qinghe responded quite quickly.

“I caught a sacrificial offering for the Longquan Sword. He’s eaten many soul stones, and now his aura is similar to the Longquan Sword’s.” Su Zhuyi said. Before she finished speaking, she heard Qinghe’s tone become more urgent, “Where is he?”

“I threw him in a cesspit.” Su Zhuyi said, “How should I deal with this? Should I kill him directly?”

“Don’t act. If he dies, the vengeful spirits and grievances in the soul stones will return to the Longquan Sword. I’ll meet up with you as soon as possible.”

Hearing Qinghe say this, Su Zhuyi understood. It was good that she had asked Qinghe.

Soul stones were created by the Longquan Sword to find supplements for itself. Its sword body was sealed, so it expelled grievances to make soul stones, attracting cultivators to approach and deliver themselves to be devoured, and also going out to kill people for it to consume. Now that many grievances were staying in Zhang Enning’s body, Qinghe’s pressure was much less. If Zhang Enning died, the grievances would return to Qinghe’s body. In that case, the delicate balance between Qinghe and the Longquan Sword would be broken, and Qinghe would very likely lose control.

In that case, this boy couldn’t just die casually.

So before Qinghe arrived, she could only guard by the cesspit.

After about half an hour, Zhang Enning’s struggle weakened. The expression on his face returned to normal, and his sanity gradually recovered. Seeing his situation, he said with red eyes, “Su Zhuyi, I’ll kill you!”

“Shut up!” Su Zhuyi glared at him and scolded, “Bad breath!”

Chapter 66: Chess Piece
Zhang Enning endured the nausea and stopped struggling.

He silently lowered his head, contemplating how he should escape. Although a foul stench tormented him, Zhang Enning felt his consciousness had never been so clear.

Su Zhuyi was strong, so strong that she could even crack Ji Wuxin’s techniques. He had relied on those very skills to take down several small cultivation sects, including those with Golden Core stage cultivators. Yet none of them could handle those strange formations and secret arts, but she could see through them all.

Su Zhuyi was from the Su family of Yongan Town. The highest cultivation level in the Su family was merely the Qi Refining stage. Although in his childhood, the Su family of Yongan Town seemed like gods to the villagers of Changning Village, once he embarked on the cultivation path, Zhang Enning understood they had no real foundation or heritage.

How could such a Su family possibly raise someone as formidable as Su Zhuyi?

Su Zhuyi was the daughter of the deceased first wife, expelled from the Su family. Unable to survive in town, she fled to places with fewer people, somehow stumbling her way to Changning Village. Despite the considerable distance, she somehow didn’t die on the road.

At that time, the villagers thought she had offended the Su family, and no one helped her, leaving her to fend for herself, or rather, they wished she would die sooner. Then one day, she left the village and was never seen again. The villagers assumed she had been eaten by wild beasts and weren’t surprised; they might have even felt relieved. When the little monk appeared later, no one connected that handsome and spirited little monk with the girl who had curled up on the ground, only knowing how to dig for worms, scrape mud, and strip bark to eat, so filthy that her appearance was unrecognizable.

How could the Su family’s daughter know so many secret arts?

Why did Su Zhuyi, who had been bullied for years and was so thin she was just skin and bones, suddenly become a completely different person?

Zhang Enning looked at Su Zhuyi standing not far away, his eyes turning as he said, “I wonder which demonic path senior has possessed this body, occupying a little girl’s shell? Now you’ve even joined a famous righteous sect. If the cultivators of Gujian Sect knew your true identity, what do you think they would do to you?”

“Although you have me trapped now, I have ways to announce your secret to the world. When that time comes, I wonder if you could pass the Soul-Examining Stone’s test?”

Su Zhuyi ignored him. This brat had threatened her ten years ago, and now he was trying the same trick again. Ten years ago, she had been somewhat wary, but now, using possession as a threat meant nothing to her.

The cultivation world indeed allowed possession, but such rebirth through possession carried great risks and limitations, with minimal chance of success. Unless absolutely desperate, no one would consider this step. The Soul-Examining Stone was a magic treasure that could reveal a cultivator’s primordial spirit—if someone had been possessed, one examination would expose them completely.

Seeing Su Zhuyi unmoved, Zhang Enning steeled his heart and continued, “My goal is to find the Blood Asura Sect’s lair and avenge my mother. Since you were forced to possess a little girl’s body, you must also have enemies. Why don’t we join forces?”

His eyes darkened, “I can be the blade for your killings.”

Only then did Su Zhuyi turn to glance at him.

It was truly remarkable that in such a short time, under such foul conditions, he could think of so much.

“The Blood Asura Sect’s movements are mysterious; no one knows where their lair is. You think you can find it?” Even a cunning rabbit has three burrows. In her previous life, the Blood Asura Sect hid extremely well—even the Yunxiao Sect couldn’t dig out their true lair back then.

“I placed a curse on one of their disciples,” Zhang Enning raised his head, saying, “You know that person too—Su Qingxun. I didn’t massacre the Su family of Yongan Town, but I took the bodies because they died horribly with heavy resentment, far exceeding ordinary corpses. I happened to have great use for them.”

“It seems Village Chief Su Xiang had discovered some anomaly back then and ran to Yongan Town seeking help from the Su family, but the Su family ignored him. Later, Changning Village was burned to the ground.” However, he didn’t mention that when Su Xiang noticed something wrong, it wasn’t signs of the demonic path appearing, but rather the old tree at the village entrance had vanished overnight, which made them panic. Su Xiang went to ask the town’s cultivators to take a look. He traveled there alone in travel-worn condition and returned to the village alone, dejected.

Perhaps this was the root cause of Su Qingxun’s massacre of the entire Su family.

When the Su family was massacred, it was big news in Yongan Town, but it only spread among nearby towns. Zhang Enning knew that people who died violently carried heavy resentment, especially when an entire family was killed without leaving a single survivor alive. So he went to take a look, and judging by the killing methods, he speculated the murderer was only at the late Qi Refining stage. Therefore, he harbored thoughts of capturing this ruthless person to refine into a living corpse.

Following the trail of clues, he tracked down the killer, only to discover the woman looked somewhat familiar—it was Su Qingxun, who had grown up with him.

Su Qingxun hadn’t died and had become a demonic cultivator. So he suspected Su Qingxun was now a disciple of the Blood Asura Sect, secretly placing a curse on her. It was a curse technique from Ji Wuxin’s secret manual, extremely difficult to detect. Over the years, the curse remained intact, and through it, he could sense Su Qingxun’s approximate location.

Therefore, he could roughly estimate the Blood Asura Sect’s location too.

Hearing Zhang Enning’s words, Su Zhuyi remained silent for a long time. Although she had long suspected this, having it confirmed now still made her feel complicated. She hadn’t expected Su Qingxun to stand out among the Blood Asura Sect disciples’ trials either. Back then, she had been a soft-hearted little girl who later became a famous righteous heroine slaying demons and monsters.

Even more unexpected was that the one who massacred the Su family was Su Qingxun.

Could it be that fate’s trajectory would ultimately be the same as in her previous life, where she would die at Su Qingxun’s hands while trying to deal with her?

Qin Jianglan had placed a Zhuxin Curse on her—she couldn’t kill Su Qingxun. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi’s heartbeat suddenly accelerated greatly. She could even hear her thundering heartbeat.

That heart seemed ready to leap from her chest, the pounding sound like heavy hammers beating drums, making her breathing quicken as well. Yet at this moment, her hands and feet were ice cold, and cold sweat broke out on her back.

Su Zhuyi raised her head to look at the sky. It was already dusk, and though the light above wasn’t glaring, it made her eyes sting and her mind wander.

It was as if someone had drawn a circle on the ground—no matter how much the people inside jumped around or switched identities, they couldn’t escape this circle.

The Liuguang Mirror was a Dao artifact. If she still couldn’t break free from this fate, what was the point of turning back time?

It shouldn’t be this way.

She was wrong.

Having obtained the Liuguang Mirror, she was originally contending against the Heavenly Dao, yet after returning a thousand years, she had been cautious step by step, afraid of angering the Heavenly Dao’s rules and bringing down heavenly punishment. Such a version of herself had merely changed identities, but still couldn’t escape the predetermined outcome.

Whether black piece or white piece, she was still a chess piece on the board, subject to others’ manipulation.

She didn’t want to be a chess piece.

She wanted to break this fate!

With this thought in her heart, Su Zhuyi felt her chest grow hot, scalding to a frightening degree. At the same time, the sky darkened, and dark clouds rolled, as if lightning would strike at any moment.

The Liuguang Mirror!

In that instant, Su Zhuyi sensed the Liuguang Mirror’s presence, though it only appeared for a moment before disappearing again. Overhead, muffled thunder rumbled, and soon heavy rain poured down from the sky.

Bean-sized raindrops pelted her body, but she didn’t use spiritual energy to shield herself; instead, she let the rain drench her.

She didn’t know how long she had stood in the rain.

She suddenly felt the rain disappear. Looking up, a fan had appeared above her, blocking the torrential downpour.

“Why are you standing here getting soaked?” Qinghe stood on the fan, asking coldly.

Su Zhuyi stood there in a daze without speaking. After a long while, she smiled, “Getting rid of the smell. Senior Brother, the sacrifice is over there!” She pointed toward Zhang Enning in the cesspit. Since she wanted to contend with the Heavenly Dao, she could try to save Qinghe and Luo Ying from death!

At this moment, Zhang Enning’s face was full of terror as he looked at Qinghe with particular fear. He seemed unable to control himself. Only one thought filled his mind: go, go to him, and gladly die for him…

He roared and struggled, clearly trying desperately to resist, yet still frantically wanted to break through the Spirit Binding Rope and spiritual energy barrier to sacrifice himself!

Qinghe’s expression also changed. Behind him appeared a black shadow—the Longquan Sword manifesting its sword form.

The moment the Longquan Sword appeared, Su Zhuyi felt a chill throughout her body. The Broken Sword suddenly manifested, azure light pouring out in a sheet, completely enveloping her. This sword ancestor usually disappeared to who knows where, but now it has appeared on its initiative?

Su Zhuyi looked up to see Qinghe’s face turn strange as he retreated a full zhang before stopping, frowning as he asked, “Songfeng Sword?”

Qinghe knew Su Zhuyi had obtained the immortal sword Songfeng Sword, though he’d never seen it. Now seeing this azure light, its power was indeed extraordinary. But this sword, how to put it, felt like fire and water with him. His brows furrowed slightly as he looked toward Zhang Enning in the cesspit, then took a step forward. But with just this small movement, Su Zhuyi’s Broken Sword flashed with azure light. The Broken Sword flew into the air, slashing out a brilliant radiance while simultaneously letting out a long cry.

However, perhaps because it was a broken sword, the cry was short, as if it had shouted halfway before its voice went hoarse.

Qinghe didn’t directly receive that sword beam. He flashed away at extreme speed, and even so, the sword beam still cut away a piece of his clothing.

“That’s my senior brother.” Su Zhuyi touched her toes lightly, leaping up to grasp the Broken Sword flying in the air with both hands. “Sword Ancestor, that’s my senior brother.”

“Evil… sword…”

“Devours… sword spirits… must slay…”

Fragmented words entered Su Zhuyi’s mind. This was the first time she heard the Broken Sword speak—previously, it would only hum.

The Longquan Sword not only killed people, but it also devoured sword spirits, which was why the Broken Sword reacted so strongly upon seeing it.

“You don’t come out when I’m fighting enemies, but now that my senior brother comes over, you pop out instead?”

“He’s temporarily suppressing that evil sword. If you injure him and let the evil sword control his body, what then?”

Su Zhuyi gripped the sword hilt, her hands scraped raw by the handle. She shouted, “If you can slay the Longquan Sword, then go ahead! I won’t stop you!”

The Broken Sword paused slightly, finally ceasing to emit intimidating azure light. Its blade trembled as it said, “Hmph!”

Chapter 67: Close Yet Far Apart
“What do you plan to do with him?” Su Zhuyi asked.

“Take him back, lock him up, purge the malevolent qi,” Qinghe said briefly.

He couldn’t kill him, and he certainly couldn’t release him lest he continue causing harm, so imprisonment was the only option.

“When will you return?” Qinghe asked again.

“In some time.” She had only been out for a few days and had just sorted through this tangled mess. There were still matters to handle, so she wasn’t in a hurry to return to Luoxue Peak.

“Remember to return before the New Year.”

“Before the New Year? Is there something important?” Su Zhuyi found this strange. Could the sect be holding martial competitions this year?

“New Year’s Eve.” Having said this, Qinghe left with Zhang Enning, who had been cleansed by spiritual energy. Su Zhuyi touched her nose, thinking to herself: A cultivator learning to celebrate New Year’s Eve like mortals? Mortals have short lives, so living one more year counts as one more year, but cultivators have long lifespans. Sometimes they spend years or decades in seclusion—what’s the point of celebrating New Year’s Eve or the New Year?

The Gujian Sect did have disciples hanging red lanterns, but Luoxue Peak had never done so in previous years. It had always been just her alone, so she never paid attention. But thinking about it now, Qinghe hadn’t been there for the past ten years, and Luo Ying had been unconscious, so this year, with everyone present, they planned to gather as master and disciples?

After Qinghe left, Su Zhuyi began interrogating the Broken Sword.

“Do you know the Longquan Sword?”

“Do you know how to dispel the Longquan Sword’s malevolent qi?”

Now that Qinghe was bound to the Longquan Sword, if the sword were destroyed, the person would surely perish. So, apart from suppressing the Longquan Sword’s vicious nature and malevolent qi, Su Zhuyi couldn’t think of any other solution. The problem was that using filth to purge evil treated the symptoms but not the root cause, with minimal effect. After soaking for ten years and emerging, he hadn’t enjoyed himself for many days before having to return. He and his master were often separated, and if this continued long-term, accidents were inevitable.

Su Zhuyi’s mindset had now changed. She wanted to contend with Heaven for their lives, starting with these two. Both were famous figures in the cultivation world—one would leave a good name for eternity, the other would be reviled forever. If they didn’t die, it would prove that destiny could be reversed.

She wanted to break out of that circle. Since the Liuguang Mirror could manifest in the world and exist between heaven and earth, it proved that fate could be broken. To save Qinghe and Luo Ying, the key issue was the Longquan Sword.

Seeing the Broken Sword remain silent, Su Zhuyi pressed again, “That evil sword itself has a sword spirit, only it’s formed from the condensed resentment of countless wronged souls. Right now, Qinghe’s primordial spirit and that sword spirit are fighting for control of his body. You’re the ancestor of ten thousand swords in the Sword Tomb, and all those flying sword spirits seem to listen to you. Do you have any way to deal with the evil sword’s spirit?”

Under her persistent questioning, the Broken Sword finally spoke again: “Slay!”

“Qinghe is already fused with the Longquan Sword. If you directly slay the sword, he probably won’t survive either. Moreover, who could slay the Longquan Sword!” Su Zhuyi said somewhat helplessly.

Broken Sword: “Me!”

Azure light blazed suddenly, dispelling even the darkness of night. Su Zhuyi saw within the azure light a perfect, undamaged long sword. The blade was indigo blue, as pure as the sky after rain without a trace of impurity, clean and transparent, as if it had carved out a patch of blue sky in the night.

It had once been very powerful.

Now it was just a broken sword.

Su Zhuyi reached out to touch it. When her finger touched the hilt, the Broken Sword’s blade trembled, then returned to being half a sword covered in green rust, looking utterly dilapidated. Earlier, she had said, “If you can slay it, then go ahead,” but the Broken Sword hadn’t gone. Now it said it could, so it was probably referring to its former self.

What material was this sword forged from? Could anyone in this world recast this sword? She carefully thought through everyone she knew, but couldn’t think of anyone to try. The weapon smiths of this world couldn’t even forge a single immortal sword, let alone recast the Sword Ancestor.

Su Zhuyi sat in place for a while, then slowly went to take another look at Changning Village.

By the time she reached Changning Village, the rain had stopped. She sat on the grass-covered earthen slope of Changning Village in a daze. Even though her mindset had changed, she still felt somewhat confused. She wanted to defy heaven and change fate, but didn’t know how to begin. Before, she had wanted to avoid everything and let those destined to die perish. Now her thoughts were different, but she didn’t know how to proceed for the moment. Should she follow her heart regardless of heaven collapsing and earth splitting?

She had been reborn to live freely and unrestrainedly, so why was she becoming more and more bound? Her heart and vision seemed covered by a layer of mist, but now this mist was gradually becoming much thinner. Su Zhuyi raised her hand to take out the golden silk soft armor, but instead of wearing it, she threw herself directly onto the grass, then lay on her back, looking at the twinkling stars in the post-rain sky and the points of starlight dancing around her. She squinted as if about to fall asleep.

However, just then, Su Zhuyi heard a voice calling her.

“Zhuyi…”

“Su Zhuyi…”

How was she hearing Qin Jianglan’s voice? Su Zhuyi drowsily opened her eyes and swept the area with her divine sense, finding no problems. How could she suddenly be experiencing delusions? Even auditory hallucinations were appearing. Qin Jianglan used to call her a demoness! Could it be the Broken Sword acting up again?

She looked down to see the Broken Sword hadn’t hidden itself and was lying flat beside her, not emitting azure light either. She wasn’t sure if it was causing mischief.

Just as Su Zhuyi found this strange and planned to leave Changning Village, she heard that voice again, this time: “Demoness…”

“Little demoness…”

This time, Su Zhuyi identified the source of the voice. She took out her storage pouch, and instead of taking things out from inside, she dumped everything inside out in one go.

There weren’t many things. This time when she went out, the spirit stones and pills on her were all given by the sect master and others. The small pouch contained only a few items total, so the source of the voice was immediately identified.

That circular jade disc.

When they came out of the Sword Tomb, they had taken out all the things Qin Jianglan had given them, even those that were badly damaged. The jade hairpin was the best preserved among them, followed by the jade disc. Although it had many cracks, it wasn’t broken or shattered, but she didn’t know what this thing was actually for.

Su Zhuyi considered herself well-informed, yet she didn’t know what this jade disc was for. She had thought it was a decorative item, something to display in a room, never expecting that this thing could make sounds.

“Demoness…” The voice from the jade disc was intermittent, but Su Zhuyi was certain it was Qin Jianglan’s voice. She immediately infused spiritual energy into the jade disc—no reaction. She invaded it with divine sense, but still felt nothing. Finally, she thought for a moment, then directly bit her fingertip and flicked blood onto the jade disc. When that drop of blood seeped into the jade-colored cracks, Su Zhuyi heard the voice from the other side say: “…Nascent Soul…ascension…”

His voice seemed to come from somewhere very distant, ethereal and intermittent, as if saying even one sentence exhausted all his strength. Su Zhuyi pricked up her ears to listen carefully but couldn’t make out exactly what he said, only catching the words “Nascent Soul” and “ascension.”

“Qin Jianglan?”

“Old Dog Qin!”

When she tried to question further, the jade disc stopped glowing and returned to its previous, ancient, damaged appearance.

No matter how much more blood she dripped or spiritual energy she infused, trying every method, the jade disc showed no reaction, immediately making Su Zhuyi both anxious and frustrated, almost wanting to smash the jade disc directly. She calmed down and examined the jade disc carefully. Could this be a treasure similar to a transmission talisman for communicating between realms? Then, where were its formation patterns inscribed?

While Su Zhuyi was holding the jade disc and studying it intently, Qin Jianglan was sitting upright before an identical jade disc.

Only this jade disc was perfect and undamaged, even reflecting his face. The jade disc was a pair called “Close Yet Far Apart”—his was called “Far Apart,” and the one he gave Su Zhuyi was called “Close.” He had bought this at an auction house last time for a not particularly high price. When purchased, both jade discs were damaged, but he collected materials to repair them, restoring the possibility for Close Yet Far Apart to communicate with each other.

In the True Spirit Realm for ten years, Qin Jianglan had previously had little contact with people, so he hadn’t felt anything amiss. But in the past half year, traveling around with Wu’er, buying magic treasures and gifts, exchanging spirit stones, he had discovered many strange things.

He had been to the same Treasure Pavilion three times.

Buying little butterflies, red dresses, exchanging spirit stones…

Each time, the shopkeeper in the Treasure Pavilion sat in the same position with only very subtle changes. Everything he did went very smoothly, giving him the vague feeling that he was the center of the True Spirit Realm—no matter what he did, his wishes would come true.

Another strange thing was that he would sometimes forget things, as if memories were being devoured bit by bit. He couldn’t remember anything from his childhood at all, and later, memories were gradually disappearing too.

One hundred years old, two hundred years old, three hundred years old…

He couldn’t remember his sword practice days at Yunxiao Sect, nor could he recall what it was like when senior and junior brothers competed in swordplay together. Even with the Songfeng Sword in his hand, he had forgotten how he obtained it. Qin Jianglan worried that continuing to stay here, he would forget even more.

So he had to cultivate as quickly as possible. Regardless of what was strange about this place, he had to get out. After ascension, he would have the ability to cross between realms. Since the summoning formations he had seen in books were all real, and many other things were real too, crossing realms should also be real.

He was already at the Nascent Soul stage now, advancing very rapidly in strength, probably due to his past life experiences combined with the abundant spiritual energy here. Moreover, although he had returned over a thousand years to the past with his bone age reverting to three hundred years, his primordial spirit hadn’t changed, so transcending tribulation and ascending should be soon.

Previously, the Zhuxin Curse had shown anomalies, and Qin Jianglan worried that Su Zhuyi was injured, so he didn’t contact her immediately. Similarly, he thought that after she read the contents of the jade slip, if her injuries healed and she wanted to contact him, she would surely contact him according to the method he taught. If she didn’t contact him, it meant that in this life, she probably didn’t want any entanglement with him.

She wished to stay as far away from him as possible.

This current distance was probably the distance she dreamed of.

But because she had erected a memorial tablet for him and told Wu’er he was a very handsome man, Qin Jianglan still held a glimmer of hope. After enduring for two days, he still proactively used Far Apart. Unfortunately, the Close in Su Zhuyi’s hands hadn’t recognized a master at all.

Close Yet Far Apart, Close Yet Far Apart—one person’s distant horizon could never bring two people closer. It was precisely for this reason that to transmit his voice, his face had become deathly pale, and he was extremely weak.

However, he seemed to hear her respond.

Was it an auditory hallucination?

“Old Dog Qin”—only Su Zhuyi would call him that.

Though it was a term of abuse, he had heard it for six hundred years and grown accustomed to it.

Chapter 68: Sacrifice
Gently stroking the smooth jade disc with his fingers, after a long while, Qin Jianglan reluctantly set the jade disc down.

Next, he took pills and meditated to regulate his breathing. After recovering for a full day, his complexion finally improved. Such an injury would have taken three to five months to heal in the past, but the True Spirit Realm had abundant spiritual energy. Not only did his cultivation advance rapidly, even injuries also healed easily.

After changing clothes, Qin Jianglan packed his things and left the cultivation inn where he was temporarily staying.

As soon as he stepped out of his room, the inn’s servant enthusiastically greeted him.

He nodded slightly and continued walking down. The inn was quiet with few cultivators inside. Three cultivators sat in the main hall—a man and a woman, both at the late Golden Core stage, sat by the window, nodding and smiling at Qin Jianglan when they saw him.

A black-robed sword cultivator sat in the corner. His strength was unfathomable, which was enough to indicate his power exceeded Qin Jianglan’s own. Qin Jianglan only glanced briefly without letting his attention linger on the black-robed sword cultivator to avoid causing displeasure, yet unexpectedly, that seemingly very cold sword cultivator also raised his head, glanced at him indifferently, then nodded and showed what could be considered a gentle smile.

Qin Jianglan didn’t respond. He wasn’t a particularly warm person to begin with, and he now harbored doubts about this world.

Walking out of the inn, he found it was a rare good day with clear blue skies and a cool breeze.

Walking straight ahead along the bluestone street, there were many vendors hawking their wares along the way, creating a very lively scene. When he reached the entrance of the Treasure Pavilion again, the shopkeeper inside immediately stood up to greet him upon seeing him, asking, “Friend Qin, our shop recently acquired a phoenix-tail skirt inlaid with one hundred and eight Fire Crane Stones. Would you like to come in and take a look?”

Seeing Qin Jianglan pause, he added, “There are also matching ornamental hairpins and accessories, all spiritual treasures crafted by the weapon forging grandmaster Yuan. Legend has it they were originally meant as gifts for a beloved, but unfortunately…” He shook his head without continuing, instead inviting Qin Jianglan into the shop and ordering the shop assistants to bring out the treasures and display them before Qin Jianglan.

“The phoenix-tail skirt is a high-grade spiritual treasure, just one step away from being an immortal treasure. Not only is it beautiful in style, but its defensive power is particularly strong. Even a full-strength attack from a Tribulation Transcendence stage cultivator could be blocked by this magic treasure. If taken to auction, it would surely cause countless female cultivators to fight over it.” The shopkeeper pointed at the skirt and asked, “What does Friend Qin think?”

Qin Jianglan’s heart skipped a beat.

Every time he entered these places, he would glance at the prices marked outside and pay attention to the prices called out by street vendors. Combined with his frequent reading to understand information about this realm, Qin Jianglan could estimate the value of these magic treasures quite accurately. Usually, both parties seemed very satisfied. But now, he said flatly, “One high-grade spirit stone.”

One high-grade spirit stone wouldn’t even buy a single Fire Crane Stone.

The shopkeeper seemed stunned for a moment upon hearing this price. Qin Jianglan frowned slightly, about to explain and then leave, when he heard the shopkeeper say, “One high-grade spirit stone definitely won’t work. If Friend Qin lacks spirit stones, you could work in my shop. In just half a month, all these things could be yours. How about it?”

The shopkeeper smiled kindly, appearing very reasonable, yet it was precisely these kinds of details that made Qin Jianglan feel extremely strange.

He said he would consider it, then left the shop. After walking forward for not much longer, Qin Jianglan left the city. Once outside the city, when he looked back carefully at the city where he had lived for nearly half a month, he suddenly discovered that the city was repeatedly shrouded in clouds and mist, making it impossible to see clearly.

He suddenly remembered a previous experience with Little Skull in the mountains.

Little Skull had run around the mountain and before long brought back a rabbit, holding it and shouting, “Little Uncle, why isn’t this rabbit moving at all?”

However, just as it approached him, the rabbit kicked its legs and ran away.

Although there seemed to be no connection, this scene kept floating in Qin Jianglan’s mind. He looked at the grass blades beneath his feet, at the sky above his head, at those chirping little birds flying overhead. The light in his eyes flickered, and the mountains and waters before him all seemed to become ethereal and illusory.

He stepped on the Songfeng Sword and continued flying forward, reaching thousands of li away in an instant. Now that he had reached the Nascent Soul stage, his divine sense could see very far. If the previous town had defensive formations that prevented his divine sense from seeing through the city, what about other places?

Qin Jianglan flew on his sword without rest for two full days. After two days, he returned along the same route.

Looking back, Qin Jianglan discovered a phenomenon that shocked him greatly.

When he passed by going out, those people and things were a certain way, and when he returned, there seemed to be no significant changes. This was what he had always found strange, but previously, absorbed in reading and cultivation, he hadn’t interacted much with others. The few people he had met, he had only dealt with once or twice. Because of buying things at the Treasure Pavilion, he had only been there three times. And people who had more contact with him showed greater changes…

A thought formed in Qin Jianglan’s mind: Was this True Spirit Realm the True Spirit Realm?

Why did it seem that only where he was present could those people converse normally and be called alive? And when he left, those people and things would gradually become still again? Qin Jianglan looked up at the sky. He had always thought he had returned to another realm from over a thousand years ago, so he hoped to leave here early. But he seemed to have forgotten that he had sacrificed the Liuguang Mirror.

He had originally thought the Qin Jianglan from over a thousand years later had sacrificed the Liuguang Mirror, but since time had flowed back to the past, the him from that time should still exist. Now, however, Qin Jianglan had an ominous premonition…

Thinking of this, his brows furrowed deeply, feeling only cold wind and penetrating chill.

This place might indeed be the True Spirit Realm.

But it was the True Spirit Realm within the Liuguang Mirror.

Little Skull was a ghostly thing, a dead object without life force, so its presence had no impact. When it ran off alone and encountered rabbits at a distance, they wouldn’t move. But he was still alive, with life force, so wherever he went, he could provide life force there, nourishing those so-called people and things?

He had sacrificed the Liuguang Mirror, so he hadn’t lived to over a thousand years ago in the same world as Su Zhuyi—he had come here.

He was like the center of this True Spirit Realm, providing nourishment for other beings, until he completely lost his memory, until he remembered nothing, becoming part of this True Spirit Realm, becoming part of this Liuguang Mirror, and then, together with them, waiting for new nourishment?

Was this entire True Spirit Realm composed of sacrifices once devoured by the Liuguang Mirror?

Thinking of this, Qin Jianglan felt his blood run cold.

He needed to find a way to set up a formation to summon Little Skull over to verify whether this speculation was true. He needed Little Skull to see whether, when not together with him, this entire world was static.

But regardless, he had to get out quickly. He had to leave this place.

…

At Changning Village, Su Zhuyi discovered the jade disc had gone silent, so she pressed it against her chest. She had previously speculated that Qin Jianglan might be inside the Liuguang Mirror, and the Liuguang Mirror seemed to be inside her body, so getting closer might produce some movement. She kept the jade disc close to her body, warming the cold jade until it was hot, but still didn’t hear a sound. Su Zhuyi twitched her lips, took out the jade disc, and put it back in her storage pouch.

From Qin Jianglan’s recent words, she had only heard two: Nascent Soul, ascension.

Little Skull had also said Qin Jianglan had Nascent Soul stage cultivation, so clearly Qin Jianglan was probably saying he had reached Nascent Soul stage and would quickly transcend tribulation and ascend to find her. How could he cultivate so fast? Could tribulation, transcendence, and ascension happen just like that?

Su Zhuyi didn’t feel much romantic sentiment in her heart, but rather felt great pressure. When Qin Jianglan ascended, she would still be a Golden Core stage cultivator—wouldn’t she be completely dominated?

In their previous life, the gap in their strength hadn’t been so great. She could barely manage a few moves against Qin Jianglan, but if he ascended, she would have absolutely no power to fight back. So thinking too much now was useless—earnestly improving her strength was what mattered. Anyway, there weren’t any attractive treasures or secret realms in the next hundred years, and in her memory, nothing significant happened in the world during this century. As for those unimportant people, whether they lived or died didn’t matter much. If she was constrained by her previous life, how could she break free from limitations in this life?

She might as well return to closed-door cultivation and improve her strength early.

In her previous life, she had obtained the Liuguang Mirror fragment when she was at late Nascent Soul stage, and even then she could sense the Liuguang Mirror’s existence. Now she couldn’t sense it, which must be because her strength was too low. So ultimately, she still needed to cultivate properly.

Su Zhuyi had originally planned to travel around the cultivation world to see and experience things, lest after returning, she couldn’t leave the mountain for another hundred years. But now she decided to return to Luoxue Peak for closed-door cultivation, and she could also watch over Luo Ying, whom she considered a key figure, to prevent her from being alone on the snowy mountain and having accidents without anyone knowing.

After making up her mind, she casually picked up the golden silk soft armor and tossed it into her pouch, then began walking toward the Gujian Sect. She hadn’t walked far when she suddenly felt azure light blazing behind her, with penetrating cold.

The Broken Sword had also been lying flat on the grassy slope earlier, quite far from her. When she got up to leave, she picked up the golden silk soft armor she had used as a cushion, but completely forgot about the Broken Sword. As a result, the Sword Ancestor was now furious…

She was cut by that azure light, losing a strand of hair. She felt the sword qi brush past her ear, freezing her body in place, and the half-step she had taken was immediately pulled back.

She had indeed forgotten the Broken Sword just now. When she finally recovered and was about to go back to pick up the Sword Ancestor, she saw the Broken Sword leap up, hit her head, and then disappear.

At this moment, she heard the Broken Sword speak a complete sentence.

“When the sword heart is stable, the broken sword will be reborn.”

It wasn’t that it couldn’t subdue the Longquan Sword.

It was just that the current couldn’t do so.

Chapter 69: Sparring
Su Zhuyi returned to the Gujian Sect.

As soon as she climbed Luoxue Peak, she saw Little Skull leading Yellow Dog running toward her. When they were about to approach, he paused mid-step and directly wrapped Yellow Dog in spiritual energy, making the tail-wagging dog invisible to Su Zhuyi.

The dog had grown very well. Originally, the lowest-grade spirit dog, it now seemed to have advanced further. Its frame was large, fur smooth and glossy, standing there like a tiger, looking even more detestable. For someone like her who hated dogs, big dogs seemed more terrifying because they were stronger with sharper teeth. But since Little Skull protected it, she turned a blind eye.

“Big Sister, you’re back!” Little Skull happily held several branches of red plum blossoms. “I’ve been changing the flowers in Elder Sister’s room every day, too.”

He still remembered everything Little Sister had instructed him to do before, even after spending half a year in the True Spirit Realm, and completed each task earnestly every day. Now handing all the flowers to Su Zhuyi, he said, “I’ll go pick more later.”

Su Zhuyi took the flowers and saw Luo Ying standing not far in front of her. She wore a white cloak with white fur around the collar, her entire figure seeming to blend into the snowy mountains behind her.

Luo Ying’s face remained expressionless. Her complexion was very pale—a sickly, transparent whiteness. Her skin seemed particularly thin, revealing many light blue blood vessels underneath. Standing in the wind and snow, she looked as if she might be blown over at any moment.

“You’re back?” Luo Ying asked softly, her voice calm without fluctuation, yet it inexplicably warmed Su Zhuyi’s heart.

Someone was waiting for her.

No one had ever waited for her before.

This feeling was something she’d never experienced. A murderous demoness who trusted no one, in her youth at the Blood Asura Sect, if she saw anyone near her room, her first reaction was vigilance and silent killing, because within the Blood Asura Sect, except for those elder high-level powerhouses, every fellow disciple was a competitor. Their appearance near her room could only mean trouble. Later, when her cultivation improved and she ventured out, her cave dwelling was naturally kept secret—it was where she cultivated and healed, impossible for anyone to know about. So no one would wait for her.

No one would say, “You’re back.”

She remembered the candy she’d eaten as a child, so sweet she’d nearly bitten off her tongue. Though not as obvious now, she felt a faint sweetness at the tip of her heart. This unfamiliar emotion lingered in her heart, making her unnaturally turn her head slightly, avoiding looking at Luo Ying and Little Skull.

At this moment, Little Skull tugged at her sleeve. “Big Sister, I put the Songfeng Sword in front of Little Uncle’s memorial stone. Let me show you.”

Su Zhuyi didn’t leave immediately but walked to Luo Ying, bowed respectfully, and called out, “Master.”

Luo Ying nodded. “They said you subdued the Songfeng Sword, but Little Skull brought the sword back. What sword are you carrying?”

“It’s a broken sword.” Su Zhuyi’s understanding of sword dao was truly limited. After thinking, she asked, “Master, can a broken sword reforge itself? It said, ‘When the sword heart is stable, the broken sword will be reborn.'”

Luo Ying nodded and raised her hand, grasping at empty air. The Qianlong Sword appeared in her hand.

“Like my Qianlong Sword—if damaged, it can repair itself, but this process requires help from me, its master. The more stable the sword heart and stronger the sword intent, the faster it recovers.” Luo Ying paused here, then continued, “If the broken sword you mentioned can also be reborn, it’s at least an immortal sword. Did you obtain two immortal swords from this trip to the Sword Tomb?”

Speaking here, Luo Ying shook her head. “Three swords.”

She pointed at Little Skull. “It’s Zhuying Sword is also an immortal sword.”

Su Zhuyi was slightly stunned. “I just picked up swords at the cliff edge. Could there be the most immortal swords there?”

Luo Ying was silent for a moment. “I’ve never been to the Sword Tomb. When I descended the mountain, I was already past the age to enter the Sword Tomb.” She looked at Su Zhuyi. “Your senior brother says you have extremely high sword dao talent, just that your mind isn’t focused on it. I think you feel sword cultivation is too weak in the early stages, so you primarily cultivate other paths?”

“Whatever you want to learn, I won’t interfere.” Luo Ying paused, then suddenly touched her toe to the ground. The long sword in her hand was already unsheathed, emitting a clear cry that echoed ethereally through the snowy mountains. The sword flew into the air and circled, but didn’t return to Luo Ying’s hand. Instead, Luo Ying reached out and plucked a plum branch from Su Zhuyi’s hand.

“I’ll suppress my cultivation and primordial spirit to the Golden Core level, using only the first two levels of Tianxuan Nine Swords. Use your full strength and spar with me.” After speaking, Luo Ying retreated one zhang, holding the red plum as a sword, and said flatly.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Golden Core stage, using a red plum as a sword, one-armed, was Luo Ying this confident? She probably thought her advantage lay in having a few hundred years of combat experience. How could she know Su Zhuyi wasn’t truly sixteen either?

“Very well. Please instruct me!” Feeling she had the advantage, Su Zhuyi rarely used a polite opening. She immediately deployed Shadowless Traceless, her figure shifting and transforming, visible only as afterimages to the naked eye.

She knew many techniques. Seeing Luo Ying holding just a plum branch, she decided not to use even Blazing Flame Palm, determined to let this sword-obsessed master, who only knew sword practice, experience what scholarly cultivators could master—utilizing any favorable conditions to create winning opportunities at any time.

For instance, now she could use a technique called Flower Grafting. This technique was equivalent to an illusion that could transform the red plum in Luo Ying’s hand into other spirit plants, briefly possessing other plants’ effects. Though not real, the illusion could cause real damage. She rarely used it, but when she did, the effects were particularly remarkable.

Su Zhuyi certainly couldn’t let Luo Ying get hurt, or Qinghe would beat her to death. So she used Flower Grafting to transform the red plum Luo Ying wielded as a sword into vines that directly coiled around Luo Ying.

Luo Ying had also suppressed her primordial spirit, so in that instant, she discovered the red plum in her hand had become soft vines coiling around her entire body like snakes. She no longer had a sword in her hand.

Yet Luo Ying didn’t even furrow her brow. With nothing in her grasp, she simply made a sword-holding gesture. Though her arm was also bound, her hand could still move. With a twist of her wrist, a sword qi directly shredded the vines on her body. Su Zhuyi had already started drawing symbols in the air, planning to cast an Immobilization Curse. Such curses were usually drawn in advance—drawing them on the spot was very slow, making them unusable in combat. But this situation was different. She had first used Flower Grafting to unexpectedly lock down Luo Ying, which should have given her enough time to completely control her.

She won beautifully and avoided injury to herself.

But the spell had barely begun when Luo Ying had already shredded the vines. In Su Zhuyi’s eyes, the red plum blossoms were torn apart, scattering fragments across the ground at her feet.

Though Luo Ying held nothing in her hands, Su Zhuyi seemed to feel a brilliant sword thrusting toward her, penetrating cold with countless sword shadows before her eyes—this was a sword technique from the second level of Tianxuan Nine Swords. She couldn’t resist directly and could only dodge!

Su Zhuyi reacted extremely quickly, feinting with her footwork while simultaneously unleashing Blazing Flame Palm. But the sword intent pierced through Blazing Flame Palm and pressed directly against her neck. The snow beneath her feet was frozen into ice by the cold intent, numbing both her legs.

She couldn’t escape…

In her previous life, her cultivation level hadn’t differed much from Qin Jianglan’s, but she had self-awareness and knew she wasn’t his match. However, her strength wasn’t poor either. She considered herself only slightly inferior to Qin Jianglan among both righteous and demonic paths in the cultivation world. She just needed to avoid Qin Jianglan. Moreover, Qin Jianglan felt guilt toward her, so when they truly encountered each other, he only wanted to capture her alive, not kill her. Thus, she had successfully escaped from his hands before.

But regarding other sword cultivators, she truly wasn’t afraid and felt early-stage sword cultivators were pitifully weak, only becoming somewhat watchable after the Nascent Soul stage. When Qin Jianglan was at the Golden Core stage, hadn’t he been unable to directly rescue two people? Though this reasoning was a bit forced, at that time, the Blood Asura Sect had a Nascent Soul stage elder with powerful divine sense present. For the Golden Core stage, Qin Jianglan had to protect himself and take one person away within that elder’s divine sense range was already quite good. But Su Zhuyi felt that if Qin Jianglan had had more diverse methods, then he might have been able to take her away, too.

When he returned with sect elders to rescue people, the Blood Asura Sect cultivators had withdrawn completely without leaving any traces.

Qinghe was formidable, but he became powerful after fusing with the Longquan Sword. In his previous life, he also became a sect-destroying maniac only after Luo Ying’s death.

Luo Ying was formidable—she had cultivated bitterly on the mountain for five hundred years, only descending after reaching the Nascent Soul stage.

Now, with Luo Ying suppressing her cultivation and primordial spirit while still in an injured state, Su Zhuyi thought she could win beautifully. She hadn’t expected to lose so quickly.

Luo Ying held no sword but made a sword-sheathing motion. “Unity of person and sword—with your aptitude, you could achieve this at the Golden Core stage.”

“If you don’t like it, I won’t force you.” Luo Ying’s complexion grew even paler, appearing almost transparent under the sunlight. “It’s just that it’s no inferior to other dao methods.”

You could choose not to learn it, but you couldn’t look down on it.

Luo Ying maintained an almost stubborn persistence regarding her sword dao.

Su Zhuyi was silent for a moment before asking, “But the sword isn’t my life-bound magic treasure.”

Luo Ying raised her head. “In that case, learning swordplay would suit you well. Using other magic treasures that aren’t life-bound would feel somewhat less responsive to control, but flying swords are different. If you can stabilize your sword heart and achieve unity of person and sword, why would you need to form soul contracts with life-bound treasures?”

She glanced at the Qianlong Sword floating in the air. Though her face remained expressionless, her eyes seemed filled with warm sunlight, her gaze radiating warmth. “I am the sword, and the sword is me.”

As her words fell, the Qianlong Sword suddenly leaped high into the sky, dancing like a silver dragon and emitting joyful sword cries.

Su Zhuyi felt somewhat moved.

Little Skull, who had been foolishly watching the excitement beside her, also pulled out his Zhuying Sword and made a few gestures in the air. “Is it like this? Or like this?” After spinning once and making a forward thrusting motion, Little Skull used too much force and tumbled into the snow. Though he got a mouthful of snow, being a skeleton, the snow leaked out of his mouth. He didn’t think anything was wrong and giggled continuously.

“Elder Sister, Big Sister both use swords, Little Uncle uses swords, Green-face Fang-tooth uses swords—I use swords too!”

Using swords didn’t seem impossible either, Su Zhuyi thought.

Moreover, only if her sword heart stabilized and sword intent improved would she have a chance to suppress the Longquan Sword, save Qinghe and Luo Ying, and reverse destiny.

Wait, what was Little Skull talking about with “Green-face Fang-tooth”? Was he referring to Qinghe?

In front of Luo Ying, he was a sunny, handsome, and elegant young master. If he knew about this, he’d dismantle that skeleton bone by bone!

Chapter 70: Killing
Su Zhuyi returned to the house at the foot of the mountain with Luo Ying. Her room was some distance from Luo Ying’s. After Luo Ying entered her room, Su Zhuyi continued walking forward with Little Skull.

Walking along, she turned back to see a row of plum blossom prints on the ground.

Little Skull immediately panicked and hastily used spiritual energy to erase the string of paw prints that Yellow Dog Xiaoxiao had stepped in the snow.

Su Zhuyi said nothing and walked to the memorial stone, seeing three sticks of unburned incense still lit in front of Qin Jianglan’s memorial. She smiled. She lifted her foot to kick over the incense and topple the stone, but just as her toe was about to touch the memorial, she pulled back. The cultivation world didn’t only erect memorials for the dead—many people established longevity tablets and stones for those virtuous and respected cultivators, keeping them in their hearts and praying for their longevity.

Like Luo Ying in her previous life.

Though she had died, she lived on in many people’s hearts, passed down generation after generation, always remembered, as if always alive.

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi didn’t destroy Qin Jianglan’s memorial either. She returned to her room and began meditating and cultivating. Gujian Sect’s sword nurturing involved first holding the sword to cultivate an emotional connection. So while meditating, Su Zhuyi placed the Broken Sword Ancestor on her lap, and with each circulation of spiritual energy through a complete cycle, she would also infuse some into the broken sword, like stroking the broken sword once after each cultivation round. At first, she often grasped at empty air because the broken sword had silently disappeared, but later she could touch it more frequently. Through one major circulation of spiritual energy—a total of one hundred and eight cycles—she estimated she touched the broken sword about fifty times, which was quite good.

After completing one major circulation, Su Zhuyi breathed and regulated her qi, feeling refreshed and clear-minded.

Because she had practiced the Meridian Moistening Formula for over ten years, her meridians were more resilient than most cultivators’, able to withstand greater force. Therefore, spiritual energy flowed faster through her meridians. For one complete major circulation of the mental cultivation method, others of equal Golden Core stage strength would need nine days, but with her previous life’s experience to learn from strengths, compensate for weaknesses, and streamline cultivation methods, she managed it in just three days.

Su Zhuyi opened her eyes and smelled flower fragrance in the room.

The room wasn’t large with simple furnishings. By the window stood a table with a flower vase containing not just red plum blossoms but also white and pink ones, filling the room with faint floral fragrance. As she stood up, she saw a little finger poking in through the window, then the window snapped open with a “pa” sound. Little Skull’s head poked in. “Big Sister, you’re awake?”

Little Skull had never grown taller. How was he this high? A sweep of divine sense revealed he wasn’t flying but was standing on a dog’s head.

He held a red stone in his left hand and a green one in his right. “Look what I found! Next time I’ll take these to give to Little Uncle—he loves red and green the most.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Qin Jianglan, your aesthetic sense is beyond salvation. The only time in your life your taste wasn’t problematic was when you fell for me, right?

Su Zhuyi opened her door and went out. She was planning to check on Luo Ying when she discovered someone approaching Luoxue Peak—it seemed the sect master had returned? She glanced at the Songfeng Sword stuck in front of the memorial stone, directly grasped the sword in her hand, then instructed Little Skull to hide himself well before heading toward Luoxue Peak’s entrance.

Speaking of which, when she returned, the sect master and others hadn’t come back yet, so she hadn’t actively greeted anyone and had directly returned to Luoxue Peak.

The sect master’s expression looked somewhat poor. Could it be that aside from her, no other Gujian Sect disciples had obtained good swords? As Su Zhuyi thought this, she saw the sect master had already flown up to Luoxue Peak.

“Su Zhuyi, where did your senior brother go?” the sect master asked in a deep voice.

Seeing the sect master’s expression, Su Zhuyi felt something was amiss. She secretly wondered what had happened to make the sect master look so grim. Could it be that Senior Brother couldn’t resist and devoured that sacrifice, Zhang Enning, going on a killing spree outside?

“Brother Duan, you said Luo Ying was in closed-door cultivation for recovery. Now we’ve all waited three days. How much longer do you plan to make us wait?” Just then, another person flew over on a sword. But Luoxue Peak couldn’t be trespassed upon freely, so he stopped outside Gujian territory, saying with a smile on his face.

It was another Dong Fushang Sect cultivator—this time it was the old lover of Suyue Sect’s Qu Ningsu, one of Dong Fushang Sect’s four great elders, Dongfang Yaoyang. He was quite old now, over eighteen hundred years at this time. Nascent Soul stage cultivators generally had lifespans of just over two thousand years. His form and appearance were already middle-aged. Though he looked somewhat older, he remained handsome and graceful. He appeared smiling and cheerful, but was a smiling tiger, skilled at stabbing people in the back.

Seeing Dongfang Yaoyang come personally, Su Zhuyi’s ominous premonition deepened.

“Luo Ying, ten years ago, your disciple severed Sect Master Qu of Suyue Sect’s flying sword with one strike. That sword carried extremely concentrated malevolent qi. When we came to investigate, you cleverly covered it up. But now the evidence is conclusive—do you still plan to avoid showing yourself?”

Was it revenge for that sword strike from ten years ago?

She had originally planned to go cause trouble for the Suyue Sect this time, but then felt cultivation was more important. That sect wouldn’t be jumping around much longer anyway. She hadn’t expected they would have the face to come knocking.

After Dongfang Yaoyang finished speaking, he turned to glance at Qu Ningsu, who then raised her hand. Her disciples came forward carrying a black wooden box.

When the box opened, Su Zhuyi’s eyes sharpened, then she lowered her head nonchalantly.

Inside the box was that female flying corpse—Liu Zhen from Feihong Sect, who had been taken by Zhang Enning to be refined into a living corpse! Su Zhuyi was accustomed to acting as she pleased. She didn’t harbor thoughts of slaying demons and monsters either—not harming people herself was already rare. So, after capturing Zhang Enning and taking him to purge evil qi, she had completely ignored that female flying corpse. Her senior brother also seemed uninterested in saving people and hadn’t dealt with the female flying corpse that was within range of his divine sense.

Now this flying corpse had fallen into Suyue Sect’s hands and been handed over to Dong Fushang Sect cultivators.

“This female flying corpse died ten years ago, pierced through the heart by a sword.” Dongfang Yaoyang pointed at the female corpse’s chest. Even though the living corpse had been refined and advanced in cultivation, her fatal wound wouldn’t disappear. Dongfang Yaoyang used his sword to lift open the flying corpse’s chest clothing, staring at the wound and shouting, “Luo Ying, come see—is this not the Frost Sword Intent of Tianxuan Nine Swords?”

Then he took out a crystal-white transparent stone, crushed it to powder, and slashed with his sword. The powder became mist-like, and wisps of black qi emerged from the wound, making surrounding cultivators gasp in shock.

“This sword qi also remains within the corpse. On the day the sword was wielded, the swordsman already carried cruel and murderous qi. To treat righteous path fellow disciples so cruelly—they must have already fallen to the demonic path.” Dongfang Yaoyang said this, then glanced at Gujian Sect’s master Duan Linshu. “Ten years ago, we came with Yunxiao Sect cultivators to seek justice, only to be cleverly deceived by you. This time, what do you have to say?”

Killing a righteous path dao friend and refining them into a living corpse—such behavior was worse than beasts!

“Based solely on your one-sided words, we cannot conclude this was Qinghe’s doing. I will quickly have him return to the sect for confrontation to get to the bottom of this and give everyone an explanation,” Duan Linshu said in a deep voice.

“How many have practiced Tianxuan Nine Swords to produce Frost Sword Intent? You, Gujian Sect, know this clearly in your hearts. The matter is already clear—what more is there to investigate?” A Dong Fushang Sect cultivator said dissatisfiedly. “Back then, Qinghe happened to appear in that area and severed Sect Master Qu’s flying sword with one strike. If he didn’t do it, who else could have?”

“Feihong Sect was also a decent cultivation sect, yet it was massacred overnight. We thought it was demonic path people, but unexpectedly…” Another person shook his head and sighed. “Qinghe has entered the demonic path, yet you, Gujian Sect, wholeheartedly protect him. Could it be that Gujian Sect…”

He didn’t finish, but everyone understood the implication.

The Yunfeng Master of Gujian Sect, who was already quite dissatisfied with Qinghe, now said sternly, “Gujian Sect is a famous righteous sect. If disciples under our sect fall to the demonic path, we will punish them severely.” After speaking, she looked at Su Zhuyi. “Call your master out and have her summon Qinghe back!”

No one in Gujian Sect could command Qinghe. Where he went and when he’d return, no one knew. To find Qinghe, only Luo Ying could manage it.

Just then, Luo Ying floated over from the foot of the mountain. She was very thin, looking like a wisp of wind, approaching lightly and soundlessly.

Except for the sect master, no one else had seen Luo Ying in recent years.

Even the Gujian Sect’s several elders hadn’t seen Luo Ying. Now, seeing the one-armed, deathly pale, seemingly extremely weak Luo Ying, many people were stunned. Even Dong Fushang Sect’s Dongfang Yaoyang paused slightly before saying, “So young friend was truly in closed-door cultivation, recovering from injuries. My Dong Fushang Sect has a superior spiritual spring with miraculous effects for nourishing the spirit and healing injuries. If Young Friend Luo doesn’t mind, you could stay at Dong Fushang Sect for a while.”

A gleam flashed in his eyes. Though his gaze seemed clean, Su Zhuyi had dealt with all sorts of men in her previous life and understood clearly the intentions hidden in his eyes. Su Zhuyi knew that when his lifespan was running out, he had done many filthy things to extend his life, using young female cultivators as cultivation cauldrons. She hadn’t expected this man to set his sights on Luo Ying.

At this time, Yunfeng Master said, “Luo Ying, your disciple was taught by you, and only you can call him back. Summon him back.”

Luo Ying’s gaze fell on the female flying corpse, her brows furrowing slightly.

She still remembered Liu Zhen. The Feihong Sect disciple she had rescued from beneath the forbidden land—she had already been dead for over ten years. That sword intent, that wound—it was indeed Qinghe’s doing.

“What will be done after calling him back?”

“Perhaps a hundred years of confinement?” a Dong Fushang Sect cultivator said. “Originally, how your sect deals with disciples is not our concern, but if handled inappropriately, it would be laughable if word got out.”

“In three more years, it will be the thousand-year emergence of Liusha River’s spiritual spring. Is Gujian Sect reluctant to part with such a powerful and outstanding disciple?” Liusha River spiritual spring? Where was the Liusha River? She had never heard of it in her previous life.

“I heard Qinghe previously violated sect rules but has never been punished.” Qu Ningsu laughed. “As one of the four great sects, are Gujian Sect’s rules just for show?”

She was referring to Qinghe stealing the Sword Heart Stone.

Because the sect master had always said disciples of Luoxue Peak should be handled by Luo Ying herself, and Luo Ying had been recovering from injuries for ten years while Qinghe was away, the sect master had been suppressing the matter. He hadn’t expected it would now be brought up by an outsider.

Yunfeng Master looked displeased and turned to Luo Ying. “Call Qinghe back.”

“How should his previous transgressions be handled?” Yunfeng Master asked.

Luo Ying remained expressionless. “Voluntarily returned, circumstances are extenuating—one hundred lashes with the Spirit Refining Whip.”

“What if he has fallen to the demonic path, killing like hemp and massacring entire families?” Qu Ningsu asked again.

Luo Ying raised her eyes slightly and glanced at Qu Ningsu expressionlessly. That light glance made Qu Ningsu feel cold all over. She wanted to say more but didn’t dare speak.

Seeing Luo Ying take out a transmission talisman, Su Zhuyi dropped to her knees with a “thud,” hugging Luo Ying completely. “Master, it wasn’t Senior Brother who killed them!”

If Luo Ying expelled him from the sect, Qinghe would collapse. If Qinghe went mad, Luo Ying probably wouldn’t survive either! Su Zhuyi’s heart was in chaos. She had to stop this—she couldn’t let history repeat itself.

Luo Ying looked down to see Su Zhuyi crying with tears streaming down her face. Her hand holding the transmission talisman also paused slightly.

Su Zhuyi cried, “Don’t… don’t you remember?”

She turned to glance at the sect master before choking out, “Ten years ago, I encountered Master at Qilian Mountain. Feihong Sect disciples triggered the evil sword seal at Qilian Mountain out of greed. Master Severed her arm to suppress that evil sword. Ten years have passed, and her injuries haven’t improved at all.”

She sniffled. “It wasn’t Senior Brother who killed them.”

“Qin Chuan of Yunxiao Sect can also testify! At that time, Feihong Sect disciples had all gone mad fighting over some kind of soul stone.” She brought up another witness—he had even accompanied Master back to Qilian Mountain to search for people. “If you don’t believe it, you can ask Elder He of Yunxiao Sect.”

“It wasn’t Qinghe who killed them…” Su Zhuyi repeated, but the last sentence was directed at the sect master, not daring to continue.

It wasn’t Qinghe who killed them.

Then it could only have been Luo Ying who killed them.

But Luo Ying killed those people for the sake of all under heaven, to suppress the evil sword. Now she was covered in wounds with only one arm remaining. So would others blame her?

Now it depended on how Luo Ying would handle this.

Su Zhuyi held Luo Ying tightly, looking at her with tear-filled eyes. Did she truly have no heart?

Chapter 71: Willing to Accept Punishment
Ten years ago, when Luo Ying and Qinghe returned with Su Zhuyi, Sect Master Duan Linshu already felt something was amiss. His flying sword had shown a trace of unusual movement, which made him suspicious.

Later, after seeing the wounds on Luo Ying’s body—demonic qi had entered her body—he was powerless to help. At that time, he confirmed in his heart that Luo Ying had struck that sword blow. He later searched everywhere for healing pills, instructing Luo Ying to rest well and recover. He also revealed this information to the two elders of the Gujian Sect, but said nothing more about the other details.

Now, when Su Zhuyi looked at him and spoke, it was because he knew the details of what had happened. Therefore, Sect Master Duan Linshu understood Su Zhuyi’s meaning—if it wasn’t Qinghe who killed, then it was Luo Ying who killed. He said, “When Luo Ying returned, she was severely injured. To suppress the evil creature, demonic qi entered her body, and she hasn’t recovered even now. Over these years, I’ve searched everywhere for medicine. Peak Master Yi and Peak Master Hu are also aware of this.”

Speaking to this point, Sect Master Duan Linshu continued, “Some time ago, I even paid a hefty price to obtain a Spirit Purification Pill from that pill refining elder of Yunxiao Sect, also to heal Luo Ying’s injuries.” Previously, Su Zhuyi had offended Hua Yining, the daughter of Yunxiao Sect’s pill refining elder. Obtaining that pill had been extremely troublesome—not only did it require tremendous effort, but it also cost a fortune. It turned out it was used on Luo Ying.

Having said this much, everyone understood what Su Zhuyi had left unsaid.

The disciples of the Feihong Sect, while passing through Qilian Mountain, had broken the seal on the evil creature there out of greed, and consequently died under Luo Ying’s sword.

Everyone looked toward Luo Ying, and Su Zhuyi also looked at Luo Ying.

She was so nervous that cold sweat covered her entire body. Her hands clutched Luo Ying’s skirt, and the sweat from her palms had dampened the fabric.

Luo Ying’s thoughts drifted far away, and she remembered things from her childhood.

“Luo Ying, do you like swords?”

“I do.” What kind of emotion was liking? I was looking forward to sword practice every day. Back then, even when she held a wooden stick and gestured with it, she felt happy. Yes, it was happiness, smiling with the corners of her mouth turned up in joy.

At that time, she could smile and cry, just like her little disciple now, crying with tears streaming down her face.

“The disciples of Luoxue Peak in our Gujian Sect are all people who love swords to the point of obsession.” Her master held her hand and walked to the Sword Heart Stone of Gujian Sect. “Are you willing to give your heart to it?”

No one knew why the Gujian Sect had a Sword Heart Stone. No one knew why the Sword Heart Stone could help Gujian Sect disciples cultivate their sword heart ahead of time. Even the disciples of Luoxue Peak didn’t know—they only knew that each generation of Luoxue Peak disciples would constantly accompany the Sword Heart Stone. With sincere hearts, they guarded the Sword Heart Stone and protected the entire Gujian Sect.

She agreed.

There was no carving out of the heart, and she didn’t feel like anything was missing from her body. She just gradually felt that, aside from the sword in her hand, no person or thing could move her heart. Joy, anger, sorrow, and happiness gradually drained from her body. After five hundred years, she became the expressionless, neither sad nor happy, Luo Ying.

When did ripples return to her heart?

After Qinghe stole the Sword Heart Stone—was that stone held close to his chest? So her heart began to stir slightly? So now, seeing her little disciple crying with tears streaming down her face, Luo Ying felt a trace of reluctance to cause pain.

That emotion was called heartache?

She couldn’t bear to see Qinghe, who had accompanied her for three hundred years, die. She couldn’t bear to watch Zhuyi cry.

Perhaps because of the Sword Heart Stone, Luo Ying could more or less sense the thoughts of others. So from the beginning, she would say that Su Zhuyi had improper intentions. However, now this little disciple truly didn’t want Qinghe to die and didn’t want her to come to harm.

That Qinghe would kill people was because she hadn’t taught him well.

Luo Ying’s long eyelashes trembled slightly. She lowered her gaze and said, “I was the one who killed them.”

“Since I harmed fellow disciples of the righteous path…” Luo Ying glanced at Dongfang Yaoyang of Dong Fushang Sect, then looked toward the sect master, “I cannot judge myself properly. Please let all the senior predecessors decide.”

She swept her robes with her single arm, white clothes fluttering like she had stirred up a cloud, clean to the point of being slightly dazzling.

With a swift motion, she knelt on the ground: “Luo Ying is willing to accept punishment!”

Su Zhuyi immediately knelt beside her, confessing her guilt, “This disciple is also willing to accept punishment. Sect Master, when this disciple left the Sword Tomb early this time, I originally intended to visit my birthplace. When I arrived there, I discovered traces of demonic path activity. A townsman asked this disciple to eliminate zombies, so I went directly. I encountered a female flying corpse and a demonic cultivator skilled in corpse manipulation. At that time, this disciple subdued the female flying corpse, but when that demonic cultivator tried to escape, I immediately gave chase. Who knew I would fall into a trap and let him get away?”

“This disciple, being inexperienced in my first time down the mountain, was poisoned by corpse toxin and couldn’t catch that demonic cultivator. So I rushed back to Luoxue Peak overnight to detoxify and heal. It’s this disciple’s fault—I didn’t consider things thoroughly and acted rashly, causing the surrounding common people to suffer!”

“That area is near Suyue Sect—what does it have to do with you?” Elder Hu was already trembling with anger, his beard shaking. “Doesn’t your Suyue Sect pride itself on being righteous? You let demonic cultivators infiltrate your jurisdiction to slaughter and terrorize common people. Flying corpses were raised, and you didn’t even know about it, yet you have the face to blame our disciple!”

“You even wanted to pin the corpse raising on Qinghe!”

“Raising flying corpses in just ten short years—the common people in your area must have suffered terribly!”

“Exactly! Exactly! If not for our junior sister going there, who knows how many more people would have died?” Gujian Sect disciples had also gathered around, speaking all at once.

“Could it be that the Suyue Sect has deep connections with the Corpse Manipulation Sect?”

Qu Ningsu’s face stiffened at everyone’s words. Looking at the two female cultivators kneeling not far ahead, her heart burned with frustration.

One was charming like a begonia, crying like pear blossoms in rain, her charm gaining tenderness and allure, kneeling there in a way that made people’s hearts ache.

The other was cold like white plum blossoms blooming in ice and snow, revealing a character that made people unable to help but admire her, as if they could smell the clear fragrance emanating from the depths of her soul.

She considered herself a great beauty, but compared to these two, she was like a common cabbage in a field. Even Dongfang Yaoyang couldn’t help but keep glancing at this master-disciple pair. How could Qu Ningsu not understand that look in his eyes?

Only then did Dongfang Yaoyang step forward to mediate, “Luo Ying acted for the greater good of the world, killing the Feihong Sect disciples who recklessly released evil creatures without knowing their place. She was even severely injured as a result. How could she be punished?”

He stepped forward two paces to help Luo Ying up. Su Zhuyi moved to stop him, but saw Luo Ying raise her head and look directly into Dongfang Yaoyang’s eyes, causing his movements to freeze and his outstretched hand to pause.

Luo Ying turned her head away and said coolly, “Senior Dongfang does not represent all the people of the world.”

“Stand up. You did nothing wrong and should not be punished,” the sect master said. “Even if all the people of the world were to judge, you would not be wrong.”

Luo Ying remained kneeling, refusing to rise. She had lied.

She didn’t care about her reputation in the eyes of outsiders, but she cared about her own heart and whether she could face herself without shame.

“You stubborn girl!” The sect master went to pull Luo Ying up, but discovered that her face was pale and her lips had no trace of blood. Her body swayed to one side, and she fainted directly. Su Zhuyi, kneeling beside her, quickly caught Luo Ying in her arms.

“Master is too severely injured!” she said while wiping away tears.

“Send her back to rest first.”

Su Zhuyi’s tightly wound nerves finally relaxed at this moment. She supported herself to sit up, not exerting any particular strength, because Little Skull had been accompanying her the whole time.

She knelt, and Little Skull also knelt, except no one else could see him.

Chapter 72: Warding Off Evil
Sect Master Duan Linshu told Su Zhuyi to take good care of her master, and that they would handle the rest.

Su Zhuyi agreed on the surface, but other thoughts stirred in her heart.

She wanted to destroy the Suyue Sect. Although Suyue Sect was like a grasshopper after autumn that wouldn’t last much longer, she truly couldn’t stand how Qu Ningsu had repeatedly bullied her. Wasn’t she most concerned about that face of hers? Hadn’t she once wanted to use the Beauty Withering technique on her? She would ruin her appearance and make her wish she were dead.

And that old undying fool from Dong Fushang Sect—in her previous life, when his qi deviation and cultivation of malicious techniques were exposed, it was probably around two hundred years later. She needed to find a way to advance the timeline.

Her eyes rolled as she thought. For this matter, she would probably need to join hands with that person from the Hehuan Sect.

In her previous life, Xun Huan, the sect master of Hehuan Sect, had some connection with Su Zhuyi. She also knew some of Xun Huan’s secrets.

Hehuan Sect was originally just a simple female cultivator sect. It seemed that because a female cultivator was deceived by her dao companion, in her heartbreak, she cut off her hair and established a sect that only accepted female disciples. Her strength was decent, and she searched the mortal realm for girls with talent, also rescuing women who were oppressed by men and had nowhere to turn. Later, the sect gradually developed, and other female cultivators were willing to join.

They didn’t participate in the affairs of the righteous or demonic paths—neither righteous nor evil. The sect had only a few hundred people, less than a thousand.

The women in the sect more or less harbored resentment toward men.

But some still yearned for mortal love. At that time, they weren’t so extreme and didn’t obstruct such feelings. This continued until the founding ancestor passed away and the position of sect master had been passed down for two generations. Then, a female cultivator fell in love with a man and invited her close sisters to attend some viewing of rare spiritual flowers. As a result, they fell into a trap—all six sisters who went together were used as cultivation cauldrons.

Her lover even said, “The Jade Void Heart Method that the Hehuan Sect lineage cultivates—isn’t it perfect for cauldrons? I didn’t lie to you, did I!”

That man was a rogue cultivator with no foundation. After tasting the benefits, he wanted to climb higher. Having no connections, he contacted a steward from the merchant alliance, planning to capture the female cultivators from Hehuan Sect and send them to those powerful figures who needed them. At that time, Hehuan Sect was still just a small sect with fewer than a thousand people. They hadn’t sought any backing, and their sect master’s strength wasn’t much to speak of. Even if the sect were destroyed, it wouldn’t cause much of a stir. So that steward directly approved it and brought several cultivators to capture people.

By chance, one of those six female cultivators had a special constitution and woke earlier after being poisoned. She didn’t care about her other sisters, but first returned to report to her sect. Then the other female disciples of Hehuan Sect entered the forbidden land left behind by their founding ancestor—something only successive sect masters knew about. They never expected to use it after only two generations. There were not many of them, just a few hundred, but staying in the forbidden land for ten or twenty years would be no problem.

They could see outside the forbidden land from within.

But those outside couldn’t see inside.

They watched as those men came to Hehuan Sect, found no one, and brutally tortured the five sisters. So even those who hadn’t previously resented men came to hate them.

“Don’t they want to use us as cauldrons, absorbing our cultivation and spiritual qi?”

“Then we can do the same.”

Thus, under the collective effort of many women, the technique of harvesting yang to supplement yin appeared. The female cultivator who had escaped was pregnant and gave birth to a male child. He was raised as a girl from childhood, so his bones carried a feminine, powdered air.

He was the current sect master of Hehuan Sect, Xun Huan.

He was both hated and loved by his mother. Because of his male body, he also suffered some rejection and abuse from childhood, so his personality became somewhat twisted as he grew up.

In short, it was a group of women who had stayed in the forbidden land for a long time, hating men, who raised a man with an equally twisted personality.

Su Zhuyi had dealt with him and knew what he wanted and where his thoughts lay.

Persuading Xun Huan to help shouldn’t be difficult. She knew his weaknesses, and similarly, this would be all benefit with no harm to him. Originally, all those affairs were his doing anyway. Suyue Sect’s downfall would benefit him the most—he had no reason to refuse.

Back then, Hehuan Sect had brought Dongfang Yaoyang of Dong Fushang Sect to complete ruin and disgrace. Although the Dong Fushang Sect tried their best to suppress it, many people knew that Dongfang Yaoyang captured young girls for cultivation and suffered qi deviation. One of them was even a female disciple from a famous righteous sect. When discovered, her naked body was covered in wounds, and her lower half was too horrible to look at. This exposure was so sudden that it was a carefully designed plan by the Hehuan Sect. He did this for revenge, right?

At that time, Su Zhuyi didn’t pay attention to these matters. Thinking about it now, could that Dongfang Yaoyang be the rogue cultivator from back then?

Was Xun Huan seeking revenge for his mother?

If that was the case, helping him advance his revenge plan would make Xun Huan even less likely to refuse.

But right now, she definitely couldn’t go to Hehuan Sect herself to negotiate terms with Xun Huan.

In her previous life, Xun Huan had wanted her to join Hehuan Sect, but he couldn’t force her. If she went now, without question, she absolutely couldn’t escape—she’d be forcibly bound to Hehuan Sect.

Su Zhuyi quickly took up her brush and wrote down a pill formula. She then took out a jade slip, infusing it with the pill formula’s usage method and the content of her desired cooperation with Xun Huan. After that, Su Zhuyi thought for a moment. She had originally planned to have Little Skull run the errand—after all, Xun Huan couldn’t catch it anyway. But she finally decided that having a child go to that place at Hehuan Sect wouldn’t be good for his development, so she planned to wait for Qinghe to return and have him deliver it.

No matter what method he used, as long as Xun Huan saw it and agreed, that would be fine.

…

Afterward, Su Zhuyi learned that the sect master had dispatched more than ten Gujian Sect disciples to openly go to the northwestern region where Sufang City was located to subdue demons and eliminate evil.

The Gujian Sect disciples—the men handsome and upright like pines, the women beautiful with flower-like smiles—traveled along the way not like other cultivators who were nobly cold and unapproachable, but rather gentle and amiable. Not only did they subdue demons and eliminate evil, but they even performed blessings and rain prayers. As fellow righteous sect members, how could the difference be so great?

“That, that immortal sister who wore a veil, the one, the one who carried an immortal sword—that was Hero Su?” Old Zhang from Fuquan Town was stunned. He had no idea that the female immortal he had knelt and begged that day was Su Zhuyi of Gujian Sect, who had recently obtained the immortal sword Songfeng Sword.

“The people of Yongan Town were nearly harmed by a demonic cultivator. Hero Su single-handedly broke into the demon’s den to eliminate zombies, and ended up poisoned by corpse toxin!”

“Right, she went there alone at that time.” Old Zhang’s eyes filled with tears as he spoke. “Truly worthy of being a disciple taught by Immortal Luo…”

“Those people from the Suyue Sect said they captured the flying corpse and even made us erect longevity tablets!”

In this world, cultivators lived long lives, but growing up was very difficult. One careless moment could cost their lives. Even if cultivators formed partnerships and had dual cultivation companions, it was very hard to have offspring. The higher one’s cultivation, the thinner their connection to descendants became.

So they still valued the mortal realm greatly. Although mortals had short lives, they had strong reproductive abilities. A young couple having three to five children was completely normal. Out of hundreds or thousands, there would always be a few with an immortal fate. Many cultivators weren’t born into famous families—their ancestors were just mortals, too.

A recent example was Qin Chuan of the Yunxiao Sect, who was found in the mortal realm. It was said his village had no spiritual qi and not a single cultivator.

Su Zhuyi of Gujian Sect also seemed to have been picked up from a mountain valley. Why did those great powers always love wandering the mortal realm? Wasn’t it partly because they wanted to find someone with good talent—what if they encountered one?

A sect’s status in the mortal realm also determined, to some degree, whether their future disciple recruitment would go smoothly. For instance, if the same exceptionally talented female disciple was desired by two righteous sects, both being righteous, they couldn’t tear their faces apart to fight over her. They’d have to maintain their dignity and see what the disciple herself thought.

Which would she choose?

Naturally, the one with the better reputation had better odds. Just like now, if they encountered a child with excellent talent and asked whether she’d like to join Gujian Sect or Suyue Sect—in the past, she might have thought Suyue Sect was good, with all the beautiful sisters, close to home, and the sect providing so many spirit beasts and cultivation resources monthly. Although the Gujian Sect had quite a reputation, it was so far away that she might not even consider it and directly answer the Suyue Sect.

Now, she would definitely prefer to go to Gujian Sect. Ten years without dealing with demonic cultivators, yet claiming credit for eliminating zombies—naturally, such a sect would be disliked by common people. Not only disliked, but probably resented in their hearts, since they had lived in fear all these years, with relatives killed by zombies.

When a group of Gujian Sect disciples traveled this area, they actually discovered two children with decent talent. They took it upon themselves to bring them back to their sect, and even sent the children’s relatives to towns near Gujian Sect. What could Suyue Sect do about it?

Qu Ningsu gritted her teeth in anger, but she couldn’t interfere with anything now. She was completely like a mute eating bitter herbs, suffering without being able to speak.

…

When Su Zhuyi went to the Treasure Peak to collect her monthly resources, she happened to hear disciples discussing this matter. She thought to herself that the righteous path loved face, even competing for honor involved so many twists and turns. Her idea was to ruin Qu Ningsu’s face and destroy her sect, but the sect master and others used this method instead…

But listening to them talk about it was quite satisfying.

“Previously, that Qu Ningsu tricked people into building some Fairy Temple, with her golden statue inside, receiving constant incense daily…”

“She even gave out many portraits for those common people to take home.”

“Guess what happened this time?”

“The golden statue was smashed?”

“Not quite. Those people didn’t have that much courage—after all, she’s a sect master. But someone did smash a dent in the golden statue, and a wild dog even pissed on it.”

No one dared destroy the Fairy Temple, but they could simply not go worship there. As for the portraits at home, they didn’t have to hang them up for worship—using them to prop up table legs was fine, right?

If they were going to hang anything, they’d hang Goddess Luo—to ward off evil!

That Gujian Sect disciple was speaking happily when he turned and saw Su Zhuyi. He continued, “Or we could hang little junior sister. Someone even painted your portrait—I brought one back.” The disciple spoke while pulling out a scroll painting from his storage treasure. With a swoosh, he opened it to reveal a woman with her face veiled, only her eyes showing, holding a sword in her hand—probably what they imagined the Songfeng Sword looked like.

The corner of Su Zhuyi’s eye twitched strangely.

She couldn’t describe her feelings, nor could she imagine herself being remembered, worshipped, and sought for protection.

How could the mortal world’s smoke and fire wash clean the blood on her hands? How could it influence her heart that was black through and through?

Su Zhuyi smiled helplessly and returned to Luoxue Peak.

Chapter 73: Protection
Su Zhuyi collected pills, spirit stones, and some materials from the Treasure Peak. She planned to return and begin crafting straw man substitutes, as well as drawing some talismans and array disks to replace what she had lost in the Sword Tomb. When it came to life-saving measures, naturally the more the better.

When she entered her room, she saw Little Skull sneakily embroidering something.

Su Zhuyi moved closer to look, and Little Skull hurriedly hid what he was holding behind his back. But he was just a skeleton frame—transparent—and he forgot to use a spiritual qi barrier to block it. Without even using divine sense, she could see what he held in his hands.

A handkerchief?

“Where did you get this?” Su Zhuyi pointed at the handkerchief, asking with some confusion.

This was Silver Moon Silk woven from ice silkworm threads. A complete bolt of Silver Moon Silk was worth as much as an immortal sword. Years ago, there was an immortal treasure in the cultivation world called “Flowers Bloom, Moon Full,” preserved in the cave dwelling of a cultivator who had fallen tens of thousands of years ago. After changing hands several times, the treasure’s whereabouts became unknown. But Su Zhuyi knew it was a silk flower crafted from Silver Moon Silk—meaning Silver Moon Silk was an immortal-grade crafting material. Although the piece in Little Skull’s hands was very small, it could easily be exchanged for a high-grade spiritual treasure.

Seeing he couldn’t hide it, Little Skull could only bring out the handkerchief. “The silkworm on the mountain spun the threads and even wove the cloth itself.”

Although Little Skull looked quite ugly, his aura was very pure, so being welcomed by spirit beasts was normal. She just hadn’t expected that Luoxue Peak was hiding ice silkworms. For such a small piece of handkerchief, that ice silkworm would have had to weave for a hundred years. To actively give it to Little Skull—it was quite generous indeed.

But what did Little Skull plan to do with such a small piece? It wouldn’t even be enough to sew underwear.

“What are you planning to make?”

Little Skull fidgeted a bit. “A handkerchief. Little sister often cries, so she can wipe her tears.”

As his words fell, a cold voice came from behind them: “Next time she cries…”

Little Skull saw Qinghe standing outside the window with a gloomy expression, looking like an evil ghost with a green face and fangs from a nightmare. Frightened, his whole body shuddered, his bones making clattering sounds.

“Next time someone makes her cry, I’ll kill whoever made her cry.” Qinghe stood outside the window with a murderous aura, his voice cold as ice picks that could stab into one’s heart, freezing enough to make teeth chatter and bodies shiver. He stared at Little Skull, saying word by word: “What use is a handkerchief?”

Little Skull seemed to go limp, pitifully clinging to her as he stood. If not for leaning on Su Zhuyi, he would probably have been scared enough to collapse on the ground.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

No wonder Little Skull was always afraid of him. She had seen how all the spirit beasts on the mountain liked Little Skull for his pure and flawless nature. Only Qinghe seemed consistently cold toward Little Skull. This was probably the incompatibility between good and evil.

Qinghe took another deep look at Little Skull, then turned to glance lightly at Su Zhuyi.

He had heard about what happened with Master and junior sister while he was away. He rushed back overnight and learned from the sect master what had occurred that day. Qinghe had almost been unable to suppress his killing intent. When he returned to Luoxue Peak, he didn’t go directly to see Master but first calmed his mind in the snow for a while. Only then did he sit outside Master’s door for half the night, waiting until dawn before coming to Su Zhuyi’s side.

He hadn’t been there at the time.

The master was severely injured.

Su Zhuyi was only at the Golden Core stage.

So they had no choice and were nearly bullied by people from the Dong Fushang Sect.

But Little Skull had been there, and Little Skull was very strong. Yet he didn’t kill and wouldn’t attack anyone—this seemed utterly ridiculous to Qinghe. This was also why Qinghe had never liked Little Skull. Compared to this pure and kind ghost creature, he appreciated his little junior sister more. However, this time, she had thrown dirty water on Master.

And Master had taken the blame for him.

He couldn’t tell if he was happy or angry. Qinghe didn’t like anyone saying even half a bad word about Master, but he also had no reason to blame Su Zhuyi. Right now, evil fire burned in his heart, making him want to immediately destroy the Suyue Sect and slaughter the Dong Fushang Sect, leaving them without complete corpses, scattered to ash and smoke.

Seeing black qi surging behind Qinghe as he stared coldly at Little Skull with an expression of nearly losing control, Su Zhuyi steadied herself. She placed her hand on Little Skull’s trembling shoulder blade, gently pressing down, then called out cheerfully toward the window: “Master, you came?”

Qinghe was slightly stunned. “Master hasn’t awakened.”

“Yes, but she will wake up at any time.” Su Zhuyi smiled and waved her hand. “Come in quickly—I have something to discuss with you.”

“I know you want to destroy the Suyue Sect.” Looking at Qinghe’s expression, Su Zhuyi understood his thoughts. She chuckled twice, her eyes narrowing with a cold glint flashing in them. “I want to as well.”

“But you can’t kill people. If you kill, your murderous and resentful qi will become thicker. If you can’t control the Longquan Sword, the Master will suffer more.”

“I don’t have that ability either.” Su Zhuyi said, hooking her finger. “But I thought of a method.”

She told Qinghe her plan. “So you just need to go to Hehuan Sect now, deliver this jade slip to Xun Huan, the sect master of Hehuan Sect, and get him to agree.”

Qinghe was silent for a moment. “Where does your confidence come from?”

He quietly gazed at Su Zhuyi. “You even know where the Hehuan Sect master likes to stay. A demonic cultivator who has taken over a body?”

After capturing Zhang Enning, Zhang Enning had kept saying this, and he actually believed it too. After all, Su Zhuyi was only sixteen now—she couldn’t possibly know so much. Originally she was a little girl who could barely survive, despised by people and dogs alike. Suddenly she became a different person, making corpses come back to life, killing without blinking, smashing corpse heads with a hoe like mashing garlic.

Su Zhuyi remained calm and unhurried. She raised an eyebrow with an evil smile. “Does it matter? The Longquan Sword?”

Qinghe looked at Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi also looked at Qinghe.

After staring at each other for a long time, Qinghe’s face showed a faint smile that disappeared in a flash, ephemeral as an evening flower. He nodded and said coldly: “Yes, I will make him agree.”

Su Zhuyi was startled by that smile.

She felt like that smile hid ice-cold knives, more frightening than not smiling at all. Su Zhuyi silently lit a stick of incense in her heart for Sect Master Xun Huan of Hehuan Sect. They had dealt with each other before—hopefully, you’ll be sensible, then you won’t be tortured too badly. After all, that guy Qinghe was the human weapon Longquan Sword.

After Qinghe agreed, he went to find Sect Master Xun Huan of Hehuan Sect. After he left, Little Skull pointed at his finger bones and asked Su Zhuyi in a low voice: “Little sister, did I fail to protect you properly?”

Well, in that day’s situation, it was better for Little Skull not to show himself. After all, he was a ghost creature—even with a pure aura, he was still a ghost creature. If he had appeared then, it would have been hard to explain, and they might have been accused of raising and refining corpses.

But Su Zhuyi didn’t expect Little Skull to be of much help anyway. He wouldn’t dare step on even an ant—what use could he be? He should just stay home embroidering flowers and sewing underwear. She hadn’t put much effort into caring for him anyway, and now she fed him fewer spirit stones. The spirit beasts on the mountain had good relationships with him and provided him with good food and drink.

Keeping Little Skull was at least better than Peak Master Yi’s golden sparrow.

“No.” Su Zhuyi shook her head. “You’re still young. You don’t need to protect us right now.”

“I promised little uncle.” Little Skull lowered his head. “But I didn’t do it.”

Two small green flames appeared in his eye sockets. “Next time, I, I will definitely beat them down.” Little Skull said with determination.

Su Zhuyi patted his head without speaking.

She didn’t need others’ protection, so she wouldn’t take these words to heart either.

In the evening, Qinghe returned. He said the matter had been arranged and Xun Huan had agreed. Next, they just needed to wait.

As the senior brother and junior sister were discussing bad deeds in the room, they suddenly sensed Master awakening. Qinghe whooshed away like a ray of light and disappeared. Su Zhuyi also got up, pulled out Little Skull, who had already hidden under the blankets upon seeing Qinghe appear, and brought him along to see Luo Ying.

They tidied up the room, and when going out, they greeted Qin Jianglan’s stone tablet and tossed a fruit to it. Su Zhuyi also said: “Who would have thought? Now people are even painting my portrait for blessings. In a few days I’ll paint you too and hang it by the door—it can also ward off evil.”

“Yes, hang little uncle up so green-faced, fang-toothed monsters can’t enter!” Little Skull said, clenching his fists.

Hehe, you have confidence in your little uncle.

They continued walking slowly for a while. When they reached Luo Ying’s room, Su Zhuyi saw that Qinghe was already kneeling outside the door.

“Master?” Su Zhuyi was somewhat surprised, then saw Luo Ying walk out wearing a cloak. She glanced at Su Zhuyi, then at Qinghe, and slowly said: “Go to the Punishment Hall.”

“Punishment Hall?”

“For stealing the sect’s treasure, the Sword Heart Stone—one hundred lashes with the Spirit Refining Whip.” Luo Ying’s brow furrowed slightly as she said coolly.

Qinghe had stolen the Sword Heart Stone ten years ago and still hadn’t been punished. Now that Luo Ying had awakened, the first thing she thought of was dealing with Qinghe and also disciplining herself.

Qinghe knelt in place without a sound, completely restraining his murderous aura. But for some reason, Su Zhuyi felt that Qinghe at this moment was somewhat frightening. This was specifically shown by how Little Skull, who had been properly holding her hand, was now hiding his body behind her.

Little Skull had previously dealt with the Longquan Sword and had always been resistant to that evil qi, finding it terrifying. In his eyes, Qinghe looked scary with his green face and fangs, so usually when Qinghe was around, he was very timid. The thicker Qinghe’s murderous aura, the clearer he sensed it, and the more afraid he appeared. Therefore, Su Zhuyi now felt something was wrong with Qinghe, though she didn’t know what Luo Ying had just said to him.

Su Zhuyi worried Qinghe might be exposed, so she had Little Skull wrap another layer of spiritual qi around Qinghe.

The Spirit Refining Whip was a severe punishment in the Gujian Sect.

It struck not only the physical body but also the primordial spirit. After a hundred lashes, even a Nascent Soul stage cultivator’s primordial spirit would be severely damaged, requiring at least several decades of recovery. However, Luo Ying’s punishment was also fair, because the Sword Heart Stone was too important to the Gujian Sect. Stealing the Sword Heart Stone was an enormous crime—if he hadn’t returned it intact, dying ten thousand times wouldn’t be enough, and being cut into pieces would be considered light.

Qinghe could endure a hundred lashes—he wouldn’t die—but if he forcibly endured a hundred beatings and his primordial spirit was damaged, the hard-won balance between him and the Longquan Sword would be broken. Then even Little Skull couldn’t conceal the murderous aura on his body. Most critically, if Qinghe lost control and went on a killing rampage…

Su Zhuyi felt her brain aching.

Every time she fought desperately to twist fate, why was it that just as she managed to pull things slightly off course, there was a tendency to return to the original position?

Chapter 74: Thoughts
Ten years ago, Luo Ying had voluntarily sacrificed herself, and her injuries had never recovered since then.

She felt she should have been someone destined to die. She had seemed to step onto the threshold of the underworld, yet was forcibly pulled back by a hand, hanging onto her last breath.

During these ten years, Luo Ying spent more days unconscious than awake. Her primordial spirit was extremely weak, her divine sense useless. When her spirits were better, she could barely hear movements outside the room and knew when someone came. If the visitor intended to hide, she couldn’t detect them.

For this very reason, when Su Zhuyi and Qinghe sometimes discussed matters, they weren’t worried about being caught by Luo Ying’s divine sense, because they both knew how weak Luo Ying currently was.

Also for this very reason, Luo Ying didn’t know that Qinghe had subdued the Longquan Sword—that he was the Longquan Sword.

But when she saw Qinghe, she would instinctively feel uncomfortable.

This discomfort was strange. First, she would feel that although this disciple wore a smile on his face and even had laughter in his eyes, his heart seemed cold and ice-like. His body inexplicably gave off a chill that made even Luo Ying, who usually had no particular emotions, feel a faint dislike.

Yet this dislike was contradictory—she inherently disliked him, but subconsciously very much wanted to see him.

Sometimes when she opened her eyes and saw him, she would have a very strange thought that she didn’t understand, but it was that feeling of “I should be with him.” This thought greatly surprised Luo Ying, but she had always been cold-faced, so emotions didn’t show on her face.

At this time, she still didn’t know that the reason for this feeling was that she had once voluntarily sacrificed herself to the Longquan Sword. Even though it was ultimately interrupted, her arm’s flesh, blood, primordial spirit, and cultivation were all within the Longquan Sword—that is, within Qinghe’s body.

All those previous sacrifices had died. Only she was the exception.

Qinghe held an inexplicable attraction for her.

Qinghe was someone with deep thoughts. Initially, Luo Ying could still sense the filth and resentment from his childhood. As he grew up and after he comprehended things beside the Sword Heart Stone, his thoughts became increasingly calm. At least Luo Ying no longer felt the malice toward the outside world that he had as a child. After he grew up, Luo Ying could rarely see into his thoughts.

But now, she saw them.

When she was inexplicably attracted and approached Qinghe in a dazed state, the usually composed Qinghe panicked. He was at a loss, and in that instant, the extremely weak Luo Ying sensed Qinghe’s feelings.

Wrapped in layers of ice, hidden in the depths of his heart, that flame burned Luo Ying’s consciousness clear. It was also like seaweed tangled in the deep sea—once fallen in, one would be entangled within and never able to escape.

She used to have no heart.

So she couldn’t feel it.

But later, ripples appeared in her heart, and she felt it—she sensed the deepest, most profound burning emotions hidden in the heart of this little disciple who had accompanied her for three hundred years.

He had developed rebellious thoughts toward his master.

He liked her.

After realizing this, Luo Ying didn’t ask Qinghe what he’d been doing lately, what level he’d practiced his sword techniques to, whether he’d encountered any problems in sword dao, or whether he’d been properly teaching his junior sister, as she used to. She only said: You made a mistake. Ten years ago, I wasn’t conscious and couldn’t punish you. Now, go to the Punishment Hall to receive a whipping.

She seemed unable to hear his heartbeat anymore.

She watched as the light and laughter in his eyes slightly receded, then he smiled with a face full of sunshine again. “Master, instead of a hundred lashes with the Spirit Refining Whip, could it be changed? Even stabbing me with a hundred swords would be fine. We sword cultivators, when we make mistakes, should receive sword punishment.”

“Your heart is improper, your virtue uncultivated. You should receive a whipping.”

Luo Ying’s gaze was clear. When those eyes of hers quietly gazed at someone, there was always a feeling as if the secrets hidden deep in one’s heart had been pierced through. Qinghe was originally used to this and could remain composed under such penetrating eyes, but at that moment, he panicked.

He should have refused, because he was afraid, and he was anxious.

Not afraid of pain or death, but afraid that after receiving the Spirit Refining Whip’s lashing, he wouldn’t be able to control the Longquan Sword and would thus harm Master.

In that instant, his mind was in complete chaos, and he instinctively said: “If this disciple doesn’t comply…”

“Abolish your cultivation and expel you from the sect.”

…

When Su Zhuyi arrived, Qinghe was already kneeling outside the door. He blocked the doorway without a sound, his emotions in turmoil, yet not knowing what he should say. His mouth opened hesitantly, but still not a single word came out.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t think of another solution for the moment. She could only kneel before Luo Ying as well. “Master, senior brother’s severe injuries haven’t healed—he can’t withstand a hundred lashes.”

With a turn of thought: “Isn’t there that Quicksand River spiritual spring in a few years? The sect master also said the senior brother would fight for the sect. If he receives a whipping now, he won’t be able to recover.”

Su Zhuyi didn’t know about this Quicksand River spiritual spring. She had only remembered it when people from Dong Fushang Sect mentioned it once, and now threw it out as a shield for Qinghe.

“Severe injuries haven’t healed?” Luo Ying glanced at Qinghe. “Although my primordial spirit is weak, I also know that his body is perfectly fine, and his cultivation has greatly advanced.”

“Senior brother’s injuries are to his primordial spirit,” Su Zhuyi said again.

Luo Ying stopped paying attention to Su Zhuyi and only looked at Qinghe: “Is your primordial spirit severely injured?”

Qinghe’s lips moved, and he answered almost without hesitation: “No.” Only after speaking did he feel a trace of regret in his heart.

He had never told Luo Ying a lie, and even at this moment, he forgot to lie.

Hearing the answer, Luo Ying silently glanced at Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi wanted to throw in the towel. Clearly, Luo Ying had just shown signs of relenting, yet Qinghe still refused to say a soft word. Why was she crying and kneeling, worrying her heart out for what?

Making a person who committed all manner of evils worry daily about this one dying and that one dying—she wanted to just slice both of them with a sword and be done with it!

Su Zhuyi’s anger also flared up. Damn it, she didn’t want to care about this master-disciple pair—they only caused her trouble. She swished to her feet, then heard Luo Ying say: “Then let’s go.”

Qinghe stiffly and slowly stood up. He clenched his fists and followed behind Luo Ying without a word.

Su Zhuyi sneered coldly in her heart. Her mind was made up—she planned to run. After receiving the whipping, when the Longquan Sword couldn’t be suppressed and a great massacre washed the entire Gujian Sect in blood, she would escape early to avoid being implicated. As she walked, she thought that if the Gujian Sect was destroyed because of this, wouldn’t history be completely changed? Then what was she worrying about—wouldn’t the result be the same? With such a major sect as the Gujian Sect wiped out, the development and changes would be enormous, shocking the entire world.

She returned to her room, drew the Songfeng Sword, stuffed all the useful things that weren’t in her storage pouch into her small bag, and planned to pat her bottom and leave.

“Little sister, where are you going?” Little Skull followed behind Su Zhuyi’s bottom, asking with a confused expression.

“Leaving this place.”

“Where to?” Little Skull wore the butterfly pendant around his neck. Although it was worn to pieces, he still treasured it dearly. Now hearing they were leaving, he also went to collect some things to put in his small pendant—needles and thread, clothes left unfinished on the bed, fabric, and several small grass figures. He couldn’t make straw man substitutes, but having seen them often, he could weave grass dolls.

“How long are we going? I’ll tell Xiaoxiao when we’re coming back.”

“Who will offer incense to little uncle’s tablet? If we all leave and big sister often sleeps, should I tell Qing… big brother Qinghe? Will he help us offer incense to little uncle?” Little Skull asked timidly. He remembered that as long as they were home, he lit incense and placed fruit for little uncle every day.

Come back? They weren’t coming back.

When the evil Longquan Sword went mad, who knew what state the Gujian Sect would be destroyed to?

On second thought, she wasn’t certain. Gujian Sect was such a major sect with long heritage, and it was a sword dao sect—it might not lack the ability to protect itself, for instance, the ancient sword and Sword Heart Stone that bore the entire Luoxue Peak.

And Luo Ying was still there. Even if Qinghe fought to the point of sword destruction and death, he would still want to protect her.

Perhaps this place would remain intact.

Only they would die.

If that was the case, she could still return to Gujian Sect to live peacefully. After all, she was still Luo Ying’s disciple, and the sect master treated her well too.

However, she suddenly felt that if no one was waiting on Luoxue Peak, her return would have no meaning whatsoever.

“Hiss…”

She seemed to hear a muffled groan near her ear, and Su Zhuyi’s steps paused.

Little Skull’s divine sense was more acute than hers, and he was obedient, still wrapping Qinghe with spiritual qi. At this moment, he exclaimed: “Ah, green-faced… big brother Qinghe is being whipped!”

“He looks so painful. What should we do, what should we do?” Little Skull spun around anxiously.

Su Zhuyi asked: “Aren’t you very afraid of him?”

“But he’s the big brother who brought us back. Doesn’t little sister really like big sister and him?”

“Big sister looks so weak now, too.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

It wasn’t that she liked them. She just felt that the ten years of living with them were the peaceful years she had always yearned for.

This kind of bond was different from her feelings for Qin Jianglan.

It was also something she had never experienced before. She cared about it, not only because of heavenly dao and destiny, but also because she liked it.

Even Little Skull had sensed this.

She pressed her lips together, then flew toward the Punishment Hall.

Qinghe had already taken several lashes, his back torn and bloody. Several elders were already standing in the Punishment Hall, with Peak Master Yun prominently among them.

Seeing that it was Luo Ying herself carrying out the punishment, Su Zhuyi felt even more like strangling them all. She flew over and blocked in front of Qinghe, taking a lash for him. The pain made her hiss, then she said, “Master, I’m willing to receive punishment for senior brother!”

She then transmitted to Qinghe: “How many lashes can you take?”

“At most sixty.” Qinghe looked at Su Zhuyi with obscure, unclear eyes and transmitted back.

Su Zhuyi gritted her teeth and hugged Luo Ying: “This disciple is willing to receive fifty lashes.” Afraid he was being overly brave, Su Zhuyi wanted to take ten more lashes.

“What business is it of yours!” Wielding the Spirit Refining Whip also consumed Luo Ying’s energy. At this moment, she was even weaker than before.

Su Zhuyi didn’t know how to answer anymore. She simply hugged Luo Ying and wouldn’t let go. From the corner of her eye, she caught sight of Elder Yi beside them, seeing the slightly surprised expression on his face, and his golden sparrow constantly sizing up her and Qinghe. Though it was just a bird, its gaze could be quite suggestive, truly disgusting Su Zhuyi.

Oh no, these people wouldn’t misunderstand that she was in love with Qinghe, would they…

Chapter 75: Control
Luo Ying agreed.

She felt she wouldn’t live much longer. That her two disciples could have such deep fellowship warmed her heart somewhat. Qinghe’s nature viewed fellowship among sect members very lightly, which had originally worried her.

She raised the whip in her hand, about to continue, when she heard Su Zhuyi say again: “Master, you’re tired. Why don’t you let…” Seeing that Elder Hu was also present with a worried expression, Su Zhuyi immediately said, “Why not let Elder Hu take over?”

Elder Hu was tall and sturdy but had a warm heart and was protective of his own. He also particularly valued disciples with excellent talent and high cultivation—he would go lenient.

The Punishment Hall was located on Jie Peak. The peak master was a Nascent Soul stage female cultivator whom everyone called Peak Master Yun. She had always been quite dissatisfied with Luoxue Peak’s position above sect rules.

After hearing Su Zhuyi’s words, she stepped forward imperceptibly. “We at the Punishment Hall shouldn’t interfere with Luoxue Peak’s affairs, but since Luo Ying is unwell, let the Punishment Hall carry out this whipping.”

Elder Hu stepped forward, dissatisfied, about to speak, when Yi Lian also said in a deep voice: “Let me do it.”

Peak Master Yun hesitated slightly, glanced at Yi Lian, then said: “Then we’ll trouble Elder Yi.”

Yi Lian was rarely at Gujian Sect, often hiding in deep mountains and forests to stake out spirit beasts, sometimes for decades at a time. Though he was often absent, he was still a peak master. His strength and methods made people quite wary.

Yi Lian took the whip and, with a “crack,” struck Qinghe. Su Zhuyi noticed he whipped properly, each lash seeming to use full force, but looking at Qinghe’s reaction, it seemed less painful than before. Of course, Qinghe’s pain wouldn’t show on his face—at most, he’d grunt, making it impossible to tell if it hurt.

The Spirit Refining Whip’s power was related to the wielder’s cultivation realm and the strength of their primordial spirit.

Although Luo Ying was severely injured now, her cultivation was still the highest among those present. Her primordial spirit was equally weak—like a completely dried consciousness sea—but that consciousness sea itself was vast, just without divine sense in it anymore, though the realm remained. So when she whipped Qinghe, it hurt both Qinghe and herself.

But now, though Yi Lian was using full force, why did Little Skull secretly tell her that Qinghe was much more relaxed?

Su Zhuyi felt something was strange. As she pondered, she saw the golden sparrow on Yi Lian’s shoulder suddenly turn to look at her, its small eyes flashing with a cunning expression quite different from that foolish bird before.

The next moment, Su Zhuyi thought of a secret technique she’d heard about in her previous life.

Universe Transposition—shape-shifting substitution. This was much more powerful than straw man substitutes. It involved having a spirit creature grow up together from birth, becoming constant companions whose auras grew increasingly similar. Then, a certain secret method was used to allow a person and a spirit creature to communicate and switch places at any time, equivalent to one person having two lives and two identities.

In her previous life, Su Zhuyi had only read about it in books but never seen anyone use it, so she hadn’t thought of it initially. Now that she had, she marveled that Yi Lian indeed had some skill. Of course, what amazed her more was that he chose a bird for his shape-shifting substitution.

And a golden sparrow at that…

What use was a golden sparrow?

This meant the golden sparrow must be over fifteen hundred years old, too—truly an old bird indeed.

Since they had switched positions, it was now the golden sparrow whipping Qinghe. What strength could a golden sparrow have? No wonder hitting Qinghe felt like scratching an itch. Understanding these connections, Su Zhuyi immediately relaxed. Now they owed Yi Lian a favor, though she didn’t know his purpose or what he sought.

Anyway, he had helped voluntarily. If it was something small and she was in a good mood, she might help out. If it was too troublesome, forget it—she was thick-skinned and didn’t care.

After finishing with Qinghe, it was her turn.

Yi Lian walked over to Su Zhuyi with a smile, showing off the whip.

He said: “Your spirit beast has returned, hasn’t it?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Before Su Zhuyi could make excuses, Yi Lian continued: “I can smell its scent on you, stronger than last time.”

Little Skull was standing right beside her—of course, it would be stronger!

“When will you bring it out for me to see?” Yi Lian asked again.

He flicked the whip, making it crack loudly. Was he planning to threaten her? If she didn’t agree to bring Little Skull out for him to see, he would get serious?

Little Skull absolutely couldn’t be brought out to meet people—it was a ghost creature. When Luo Ying had originally required her to join the Gujian Sect, their purpose had also been to keep Little Skull by their side. Even though Little Skull’s aura seemed clean now, such ghost creatures were easily seen by outsiders as being influenced by external forces. Su Zhuyi knew Little Skull had his principles and was quite insistent about not killing or doing bad things, but whether others would believe or dare to believe was another question.

Ghost creatures were inherently not tolerated by the world. In their view, ghost creatures shouldn’t exist between heaven and earth, even if they never harmed anyone.

Those who kept ghost creatures were considered evil heretics.

Similarly, Qinghe wasn’t controlled by an evil sword—he now was the evil sword. Bone connected to bone, flesh connected to flesh—he was both human and sword, a sword that could go mad with murderous qi at any time. If they told Luo Ying and their sect members that he was now the Longquan Sword that had once caused great chaos and devastation in the world, no matter how they struggled internally, Qinghe would have only one fate. Luo Ying would step forward and try everything possible, even mutual destruction, to destroy the Longquan Sword. If it couldn’t be destroyed, it would be sealed again.

“Quickly call it out for me to see.” Yi Lian’s eyes seemed to glow. He was particularly obsessed with rare and exotic beasts and had been thinking about the spirit beast Su Zhuyi mentioned last time. But the picture Su Zhuyi drew was meant to fool him. Her completely uncooperative attitude made him anxious, but he couldn’t force a junior. Now, however, was an opportunity.

“It’s divine sense is stronger than mine—I can’t call it out,” Su Zhuyi said.

Yi Lian still smiled. He didn’t say much, just shrugged. “That’s a pity.” Then he raised his hand. As he was about to swing the whip, his wrist twitched, and he turned to hand the whip to Peak Master Yun beside him. “My hand cramped—I’ll trouble Peak Master Yun.”

That golden sparrow glanced at Su Zhuyi again, its eyeballs rolling in a circle. Its claws moved left and right twice as it turned around, showing its back to Su Zhuyi, and suddenly spread its wings as if covering its eyes.

Peak Master Yun took the whip and directly raised her hand for a lash.

She was always strict and quite dissatisfied with Luoxue Peak. She bore a grudge over Qinghe stealing the Sword Heart Stone, but toward Su Zhuyi, who had only been in the sect for ten years yet obtained an immortal sword, she was relatively amiable. She wasn’t deliberately cruel or vicious, but she wouldn’t be soft-hearted either.

Peak Master Yun managed the Punishment Hall—she knew what she was doing and grasped the measure perfectly. This Spirit Refining Whip wouldn’t kill Su Zhuyi, but would certainly hurt her. After fifty lashes, she’d probably have to lie in bed for a year and a half. The lesson would be learned, and the rules established. It was just that Qinghe, who always looked down on others, got off easy this time.

Su Zhuyi was currently at Golden Core cultivation. Her primordial spirit was stronger than her cultivation level. Taking a lash affected her primordial spirit fine, but her physical body hurt terribly.

She had endured much heavier injuries before—even when her whole body had no intact flesh and white bones were exposed, she could calmly talk to people and bluff. She hadn’t expected that living again would weaken her pain tolerance. It seemed these recent years had gone too smoothly, developing delicate skin and tender flesh, so that getting whipped now actually brought tears to her eyes.

She usually fake-cried, able to cry pitifully like pear blossoms in the rain at any time. But truly, shedding tears like this had rarely happened. Being hurt to the point of crying was something she couldn’t recall from her memories, so Su Zhuyi herself was stunned for a moment. She forcibly held back the tears from falling and stuffed them back down.

She didn’t cry, but Little Skull did. Fortunately, with their soul connection, while taking lashes, she had to talk to Little Skull to prevent him from really being unable to resist showing himself.

“Little sister, why do you have to take lashes?”

“Because Qinghe made a mistake.”

“Qinghe made a mistake, and little sister is helping him take the punishment, so I can help too.” He stood close behind Su Zhuyi, not daring to look at her whip marks. He stretched out his arm to block, wanting to shield her from the whip. But the Spirit Refining Whip itself captured primordial spirits and fell on people’s bodies, so blocking was completely useless—it wouldn’t land on him at all.

“I said I would protect little sister.” Tears came from his eye sockets as he held his breath and raised his fists to hit people. Su Zhuyi stopped him. She hadn’t expected Little Skull to truly develop the courage to beat people up, but now wasn’t the time. She had brought this trouble on herself—if Little Skull emerged now and beat up Peak Master Yun, it would be hard to handle.

After taking another twenty or so lashes, Su Zhuyi couldn’t bear it much longer. Originally kneeling straight, now with each lash falling on her body, she could barely support herself and was falling forward. Seeing this, Little Skull immediately ran to the front to brace her. No one could see Little Skull, but they all felt Su Zhuyi’s posture was somewhat strange.

Qinghe had been keeping his eyes closed.

The Spirit Refining Whip damaged his primordial spirit, so he had been suppressing the Longquan Sword. He had overestimated himself earlier—if not for Elder Yi’s help later, he probably couldn’t have endured even fifty lashes. Now, having suppressed the evil nature of Longquan, he opened his eyes to see Su Zhuyi kneeling there with her back covered in blood.

Master stood quietly to one side, her eyes seemingly without spirit.

He knew Master wasn’t wrong, and junior sister was suffering on his behalf, yet his heart still felt unwilling.

Master, you can sacrifice yourself for all the people of the world, sacrifice your own body for strangers—why can’t you protect your disciples?

Qinghe and Luo Ying weren’t the same kind of people. He didn’t care about other people, didn’t care about rules, didn’t care about righteous or evil, didn’t care about right and wrong—he only cared about those he cared about.

He felt he was naturally suited for the demonic path. Unclear about good and evil, unable to distinguish right from wrong.

If Luo Ying hadn’t chosen him originally, he would have entered the demonic path.

But Luo Ying had chosen him.

And he had fallen in love with her.

A “crack” sounded, followed by junior sister’s muffled groan, like pain squeezed from between her teeth, entering Qinghe’s ears bit by bit, invading his consciousness.

Previously, Su Zhuyi, in his eyes, was just a disciple Master had taken in.

Someone Master asked him to care for.

Everything was centered on the Master. He protected her because the Master entrusted her to him.

But now, his junior sister was his junior sister.

Seeing the whip raised high again, Qinghe’s gaze toward the whip-wielder was extremely cold. Peak Master Yun was startled by that look, her heart trembling. Then her eyes darkened, and the originally fairly just woman directly added several points of force to her hand.

Su Zhuyi felt the fierce wind from that whip approaching, seemingly stronger than the previous ones. She suddenly raised her head, her heart jumping abruptly.

She seemed to have forgotten something.

She had just barely convinced Little Skull not to hit people.

A shocking sword light flew from within her body…

The Zhuxin Curse!

Songfeng Sword qi…

This—she couldn’t control it!

Chapter 76: Rub Rub
The Songfeng Sword qi appeared too quickly.

In the blink of an eye, a sword intent flew out from Su Zhuyi’s body. The Spirit Refining Whip in Peak Master Yun’s hand was shattered by a single sword strike, and the Songfeng Sword qi continued its momentum, stabbing toward Peak Master Yun’s forehead.

This Songfeng Sword qi from within the Zhuxin Curse seemed even stronger than before!

So strong, and such terrible timing!

Fortunately, most cultivators have the habit of maintaining a defensive barrier, plus protective magical treasures. With Luo Ying’s extremely quick reaction to block with her sword, although Peak Master Yun was forced to stagger back several steps and suffered some injury, the wound wasn’t too severe.

On the contrary, Luo Ying’s face was pale as paper.

“You!” Peak Master Yun said sternly, “Su Zhuyi, to dare commit insubordination while being punished – your crime is compounded!”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She took out the Songfeng Sword, “The immortal sword protects its master. This disciple is terrified.”

Fortunately, she had just drawn the Songfeng Sword and placed it on her person. Otherwise, she wouldn’t have known how to explain it for a moment.

The immortal sword hadn’t protected its master during those twenty-plus lashes just now, but suddenly jumped out to protect its master now. It must have sensed that its master was in mortal danger. Yi Lian had just blocked that sword light and clearly understood how powerful that strike was. His sword was still trembling, nearly split with cracks by that single sword strike, leaving him somewhat puzzled. Did Su Zhuyi possess such strong sword dao prowess? Otherwise, even if it was an immortal sword that had only recognized its master for a few days, it couldn’t possibly have such sword intent. However, he still looked at Peak Master Yun and said, “Su Zhuyi is only at the Golden Core stage. Your whip strike just now used full force. If it had landed on her, it would likely have injured her foundation or even killed her in severe cases. No wonder the immortal sword would actively protect its master.”

Peak Master Yun instinctively started to refute, but just as she opened her mouth, she heard a voice say, “I’ve only been in closed-door cultivation for a few days, and you’ve stirred up such a commotion again.”

It was Sect Master Duan Linshu who had arrived.

“The punishment has been carried out. Luo Ying, take the two disciples back. Don’t stand around here anymore.”

“The whipping isn’t complete…” Peak Master Yun frowned.

“Su Zhuyi obtained an immortal sword and saved so many common people in Fuquan Town. She’s still poisoned and hasn’t recovered yet. Can’t such great merit offset those few dozen lashes?” The Sect Master’s face showed anger. Without waiting for Luo Ying’s agreement, he grabbed Su Zhuyi with his left hand and Qinghe with his right, carrying them away. Little Skull blinked his eyes, looking at the Sect Master, feeling that this uncle was truly a good person. Another person was silently added to his list of favorites.

Even ranking ahead of Qinghe.

Luo Ying was exhausted. Seeing the Sect Master had already carried the people away, she pressed her lips together slightly and no longer insisted, following along. Upon returning to Luoxue Peak, the Sect Master released the two people. “Rest well. It’s good to know your mistakes and correct them. Peak Master Yun has always been strict. She grew up in the Punishment Hall since childhood and never shows a good face to disciples who make mistakes, but she handles matters with complete fairness and clarity. Don’t harbor resentment toward her.”

The Sect Master said these words while looking at Qinghe. Qinghe’s gaze was truly as cold as an ice cellar, making him feel chilled just looking at it. This young man appeared to have Golden Core cultivation now, but everyone felt that wasn’t the case. They all sensed his cultivation was unfathomably deep, even stronger than Luo Ying used to be. Yet he was like an ice block, aloof and solitary, not even giving the Sect Master a face. Thus, they had no idea what his true strength was.

“Yes,” Qinghe replied stiffly with a single word and said nothing more. He glanced at Master Luo Ying who was slowly walking over, and Elder Yi Lian following beside the master, his gaze deepening further.

However, Yi Lian was looking at Su Zhuyi. He no longer made threats, now directly bringing over medicinal pills and sitting down on the spot. “If you don’t bring out that spirit beast for me to see, I won’t leave.”

“I can squat here waiting for a spirit beast for a hundred and eighty years.” He chuckled, “No matter how difficult or dangerous the environment, I can endure it. This is my first time squatting at my own sect’s gate – I could squat for a thousand years without problem.”

Qinghe said coolly, “You can still live a thousand years?” He also knew that Little Skull couldn’t be seen by others, but he had never paid much attention to people and matters beyond Luo Ying before. After speaking this time, his gaze swept across the space beside Su Zhuyi, then moved away expressionlessly again.

Little Skull shuddered at his look. He felt he was wrapped up properly and completely concealed, so why did this blue-faced, fang-toothed person seem to be able to see him?

For some reason, Qinghe’s tone made people feel bone-chilling cold. The Golden Sparrow on Yi Lian’s shoulder directly stiffened and toppled over onto his shoulder. He laughed awkwardly twice and put the Golden Sparrow into his spirit beast pouch, saying, “Squatting until my lifespan ends would be worth it.”

This shameless person – was he going to keep squatting at Luoxue Peak?

Just then, Su Zhuyi snorted softly and pointed to the space in front of her, “I’m not hiding anything. Look for yourself.”

Yi Lian’s smile froze on his face, “Here?”

He swept with his divine sense again and again, looked and looked, but saw absolutely nothing.

Su Zhuyi then said, “Little Skull, greet the person.”

She contacted Little Skull, asking him to say something without avoiding the other people.

Little Skull’s crisp voice rang out: “Big sister, why is he sitting on the ground?”

Yi Lian was first stunned, then looked toward the source of the voice, reaching out to touch – but touched nothing.

“Here?”

“You can’t see it yourself. Is that my fault?” Su Zhuyi said again, “I’m tired. I’m going back to my room to rest.” She turned to leave but was grabbed by Yi Lian. “Can’t see it, can’t touch it, but it can talk – could it be a Fog Sprite, and a ninth-rank one at that?”

Su Zhuyi frowned, “How would I know? I don’t recognize spirit beasts. I encountered it by chance.”

“You’re the master, you can see it, right?” Yi Lian’s eyes were eager. “Draw it for me. I need to confirm.”

Su Zhuyi’s brow furrowed even more. Her gaze also grew considerably colder. Though only at the Golden Core stage, her sharp gaze at this moment gave off an imposing, overbearing aura that even made Yi Lian somewhat intimidated, causing him to slowly release his grip.

Su Zhuyi’s tone was cool: “Didn’t I already draw it?”

Thinking of that drawing from last time, Yi Lian’s head ached. But he couldn’t press the matter now. Being stared at by two cold gazes, he felt chills on both his chest and back. Not just two gazes, but three – the remaining one should be from that high-ranking Fog Sprite.

An invisible, formless Fog Sprite of great power – he never expected to have the fortune to encounter one.

Further questioning would yield nothing now. Yi Lian departed dejectedly. The Sect Master also left with him. Luo Ying stood in place without moving. She looked at her two disciples, her voice rarely softening: “Don’t commit such errors again in the future.”

Su Zhuyi nodded and returned to her room. Once back, she lay face down on the bed, having Little Skull apply healing medicine to her back. After applying the ointment, she began to meditate and heal.

She had only been lying there for a short while when Su Zhuyi felt the jade disc move.

She quickly took it out and finally heard Qin Jianglan’s voice again.

“Injured again?”

Eh, this time it didn’t seem as intermittent as last time. Could it be because there was no thunder and rain? Su Zhuyi was slightly stunned. Before she could respond, Little Skull had already crouched in front of the jade disc and scooped it up with one claw.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She suddenly felt Little Skull was a bit of an eyesore. What to do?

Hearing little uncle’s voice, Little Skull was overjoyed. “Little uncle, little uncle, when are you coming over?”

Qin Jianglan wore black robes. He was in a wasteland, surrounded by endless yellow sand with almost no living creatures.

He thought that without living creatures, there wouldn’t be so many lives that needed to consume his life force.

Qin Jianglan’s cultivation had now reached the late Nascent Soul stage. The realm that had taken over a thousand years to cross before was now shortened to ten years. Many doubts remained unsolved. He was constantly vigilant, cultivating while continuously recalling past events and recording what happened in his previous life on jade slips, bamboo slips, white paper…

But he discovered that many things were still gradually being forgotten, and the writing recorded on jade slips, bamboo slips, and white paper would also disappear together. As if nothing had ever been written on them…

How did he come to know Su Zhuyi?

He had forgotten.

But he hadn’t forgotten – he loved her.

The renewed stirring of the Zhuxin Curse filled him with anxious unease. He had to leave here. He must leave here as soon as possible. He wanted to go to her side. He feared she would be hurt, and he feared forgetting even more. Each time he activated Tianya, Qin Jianglan’s divine sense was greatly consumed. He feared that the loss of divine sense would accelerate his forgetting, so he hadn’t attempted to make contact after his divine sense recovered previously. But now, with the Zhuxin Curse stirring again, he truly couldn’t bear it anymore.

“Soon.” Qin Jianglan answered.

Su Zhuyi held the jade disc while lying face down on the bed. It hadn’t hurt before, but now, hearing Qin Jianglan’s voice, she suddenly felt her back burning with pain, making her softly groan.

Qin Jianglan’s voice immediately came from the other side: “What’s wrong? Does it hurt?”

The Zhuxin Curse had just activated – she must have been injured. He wondered how severe it was.

“Yes, it hurts so much.” She was lying face down, speaking lazily, her voice becoming somewhat soft and seductive. It was as if she had returned to six hundred years ago, when she lay boneless and soft on the bed, wrapped in a thin veil, moaning toward the sword cultivator meditating on the other side: “Hey, Old Dog Qin, my old ailment is acting up. It hurts. Come massage my shoulders.”

Ninety-nine times out of a hundred, he wouldn’t pay her any attention.

The remaining time was when it hurt – because back then her injuries were too severe, her meridians severed, her bones crushed. With severed meridians completely unable to contain spiritual energy, and without spiritual energy, injuries that could normally heal easily became like incurable diseases. The agony of broken bones reconstructing – she couldn’t even remember how she had endured it.

Probably because she had never been willing to give up, and because someone had always stayed by her side, reluctant to let her die.

Her thoughts drifted far away for a moment. Hearing Qin Jianglan’s voice again, Su Zhuyi instantly returned to the present. She heard Qin Jianglan ask, “Where does it hurt?”

His voice carried a tone of concern that would never have been present in that falsely serious voice from before.

Back then, Qin Jianglan spoke like chanting sutras, his tone calm and unruffled.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes narrowed. She was lying face down, and her swollen chest was already feeling somewhat uncomfortable from the pressure. She casually pulled over a pillow to prop herself up, then said with a frivolous tone: “My chest hurts. Will you come rub it for me?”

She used to be able to speak provocative words in front of Qin Jianglan with ease, but unexpectedly, when these words came out, her face turned red.

The other side fell silent, and the atmosphere grew slightly tense.

Just then, Little Skull came over: “Big sister, you’re in pain. I’ll rub it for you.”

Looking at that bony hand extending toward her, Su Zhuyi’s seductively smiling expression immediately froze. She pressed one hand against Little Skull’s skull and said, “Go play somewhere else.”

At the same moment, a soft laugh came from the jade disc.

That laugh was gentle and indulgent, like a feather brushing across her skin, stirring ripples in her heart.

“Wait for me to come over, and I’ll rub it for you.”

Su Zhuyi’s slightly flushed cheeks instantly became burning hot. She never would have imagined that the noble and aloof Old Dog Qin would become like this…

Her brow furrowed, and with one sentence, she shattered all the ambiguity: “Hey, Old Dog Qin, have you been possessed by some dirty thing?!”

Chapter 77: Arduous Cultivation
Qin Jianglan’s smile froze on his face. That mood-killing nickname “Old Dog Qin” had emerged from her mouth again.

His smile had been strained to begin with. Maintaining Tianya caused excruciating pain to his primordial spirit, but hearing her speak – even when she called him Old Dog Qin – felt intimate to him, as if the pain would lessen.

Qin Jianglan thought for a moment and said, “In a few days, I’ll call Little Skull over again.” He wanted to verify his speculation, but calling Little Skull over required collecting sufficient array materials. Those materials were real, but he would need to buy them in cultivation towns, which meant inevitably dealing with those strange beings here-or rather, undead spirits.

Qin Jianglan’s subconscious instinct was that the less contact the better, which was why he had chosen this barren desert lacking even spiritual energy. But with scarce spiritual energy, his cultivation speed would also decrease. This created a vicious cycle. So, before his cultivation broke through and he gained the strength to transcend boundaries, he wanted to call Little Skull over to verify his theory.

When he mentioned coming over, Su Zhuyi’s smile also stiffened. She sat up, holding the jade disc and said, “Qin Jianglan, the things you brought last time – except for the jade hairpin you made with your own hands, which was intact – everything else was severely damaged, as if thousands or tens of thousands of years had passed. They were almost turning to ash.”

“The green ribbon was also fine, but why did you tie a green ribbon on your head?” Since Little Skull had wrapped it around the skull at the time, Su Zhuyi thought Qin Jianglan had used that green silk ribbon as a headband, tying it around his forehead.

Su Zhuyi didn’t dwell too much on this issue, but said with a serious expression, “I have a guess…”

She paused, “Could you be inside the Liuguang Mirror now?”

“If it’s true, would you be in danger?” Su Zhuyi didn’t even realize that her voice carried a trace of tension. “Also, the things were badly broken, as if it wasn’t just array compression, but had a sense of damage from the passage of time, like antiques from tens of thousands of years ago.” Qin Jianglan surely didn’t know this himself, otherwise, he wouldn’t have prepared so many gifts to bring over, even including meat bones for Yellow Dog. He hadn’t expected them to be ruined like that!

The more she spoke, the more alarmed she became.

Qin Jianglan’s brow furrowed slightly. His current thoughts coincided with Su Zhuyi’s, but her words still made his heart sink. However, he didn’t want to tell her about this tension and predicament.

“Are you worried about me?” He didn’t answer, but asked in return.

His primordial spirit hurt more and more, his head feeling like it was about to explode. His hand gripping the jade disc tightened, veins bulging on the back of his hand. But his voice was gentle and clear, traveling across vast distances, through that azure sky, crossing rivers of time to reach her ears, making it sound even more ethereal and soft.

“Tch.” Su Zhuyi scoffed, neither admitting nor denying it.

“I’m very happy.” He didn’t know what Su Zhuyi’s feelings toward him were. Discovering now that she seemed very worried about him was enough to make him happy-happy enough to ignore the pain. Though his head was covered in sweat, he was completely unaware. After a pause, he explained briefly, “If it’s inside the Liuguang Mirror, then things breaking would be quite understandable. It shouldn’t be anything serious. Next time, I’ll refine new things to bring over.”

He was indeed very happy, but more worried about his current predicament.

Could this True Spirit Realm be the True Spirit Realm from tens of thousands of years ago? Perhaps it had suddenly encountered something, time frozen and crystallized, all living beings losing their life force. Only when he entered and approached would time briefly flow in the area centered around him, allowing those people and things to move as if alive. This was also why the items he bought showed severe damage when taken out, while the things he made himself, because they were re-refined and gained new life through his hands, not those old objects from before, had time synchronized with his?

Everything was just speculation that he needed to verify one by one.

His thoughts turned briefly, then his attention focused on the jade disc again. He heard Su Zhuyi’s soft laughter, that voice carrying mockery, reminding him of her face as beautiful as peach blossoms, her enchanting figure, her seductive gaze, her cunning smile…

Such a bewitching demoness…

Indeed, she was.

“Mm, if you can’t get out yourself…”

Su Zhuyi grinned, “I can’t sense the Liuguang Mirror now, but I think once my cultivation improves, I’ll be able to feel it. Then I’ll communicate with the weapon spirit, confirm whether you’re inside, and fish you out.” Speaking of this, she giggled twice, her voice the same as before, though her smile was somewhat forced. “Old Dog Qin, you have times when you need me to save you. If I do rescue you, how do you plan to thank me?”

He thought: Would pledging myself to you be enough?

But these words remained unspoken. Qin Jianglan could no longer hold on and passed out.

Su Zhuyi waited for a while, but there was no more sound from the other side. She saw the jade disc gradually lose its luster and carefully put it away. For some reason, she felt somewhat worried. If he were inside the mirror, would his condition be similar to Luo Ying’s?

Body weakening, gradually being devoured by the mirror?

But Little Skull had spent time with Qin Jianglan and said little uncle was very powerful, becoming more powerful each day.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t figure it out for the moment. She was still determined to first heal her injuries well, then cultivate diligently, striving to break through to the Nascent Soul stage as soon as possible, communicate with the Liuguang Mirror, and fish Qin Jianglan out.

Su Zhuyi was inherently ruthless. In her previous life, she cultivated as if she didn’t care about her life. Now that she was serious, it was still quite shocking.

When she cultivated mental techniques, she would only stop when her divine sense was completely exhausted, her sea of consciousness dried up, her head was in excruciating pain, and she was completely drained. But stopping didn’t mean resting – instead, she would cultivate sword techniques. When no one was around, she would hold the Broken Sword and practice the Tianxuan Nine Swords. She could execute the sword moves, but her sword intent had never appeared – having the form but not the spirit. However, she didn’t mind. The most important thing now was improving her cultivation realm. Sword intent was secondary. She practiced swordsmanship for Luo Ying and Qinghe, but compared to Qin Jianglan, their positions were much lower.

She had intended to live for herself, freely and unrestrained, yet ended up working hard for others. But she no longer seemed to reject this, instead finding it quite motivating.

Three years passed in the blink of an eye. Su Zhuyi’s cultivation reached the fifth layer of the Golden Core stage. Such speed was beyond even what her previous life’s self could match.

Such speed, even searching the entire cultivation world, you couldn’t find a second person. Of course, except for monsters like Qinghe, who suddenly became the Longquan Sword.

Luo Ying, forming her Nascent Soul at four hundred years old, was already a miracle in the current cultivation world. In her previous life, Qin Jianglan formed his Nascent Soul at three hundred eighty years old, surpassing Luo Ying and becoming the world’s number one sword cultivator. Su Zhuyi felt that with her current development trend, the possibility of forming her Nascent Soul within a hundred years was very high. By then, she too could become famous throughout the world, right?

In these three years, Su Zhuyi was busy cultivating every day. Little Skull took over offering incense to the stone tablet. Knowing big sister was busy cultivating, he didn’t disturb her much and also worked hard at cultivation, wanting to become strong and grow flesh all over his body. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much effect. With a child’s nature, he didn’t cultivate for very long each day – about five hours for cultivation, spending the rest of the time picking flowers, chasing butterflies, sewing clothes, and playing with spirit beasts. His days were quite pleasant.

Little Skull’s relationship with Silky grew closer and closer. Learning that he wanted to grow chubby, Silky even helped him out.

She spun lots of silk thread to wrap around Little Skull’s bones, making it look like he had grown lots of flesh. Now, when Little Skull wore clothes, he was no longer a skeleton frame floating around inside the garments. He looked plump and fleshy, his body no different from an ordinary child’s.

Except his face wasn’t wrapped in silk – it was still a skull head.

This day, after Su Zhuyi exhausted her divine sense and came out of her room to practice swordsmanship, Little Skull came over holding a pile of clothes. “Big sister, why hasn’t little uncle called me over yet?”

For these three years, Su Zhuyi had kept the jade disc close to her body, but it had never lit up again. She had tried injecting spiritual energy and divine sense to communicate, but once the spiritual energy and divine sense entered the jade disc, it was like stones sinking into the sea with no effect whatsoever.

Hearing Little Skull’s inquiry now, her heart sank slightly.

“I’ve finished making the clothes.” Holding a stack of garments, “Is little uncle really that tall? Are the measurements suitable?”

Little Skull’s needlework was getting better and better. Wanting to give little uncle a gift he made himself, he happily and secretly observed Qinghe’s clothes, planning to sew according to what Qinghe wore. The fabric was obtained by big sister from Hidden Peak, but all the sewing was done by Little Skull himself. For two whole years, he secretly observed Qinghe countless times, even sneaking over to measure many times, finally completing it.

But little uncle kept not calling him, so he started embroidering flowers on the clothes. First, he embroidered flowers and grass, then little people. He embroidered big sister, himself, and finished embroidering Xiaoxiao. Who knew little uncle still didn’t call him, so the clothes ended up with Luo Ying added, and finally, Sect Master uncle and Qinghe were added too…

Probably Yi Lian and Golden Sparrow would be added next.

The men and women were all very simple designs, but the men were embroidered in azure, while the women were in red and white. Several men surrounded the big sister embroidered in red thread. Who knew what Qin Jianglan would think when he saw it?

He had been embroidering clothes every day until they got dirty. Now he had washed them clean with spiritual energy and hung them on trees to dry in the sun. They even smelled of flowers and sunshine. The gift was ready, but little uncle had never called for him.

“The measurements are suitable.” Su Zhuyi said. Having lived together with him for so many years, how could she not know what size clothes and pants he wore?

Having once measured everything with her hands, how could she not be clear?

“Soon,” she said. But unexpectedly, as soon as the words fell, Little Skull exclaimed, “Little uncle is calling me!”

Chapter 78: Changes
Su Zhuyi hadn’t prepared anything for Qin Jianglan at first.

She had thought about preparing something, but then felt that her taking a liking to him was already his tremendous honor – did she need to prepare gifts? But as the days passed one by one, when she lay exhausted from cultivation in the snow, looking up at the starry sky above, she would also recall the blue sky and white clouds atop the Wangtian Tree, and the countless stars that seemed within reach.

Qin Jianglan was different from other sword cultivators. The robes he wore year-round were in darker colors, mostly azure-green and ink-green. If worn by others, they would give off a gloomy, lifeless feeling, but his appearance was too handsome and otherworldly, as if he carried his radiance. Even the darkest colors couldn’t conceal the light around him, instead highlighting that face blessed and meticulously carved by heaven.

Rich ink glaze colors a person within a painting.

Su Zhuyi felt she just loved that face. Looking at it every day, she hadn’t grown tired of that beautiful appearance even after six hundred years. But suddenly recalling the silver threads at his temples six hundred years ago, and remembering his green silk hair ribbon, Su Zhuyi pondered for several days before finally making a white jade dragon hairpin with her own hands. The pin body had relief dragon patterns with flowing, natural lines. Normally, if characters were carved on such jade hairpins, they would be phrases like “thinking of a gentleman, gentle as jade.” Su Zhuyi carved “beautiful as jade” on it and signed her name, making it unclear whether she was praising herself or someone else.

The jade hairpin was just an ordinary hair accessory. The jade was top-quality, but it wasn’t refined and couldn’t even be considered a magical treasure. It hadn’t taken Su Zhuyi much time to make. She had long ago given it to Little Skull to carry with him. Now that Little Skull was about to disappear, she wasn’t anxious either. She instructed him to go and return quickly, and finally took out a high-grade Straw Man substitute and stuffed it into Little Skull’s hands, telling him to give it to Qin Jianglan. Little Skull nodded in agreement and then completely vanished.

That high-grade Straw Man substitute was one of the two that Qinghe had requested from Hidden Peak back then. She had never found a use for it, but now, on impulse, she gave one to Qin Jianglan.

After Little Skull left, Su Zhuyi took out the jade disc and waited for a while. Finding no movement, she snorted coldly and stuffed the jade disc into her storage magical treasure.

Taking Little Skull away without even saying a word to me…

She kicked the stone tablet at the door, then picked up the Broken Sword to begin practicing sword techniques. This time, Su Zhuyi didn’t let Little Skull take the Songfeng Sword with him. She was still somewhat worried – the Qin Jianglan over there already had a Songfeng Sword, and she didn’t know if rashly bringing another would cause problems. Fortunately, the Songfeng Sword wasn’t mentioned as having been found by its master these days either. It transformed into a pine tree every day, standing outside Su Zhuyi’s room door. It had now grown very tall, blocking half of Su Zhuyi’s doorway. Looking out through the window, one could see nothing but lush greenery.

After practicing swordsmanship for a while, Su Zhuyi saw Qinghe approaching. She put away her sword and asked, “When did you get back? Is something wrong?”

“Last night.”

Because of the Longquan Sword, Qinghe couldn’t stay at Luoxue Peak for more than a few days all year round. The limited days he did stay were mostly spent sitting outside his master’s door. In these three years, Su Zhuyi hadn’t spoken more than a few sentences with him. If he was actively approaching her, there was probably something important.

“There are results.”

Qinghe said indifferently, “We’re going to the Suyue Sect now. It’s perfect timing…”

Su Zhuyi smiled and nodded, “Taking advantage of the fire to rob, fishing in troubled waters.”

In her previous life, she hadn’t been able to go when the Suyue Sect was being divided up. Now getting the news first, with Qinghe backing her up, she would be able to reap considerable benefits. That Sect Master Xunhuan of Hehuan Sect was quite capable – to settle this matter in just three years?

Su Zhuyi had always thought it would take at least ten years or so.

Time was of the essence. Su Zhuyi planned to set off immediately. Before leaving, she asked, “Hey, do you have any magical treasures for concealing one’s form?”

She was going to rob and plunder while taking advantage of the chaos. Her current identity was different from her previous life, and her face was too eye-catching. Though her cultivation wasn’t bad, there were plenty stronger than her. Without some treasure to conceal her appearance, her identity would be exposed. Then she’d lose face for Luo Ying, and Qinghe would have to split her in two.

Qinghe replied stiffly, “Little Skull.”

With Little Skull’s spiritual energy barrier wrapped around you, no one can see you.

“Little Skull went to visit relatives.” Su Zhuyi didn’t hide it and answered honestly.

Qinghe had also heard Little Skull mention his little uncle. He didn’t ask more questions now, taking out a pitch-black mask and handing it to Su Zhuyi, saying, “Let’s go.”

Luo Ying was still sleeping most of the time, so Su Zhuyi and the others didn’t disturb their master. After carefully checking the barriers outside the house and opening the barriers on the ancient sword of Luoxue Peak, she and Qinghe descended the mountain and headed toward Sufang City.

…

On the other side, Little Skull arrived in the True Spirit Realm. Just after landing and seeing the person sitting not far away, Little Skull happily called out, “Little uncle.”

But the next moment, his body stiffened, and he stood in the center of the array, not daring to move at all.

Qin Jianglan looked up. He wore black robes, his expression cold and indifferent, his eyes dark and somewhat gloomy.

“Wu’er, you’ve come.” Seeing Little Skull Wu’er appear in the array, Qin Jianglan’s voice carried some mirth. Though he was weary, he still raised his hand and beckoned twice, “I prepared some little things for you. See if you like them.”

In his hands was a dough figurine shaped like a golden monkey, and a string of candied hawthorns. Beside him was also placed a butterfly kite – all things children liked.

It was indeed little uncle.

What he held were also little trinkets that Little Skull very much liked. Big sister would never prepare these things for him, so he was still looking forward to playing with little uncle.

But why had little uncle become like this?

The aura around him – why was it so similar to Big Brother Qinghe’s?

Such an aura made Little Skull very afraid, but looking at little uncle’s smile, he mustered his courage and slowly walked out of the array, approaching Qin Jianglan.

Chapter 79: His Dao
Little Skull walked out of the array step by step. He walked very slowly, inching forward bit by bit like a snail.

The closer he got, the thicker the murderous aura around little uncle became. It seemed even more terrifying than Qinghe’s blue face and fangs. Though there were no fierce black qi and sword shadows behind him like Qinghe had, that savage killing intent seeped from his very bones, accompanied by a faint bloody scent. That smell made all his bones uncomfortable, as if even the surrounding air had become heavier and more viscous.

Little Skull felt his legs go weak, his jawbone chattering with clacking sounds. His steps became even smaller, as if he were taking tiny mincing steps.

The smile on Qin Jianglan’s face gradually stiffened. His eyes were already somewhat gloomy, and now his brow furrowed slightly. Even though his gaze wasn’t intimidating, it still made Little Skull’s scalp tingle, causing him to reach up and scratch his skull twice.

“Wu’er, are you afraid of me?” Qin Jianglan’s eyes were already dark, and when he spoke, they seemed dull and lightless, his pupils no longer clear as before. His voice was very soft and low, sounding somewhat dejected.

Little Skull was slightly stunned. Being honest by nature, he stiffly nodded his head.

Seeing little uncle lower his head with a forlorn expression, Little Skull gritted his teeth and ran over with quick little steps, sitting down beside little uncle. He placed the Straw Man substitute in his hands before his eyes, saying, “Look, little uncle, this is from big sister.”

It was a high-grade Straw Man substitute. Was Su Zhuyi worried about him, afraid he would encounter danger here? Just this single straw figure dispersed several degrees of the murderous aura around Qin Jianglan. Looking at Little Skull, his eyes regained some light.

Little Skull then lowered his head to rummage through his tattered little bag, taking out the jade hairpin, “Big sister said not to tie green silk ribbons in your hair anymore. This is something she carved with her own hands.”

After handing the jade hairpin to little uncle, Little Skull took out the clothes he had made, “Big sister chose the fabric, and I sewed the clothes. Try them on quickly and see if they fit?”

Sitting beside little uncle, even though there was still about a foot of distance between them, Little Skull still felt his bones were about to freeze stiff.

When he spoke, his upper and lower teeth ground together with creaking sounds, and all his bones trembled, making clicking noises. If not for the silk wrapping, Little Skull felt he would have fallen apart. Yet even though he was very afraid, he still didn’t move away, staying close to little uncle and asking timidly, “Little uncle, are you feeling unwell somewhere?”

“I miss you so much.”

“Big sister misses you, too.”

Qin Jianglan gripped the jade hairpin tightly in one hand while extending his other hand, wanting to pat Little Skull’s head like before. But when his hand approached Little Skull, he withdrew it again, then directly handed the dough figurine in his hand to him.

After his last conversation with Su Zhuyi through Tianya, he had directly fallen unconscious. After awakening, he didn’t even know how much time had passed.

After all, time itself in this world was strange. And he discovered that during those few days of unconsciousness, perhaps because his primordial spirit was damaged and fell into deep sleep, he had forgotten many memories. So after that, he didn’t dare easily use Tianya easily again.

Later, because he was hiding in a spiritually barren area with few living creatures, his cultivation advancement slowed considerably, yet the loss of memories still hadn’t decreased much. He was forgetting more and more, and the panic in his heart grew greater and greater. His life had originally been like a painting, but now someone was erasing the painting bit by bit. Now his life experiences seemed to have only half remaining.

He urgently wanted to leave this place. He thought, since staying in places with living creatures meant those creatures would absorb his life force, wouldn’t it be fine if he just killed them?

Once this thought arose, it could no longer be erased from his mind.

He endured for a long time.

In the end, he still couldn’t hold back. In his previous life, he had betrayed all under heaven to save the Heart-Eating Demoness, hiding her atop the Wangtian Tree.

In his previous life, he could have transcended tribulation and ascended, yet still abandoned the great Dao.

Mortal love was the tribulation he couldn’t overcome.

That demoness had perhaps become his Dao from their first meeting.

Qin Jianglan had killed people.

He cultivated the demonic path.

His cultivation had reached the great perfection of the Nascent Soul stage. He felt he was even stronger than in his previous life, yet he still couldn’t get out. He hadn’t even attracted heavenly tribulation. He thought, perhaps it was because he belonged here – he had sacrificed himself to the Liuguang Mirror, so he was gradually becoming part of the mirror. This place was inside the mirror, and the Liuguang Mirror itself was a product that violated heavenly rules. So how could he, already part of the Liuguang Mirror, possibly attract heavenly tribulation?

Without heavenly tribulation, how could he transcend it?

Unable to transcend tribulation, how could he cross boundaries?

He had told her to wait for him.

He said he would be able to get out soon. Who would have thought the result would become like this.

He didn’t even dare use Tianya again to tell her. Because he feared falling unconscious again, he feared that when he woke up next time, even more memories would be lost. In the end, even those six hundred years atop the Wangtian Tree would turn to smoke. What he would remember last might just be Little Skull, whom he met in the Liuguang Mirror.

So he called Wu’er over.

He wanted to tell Wu’er all the stories between them from before.

Even if in the end he only remembered Wu’er, Wu’er could tell those stories to him then. He thought he would remember a little longer – even one more day would be good.

But he had entered the demonic path and killed so many living beings in the True Spirit Realm.

Even Wu’er was afraid of him now.

Handing the dough figurine to Wu’er, Qin Jianglan didn’t speak. Instead, he held the jade hairpin in his hand, gently caressing every pattern on it, his fingers rubbing against that name, repeatedly tracing it over and over, as if wanting to engrave that name in his heart.

Little Skull, beside him, looked at the dough figurine in his hands, then glanced at little uncle. He stopped trembling and didn’t seem so afraid anymore. He scooted over to sit close against him, saying, “Why are you only looking at big sister’s jade hairpin? Look at mine too!”

“I sewed for so long and embroidered so many flowers, little uncle.”

He spread open the clothes, pointing to the embroidered patterns on them and asking, “Are they pretty?”

The robe was embroidered with large patches of flowers, and there were many little figures on it – men and women. The red-clothed figure was Su Zhuyi, with several men surrounding her…

Just like her in the previous life.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

Murderous intent seemed to rise in his heart. His fist suddenly clenched tightly, and the jade hairpin he was firmly gripping in his left hand loosened, falling from his knee onto the grass without him noticing.

But after a long while, the stabbing pain in his heart and the tightened knots all turned into a sigh at the corner of his lips. He felt his left palm was empty and hurriedly reached for it. No matter how calm his expression, he couldn’t hide the panic in his heart and the murderous aura churning in his chest. Only after gripping the jade hairpin again did Qin Jianglan somewhat settle his mind, yet he felt something was wrong with the jade hairpin.

He heard Little Skull say pitifully, “Little uncle, you’re gripping me too tight and it hurts.”

He was slightly bewildered and laughed despite himself.

What he had just grabbed wasn’t any jade hairpin at all, but Little Skull’s finger bone…

He truly had become possessed by demons.

Just a few people – not even confirmed who they were or what relationships they had – and he seemed unable to control his emotions. He had indeed entered the demonic path.

He softly recited heart-calming mantras, but could no longer calm his heart.

“Wu’er.”

“Mm?”

“Shall I tell you stories about big sister?”

With a thought, he asked again, “Can you write?”

“No. I’ll teach you.” Since the life he wrote down would disappear, what if Little Skull wrote it down instead?

He hoped that by then, he would still be willing, still have the chance, to read this story.

…

Su Zhuyi and Qinghe arrived at Sufang City.

Sufang City at this time was no different from before. At the city gates, cultivators were still collecting entrance fees, but there weren’t many people entering the city – no need to queue at all.

Qinghe wore all black. With his high cultivation, he didn’t even need to wear a mask. He simply cast a basic disguise technique, making his face extremely rigid and ordinary, like a stiff zombie face. Anyone could tell at a glance it was a fake face, but since everyone’s cultivation was lower than his, they couldn’t see his true appearance.

Su Zhuyi wore all red with a black mask covering her face. The two easily passed through Sufang City’s barrier, entering the city directly from above without even thinking of paying any entrance fee. Once in the city, they didn’t linger but went straight to the Suyue Sect.

They had arrived a bit early.

The fighting between Hehuan Sect and Suyue Sect wasn’t finished yet…

The battle was taking place at Wenxiang Ridge, in that same large courtyard where Su Zhuyi had waited before. The courtyard had two Floating Life Mirrors, both now stained with blood.

Both Su Zhuyi and Qinghe concealed their forms and set up a barrier around them. She sat on the rooftop watching the battle while Qinghe stood not far beside her, quietly gazing into the distance, though no one knew what he was looking at.

“Those two Floating Life Mirrors are quite good.” Su Zhuyi said, “Let’s move them back later and put them on Luoxue Peak. We can look in the mirror every time we come and go.”

“How would you explain it to the Sect Master?” Qinghe responded coldly.

“Then we’ll move them to my room.” Su Zhuyi answered carelessly.

“Has the Sect Master never been to your room?”

Su Zhuyi looked up at Qinghe, “Then put them in your room.”

Qinghe snorted softly and said nothing more.

Since he didn’t object, Su Zhuyi took it as his agreement.

She continued watching the courtyard. Many female cultivators from the Suyue Sect had died. Now, Sect Master Qu Ningsu was covered in wounds, her face especially covered with bulging blue veins. Those protruding veins coiled across her face like earthworms, extremely ugly. Seeing Qu Ningsu’s face, Su Zhuyi sneered coldly in her heart. That bitch had dared use the Beauty’s Withering technique on her back then – this hideous ghostly face was perfect for her now.

At this moment, Qu Ningsu still had a defensive magical treasure propped up in front of her, encircling a small safe area. The Hehuan Sect cultivators temporarily couldn’t break through, causing both sides to reach a stalemate.

Hehuan Sect was rich in resources and had many magical treasures. Though Qu Ningsu had various methods, Suyue Sect’s fate was sealed. Behind her were only about ten female disciples – one at Nascent Soul stage, two at Golden Core stage, with the rest being minor characters with little combat ability. What use was holding out a bit longer? They couldn’t escape anyway.

Su Zhuyi was too lazy to keep watching. Her divine sense wasn’t as strong as Qinghe’s, so she directly asked Qinghe where he felt Suyue Sect’s spiritual energy was most abundant. Qinghe raised his hand and pointed toward the sea. Su Zhuyi muttered, “Why didn’t you say so earlier?” and headed straight for the seaside, while Qinghe remained standing in place. But after a moment, he turned to face the sea.

Earlier he had seemed to be gazing into the distance, but in reality wasn’t looking at anything – all things in heaven and earth were not in his eyes.

But now, his eyes held only that little junior sister who had dove into the sea.

Three years ago, if not for Su Zhuyi, everything would have been different.

Though he hadn’t spoken a single word of gratitude in these three years, Qinghe had already come to regard her as true family in his heart.

She was the most important person aside from his master.

Chapter 80: Sneak Attack
The sea surface was calm and peaceful, with immortal bamboo flowers of various colors floating on the water one by one, bobbing up and down, made crystal clear and translucent by the moisture.

Su Zhuyi surrounded herself with a spiritual energy barrier and entered the sea. There were too many immortal bamboo flowers in this seawater, making the spiritual energy around the Sea-Listening Pavilion particularly rich, which had some concealing effect. Immortal bamboo flowers were quite valuable. When she came here thirteen years ago, she had marveled at how wealthy the Suyue Sect was. Now thinking about it, their purpose was to conceal something in the sea, though she didn’t know what it was that was worth using such methods to hide.

Su Zhuyi became somewhat interested. Could it be some immortal treasure?

She expanded her divine sense to carefully perceive, then walked toward the bottom of the Sea-Listening Pavilion.

Suyue Sect was divided into two parts: Wenxiang Ridge and the Sea-Listening Pavilion. The Sea-Listening Pavilion looked as if it floated directly on the sea surface, but these pavilions and towers were built on a small island. When Su Zhuyi reached below the sea surface, she saw the island submerged in water, along with many azure mosses and dark brown seaweed, standing vertically and hanging down, thin and long, like old tree roots directly penetrating through to the sea bottom’s silt.

Su Zhuyi circled the Sea-Listening Pavilion once. She discovered that the entire bottom of the Sea-Listening Pavilion was covered with such seaweed, densely packed to form a natural barrier that even divine sense couldn’t penetrate. She didn’t know what was hidden inside.

She reached out wanting to part the seaweed to create a small gap, but withdrew her hand just as it was about to touch the seaweed. She silently called for her sword ancestor, and when the Broken Sword appeared in her hand, Su Zhuyi smiled with satisfaction. In these few years, the sword ancestor wasn’t as aloof as before – out of ten times, she could still summon it five times.

Using the Broken Sword to part some seaweed roots, Su Zhuyi immediately smelled a faint bloody scent.

She frowned, sending her divine sense through the parted gap to look, and saw a bloody hand.

A female corpse was entangled in the seaweed. Because the seaweed was too dense, her face and body couldn’t be seen clearly. Only that hand was relatively visible, appearing to have died not long ago.

The Suyue Sect had thousands or tens of thousands of female cultivators. After fighting with Hehuan Sect until only those ten or so people remained, where had the other female cultivators gone? The living ones should have been taken away by the Hehuan Sect, but there must have been deaths, too. Yet Su Zhuyi hadn’t seen a single female corpse at the Sea-Listening Pavilion. Could it be they were thrown into the sea and all fed to this disgusting seaweed?

She turned to another direction and used the Broken Sword to part some seaweed to look inside. This time she saw another corpse. This skeleton should have died long ago, with only a bone frame remaining. Thus it stood out somewhat among the dark green seaweed. The lustrous white bones emitted a cold light in the seaweed pile, and those hollow skull eye sockets seemed to emanate infinite resentment.

Sheathing her sword, Su Zhuyi showed disdain on her face. Suyue Sect claimed to be righteous, yet beneath their sect was such a disgusting and vicious place. Compared to Hehuan Sect, they were about the same, but at least Hehuan Sect was openly evil, while this Suyue Sect was secretly wicked.

This seaweed pile should contain a Yin-gathering array. Female corpses were thrown into it, the roots absorbed their blood and flesh, then cultivated some beauty-preserving holy object. This was probably Qu Ningsu’s purpose – that person only obsessed over cultivation and appearance. Though Su Zhuyi wasn’t certain what the array’s exact purpose was, she could guess roughly.

The place with the densest spiritual energy was here, but how to search for it? Did she have to drill into that seaweed pile? Just thinking about it was disgusting.

Su Zhuyi cast a Blazing Palm technique, burning through several seaweed roots, but it didn’t have much effect.

She thought for a moment and used sword techniques instead, managing to cut through some and even causing a corpse to fall, slowly sinking to the sea bottom. But the vitality of this seaweed was somewhat beyond Su Zhuyi’s expectations. She was surprised to discover that the cut seaweed regrew in no time, wrapping even tighter than before.

What kind of seaweed was this? Su Zhuyi considered herself well-informed, but now she didn’t know what this thing was. Had anyone discovered the secret beneath the Sea-Listening Pavilion in her previous life? She seemed to have never heard such rumors. At that time, she was in a secret realm and missed out on dividing the spoils. When she came out, the Suyue Sect had already fallen apart, everything inside looted clean, and the sect burned to the ground. She had come to look once, then, but hadn’t even seen the Sea-Listening Pavilion, so now she had no idea.

She still had some explosion talismans in her bag. Su Zhuyi thought for a moment, took out three array plates, then took out explosion talismans to arrange around the seaweed roots, planning to set up an array formation near the roots to enhance the explosion talismans’ power. Just as she was setting up the array, her communication talisman sounded. Su Zhuyi heard Qinghe ask, “Haven’t found it?”

Having Qinghe come help would be much faster.

But the resentment below was quite deep, the bloody smell thick, and who knew how many corpses were hidden in this seaweed. Su Zhuyi thought for a moment and said, “Don’t come down. There’s a very disgusting array formation down here. Many women should have died inside. I’ll think of a way. If I can’t get it out, forget it. Don’t stand around stupidly up there – go gather things. Remember to move those Floating Life Mirrors.”

“Mm.” Qinghe glanced at the Floating Life Mirrors in the courtyard and responded indifferently.

The two sides were still in a stalemate. He directly used a capturing technique to grab the Floating Life Mirrors, then slashed out with his sword, splitting Qu Ningsu’s defensive magical treasure! The sharp sword intent had reached Qu Ningsu’s forehead, making her whole body tremble, her throat dry, unable to make a sound. It was as if her body were being gnawed by countless ants. Fear made her face even more twisted, and pus seemed to overflow from the bulging veins on her face.

“Who?” The Hehuan Sect cultivators were both shocked and angry. Just then, a voice said, “Whoever it is, they’re a friend, not a foe. Suyue Sect’s fate is sealed. I promised someone that your sect master’s life absolutely cannot be spared, but I don’t care about your lives. Give up resistance, join Hehuan Sect, and I’ll spare your lives.”

The speaker was Hehuan Sect’s Sect Master Xunhuan. He wore a dark blue robe with trim, bound his hair with a square kerchief, and held a goose feather fan. When speaking, he waved the fan to cover half his face, revealing a pair of peach blossom eyes with thick lashes, black and bright eyeliner as if dyed with ink, and narrow, upturned eye corners that appeared very seductive and charming. While speaking, he glanced at the rooftop. That sword qi seemed to have come from the roof, but looking now, there was complete silence there – that person had already left the rooftop.

Xunhuan’s brow furrowed slightly, then his gaze fell back on the Suyue Sect disciples. After his words fell, several Suyue Sect cultivators gave up resistance, while Qu Ningsu maintained a dazed expression with lifeless eyes, as if completely numb.

That sword intent remained at her forehead, shattering her meridians inch by inch, but not taking her life. However, the current Qu Ningsu was already not far from death.

Why? Why had it become like this?

In such a short time, it had become like this?

Her backing was gone, her face ruined… Cupping her cheeks with both hands, Qu Ningsu went mad, clawing at the bulging veins on her face, scraping until her face was covered with blood mixed with pus, looking extremely disgusting. Xunhuan covered his eyes with his fan and shouted, “What are you standing around stupidly for?”

A female Hehuan Sect cultivator beside him directly raised her hand and threw out a silver shuttle. The shuttle turned into cold light and entered Qu Ningsu’s forehead. Her movements froze, then she fell heavily backward with a crash, collapsing to the ground.

In the room, Qinghe, who was expressionlessly stuffing spirit stones and magical treasures into his storage treasure, paused for a moment, then picked up another magical treasure and casually tossed it into his storage bag. Just then, a huge explosion from the sea bottom made Qinghe’s expression change slightly.

He immediately transformed into a black sword light and flew toward the Sea-Listening Pavilion.

At the sea bottom, Su Zhuyi had triggered the array formation.

But just as the array formation activated, Su Zhuyi felt a red light suddenly appear within the seaweed. That red dot shot toward her rapidly. Su Zhuyi didn’t dare take it head-on, nor did she dare deflect the red dot. Instead, she blocked with the Broken Sword!

The red dot hit the sword and exploded like fireworks – pop, pop, pop, pop. Countless silver needles, blocked by the Broken Sword, flew back out and densely pierced into the seaweed. If she had swung her sword to slash just now, the direction of the exploding silver needles would have been uncontrolled. In that case, she would have easily been struck by the silver needles.

Each silver needle was coated with deadly poison. Once struck, she would be in danger.

There was a living person hidden in the seaweed.

Hiding in the shadows, preparing to kill her. Though the explosion talismans she prepared were powerful, the person inside probably wouldn’t die for the time being.

Unexpectedly, she had just left Luoxue Peak when she encountered Xueluo Sect assassins. Could it be Su Qingxun? Thinking about it, that was impossible. The current Su Qingxun was at most at the Ningshen Stage or Foundation Building stage. Even if she had already started carrying out missions, she absolutely couldn’t take on a mission to assassinate her. After all, Su Zhuyi had already formed her core and become a Golden Core three years ago.

Xueluo Sect was of the demonic path, capturing children everywhere for bloody and cruel training to cultivate assassins. Among the assassins, there was a group of death warriors. Many powerful cultivators in the cultivation world would light a heart-blood soul lamp for their beloved disciples and relatives. If such a soul lamp was lit, the final scenes of their life’s end and the soul aura of their killer would be recorded. In other words, as long as you killed someone, you would be hunted to the ends of the earth by their elders. So under normal circumstances, people wouldn’t easily make moves against such disciples.

The death warriors of Xueluo Sect existed specifically to kill such people.

They had only one mission in their lifetime.

Kill the target, and they would also die.

This way, even if the deceased’s elders wanted revenge, it would be futile because the killer was already dead, dying completely clean without leaving a trace of clues. Now, this person who had just ambushed her had a ninety percent chance of being a Xueluo Sect death warrior. Unexpectedly, someone had sought out Xueluo Sect to take her life. They thought highly of her.

In her previous life, Su Zhuyi was the sole survivor among that group of children from Changning Village. In the end, she became the sharpest blade in Xueluo Sect.

She knew Xueluo Sect’s attack methods like the back of her hand. What was just shot out was called Pear Blossom Misty Rain. This magical treasure was extremely powerful and could be used three times total. Now it had been used once, so that person could still use it twice more.

He was hiding in the shadows, hiding in that seaweed. The explosion just now caused such a commotion, yet this seaweed still wasn’t greatly damaged – only the outermost layer had broken considerably, but now it was beginning to slowly recover.

Did that person think hiding in this seaweed made him safe? That he could look for opportunities to ambush her?

“Naive.” Su Zhuyi sneered coldly. Just as she was about to take out a communication talisman to have Qinghe look for any strange plants in the Sea-Listening Pavilion, she saw a black shadow appear directly beside her. The moment he appeared, all that seaweed seemed to be blown far back by the sea waves. The seaweed that had been hanging vertically was now slanting away in a sheet.

Oh, this sinister thing even had spiritual intelligence. She had thought the resentment inside would actively approach Qinghe, this source of all evil, with the Longquan Sword, but unexpectedly, they knew to avoid him…

Chapter 81: Soul Weapon
It was good that those resentful seaweed knew to avoid them, saving Su Zhuyi from having them pounce on Qinghe and causing him to lose control.

Su Zhuyi turned her head and saw Qinghe’s eyes glowing with an eerie green light, showing an expression of seeing something delicious yet having to forcibly restrain himself.

Her mouth twitched, and she spoke up: “Someone just ambushed me, hidden inside this seaweed.”

Qinghe silently withdrew his gaze, raised his hand, and a sword light flew from his palm, instantly cutting through a patch of seaweed. But the next moment, he frowned as, upon contact with the seaweed, resentful energy spilled out, causing him to quickly retreat several zhang away.

“This seaweed can block divine consciousness, even I can’t see clearly what’s inside,” Qinghe said coldly from afar.

Su Zhuyi nodded in agreement, then said: “You stay there, don’t let whoever’s inside escape, and keep watch over this seaweed.”

“What about you?” Qinghe asked.

“I’m going up to take a look.”

With that, Su Zhuyi headed toward the water surface. She discovered that the seaweed suddenly began rustling and trembling, countless tendrils seeming to grow legs and wanting to escape. She immediately said, “Hold it down!”

Qinghe nodded.

He released his aura, and the seaweed immediately stopped moving.

Su Zhuyi felt relieved and surfaced, landing inside Tinghai Pavilion. There was no one in Tinghai Pavilion, and the Hehuan Sect cultivators hadn’t come down either. She sensed someone watching her, looked up, and saw Sect Master Xunhuan standing at the peak of Fragrance Mountain, looking at her.

He was still holding that goose feather fan, still covering half his face, only revealing a pair of fox-like eyes. At this moment, those eyes were slightly curved, as if smiling at her.

Su Zhuyi ignored him and directly entered a room.

Xunhuan was someone with good judgment. With Qinghe standing there like a pillar, his aura so strong, he wouldn’t be foolish enough to come down and fight them. After all, the reason the Hehuan Sect could make Dong Fushang Sect so overwhelmed in such a short time and devour Suyue Sect was because of them. Su Zhuyi didn’t believe Xunhuan couldn’t recognize the aura on Qinghe’s body, and as long as he recognized it, he shouldn’t act rashly.

She could safely go in and search.

There were too many plants inside Tinghai Pavilion.

The teleportation arrays were all golden hibiscus flowers, and the rooms also had many water lilies, along with various spirit plants floating on the water surface. For a moment, she couldn’t tell which one was the problematic one. Su Zhuyi walked around the entire Tinghai Pavilion without discovering anything unusual. She stood quietly in place, holding her breath and concentrating for a long time before hesitantly heading toward a room.

She vaguely felt that something was hidden in this room.

But for a moment couldn’t sense what exactly it was.

Su Zhuyi didn’t dare touch anything herself. That seaweed was so strange, whatever was on it must be even more dangerous. Therefore, after entering the room, Su Zhuyi didn’t even use her divine consciousness, directly taking the Broken Sword to tap here and there in the room, making the things in the room ring with ding-dong sounds.

Broken Sword: “…”

There was a pot of narcissus on the table.

On another small side table was a pot of ink bamboo. The room also had a blue and white porcelain fish tank with tender green water plants and several small fish inside. In the middle of the room was a small round pond, where the floor had been dug into a circle, with seawater directly below, containing two lotus leaves and one water lily…

Su Zhuyi’s Broken Sword tapped around at the various bottles and jars in the room, but didn’t touch those few plants much. Moreover, her walking steps weren’t random wandering, but moving through the room with specific steps. After circling three times, several floor tiles on the ground faintly protruded high, as if the wooden materials on the floor had been pushed up.

It was this room, and there was even a killing formation set up inside. If she touched the wrong items, the killing formation would activate, and she’d be in danger.

Su Zhuyi walked to the narcissus and murmured: “These narcissus roots do look somewhat similar.” Then she reached out, about to touch the narcissus shoots…

Her peripheral vision caught sight of that small thing in the fish tank. Just as Su Zhuyi was about to grasp the narcissus, she directly threw the Broken Sword, inserting it into the fish tank.

Although the Broken Sword was only half a sword, it was a broad sword with a very wide blade. When it landed in that small fish tank, it was like a mountain, though a crooked mountain, with the broken hilt stuck in the corner.

Only then did Su Zhuyi walk to the side of the mountain and say to the small white dot in the corner of the fish tank: “Stop pretending, it’s you.”

She initially thought it was a plant, but for plants to develop some intelligence was too difficult. Suyue Sect had very shallow foundations – Qu Ningsu was the first sect master of Suyue Sect, and this sect had only been established for three to five hundred years. How could they possibly nurture an intelligent plant, especially a malicious one? So it should be an animal. She pretended to grab the narcissus and indeed saw that a small clamshell revealed a flaw, slightly opening its mouth. That’s when she used the Broken Sword to insert into the fish tank, using the blade to jam the clamshell that wanted to close.

“You absorbed those female corpses, then what?” After Su Zhuyi asked, she saw the clam shell simply open its mouth and spit out a black pearl with a smacking sound. It wanted to run after opening its mouth, but the fish tank was small, the Broken Sword blocked both ends, pressing it against the tank wall, and that Broken Sword seemed to have infinite power, making it completely unable to escape.

Su Zhuyi patted the fish tank and said: “Don’t struggle, do you know what sword this is? An ancient divine sword. You’re just a small clam shell, and you still want to run?”

Su Zhuyi felt the Broken Sword was getting impatient, so she naturally praised it thoroughly, then continued: “Come on, I don’t know how you control those seaweed below, but you know there’s a living person inside, right?”

Su Zhuyi chuckled softly, “First kill that person, then we’ll discuss other matters.”

Su Zhuyi understood the Xueluo Sect too deeply. She knew that even leaving someone alive wouldn’t allow them to catch whoever was manipulating things behind the scenes. First, he was just a death warrior from Xueluo Sect who didn’t know who his employer was at all. Second, as soon as he failed and fell into enemy hands, he would directly self-destruct and die. So after Su Zhuyi realized the opponent was a death warrior from Xueluo Sect, she never thought of extracting any information from his mouth. While he hid in the seaweed where she couldn’t kill him, Su Zhuyi didn’t want to let him go. Since this clamshell was related to the seaweed below, she naturally wouldn’t miss this opportunity – kill the person first, then talk.

The clamshell’s body moved, and with its swaying, the entire Tinghai Pavilion shook several times. Then its white shell gradually developed ring after ring of black patterns. After a moment, it consciously spit out another black pearl, with a faint intention of pleasing Su Zhuyi.

That black pearl wasn’t ordinary – its spiritual energy was exceptionally rich. What was more interesting was that, perhaps because it had absorbed too much resentful energy, the light around the black pearl seemed to have a peculiar soul suggestion effect. By consuming such black pearls, one could become more beautiful and maintain eternal youth.

“Don’t you love beauty? Don’t you want to become more beautiful?” A voice suddenly appeared in her mind. “Raise me, and I can make you more beautiful. Moreover, I can freeze your appearance at its most beautiful moment – time will never leave any traces on your face.”

“Don’t you want to become more beautiful?”

That voice repeated over and over in her mind, affecting her spirit. However, Su Zhuyi suddenly smiled: “But I think this face of mine is just right – there’s no way to make it more beautiful.”

That fool Qu Ningsu was bewitched by such temptation?

Unfortunately, Su Zhuyi had no interest in this clamshell or the pearls.

“What’s hidden in that seaweed below?”

When Su Zhuyi asked this, the clamshell realized she wouldn’t be bewitched, so it desperately vibrated trying to break free from the Broken Sword’s restraint. Black malevolent energy appeared around its body, looking like it wanted to fight Su Zhuyi to the death. Qinghe’s voice came from the communication talisman: “The seaweed below is acting strangely. What’s the situation up there?”

It seemed that Qinghe was below, suppressing this clam shell’s foundation, so although it desperately wanted to tear her apart, it was restrained by Qinghe and had no means of attack.

Su Zhuyi flicked her wrist, injecting spiritual energy into the flying sword. Then the flying sword turned, directly grinding the clam shell to pieces. The moment the clam shell shattered, Qinghe’s voice also came over: “Those tendrils are broken, I’m temporarily avoiding them.”

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi responded, then directly dove to the seabed.

One corpse after another sank to the bottom along with the broken tendrils. The surrounding seawater changed from azure blue to dark green, and the immortal bamboo flowers on the surface instantly withered, fully demonstrating how concentrated the resentful energy was here. When the tendrils were almost completely broken, Su Zhuyi saw something shiny under Tinghai Pavilion.

It was a ring that looked like it should be a soul weapon.

Soul weapons were created when powerful cultivators neared the end of their lifespans but didn’t want to completely vanish into dust. Before death, they would gradually divide and strip away their primordial spirit, refining magical treasures while injecting their primordial spirit into them. The moment the magical treasure was successfully refined was also when their physical body’s vitality was completely extinguished and their primordial spirit fully entered the soul weapon.

Soul weapon refinement was extremely harsh and almost impossible to succeed. Throughout history, Su Zhuyi had read so many books and only knew of one or two soul weapons. The vast majority of cultivators who wanted to keep their primordial spirit alive this way had their primordial spirit perish before their physical body, essentially killing themselves.

Unexpectedly, she could encounter a soul weapon here. The primordial spirit inside this soul weapon must have been a famous, mighty figure when alive. But after death, if too much time passes, the primordial spirit will gradually disappear. Even soul weapons are the same. Since it had already tempted others to commit evil, this proved that the soul weapon’s master, regardless of whether they were righteous or evil in life, had now become an evil entity.

However, seeing that it could only control and tempt others in such a small range was sufficient proof that this soul weapon had existed in heaven and earth for too long, and the primordial spirit had become very weak.

If it was just that level of soul temptation in Tinghai Pavilion, it couldn’t bewitch her at all.

Nevertheless, Su Zhuyi still didn’t rashly reach out to grab it. She was always quite cautious. Instead of extending her hand, she used the Broken Sword to tap it, knocking the ring several times before cutting through that mass of seaweed and letting the ring fall directly onto the sword.

The Broken Sword also had extremely strong pressure. It truly was a precious sword that surpassed immortal swords. Using it to suppress a soul weapon ring that looked ancient and unremarkable with little spiritual energy was perfect.

“Hold it down properly, Sword Ancestor!”

Broken Sword: “Hmph.”

Su Zhuyi held the sword level and slowly moved outward. She hadn’t walked far when she discovered the ring flew up, directly crashing toward her heart, but it couldn’t even break through her defensive barrier.

Sword Ancestor, you actually couldn’t suppress a broken ring!

Just then, Su Zhuyi heard a voice: “Liuguang Mirror, Liuguang Mirror…”

After repeating it twice, the ring’s light dimmed and fell directly into the sea. Su Zhuyi stood stunned in place. The primordial spirit in this soul weapon – he also knew about the Liuguang Mirror?

He could even sense the Liuguang Mirror on her body?

Who exactly was he? What relationship did he have with the Liuguang Mirror?

Chapter 82: Soul Body
Su Zhuyi came back to her senses and directly performed the Great Grasping Technique, catching the ring that was slowly sinking to the seabed in her hand.

She originally worried about the primordial spirit in the soul weapon harming people, which was why she hadn’t directly made contact. But now she couldn’t care about all that. Su Zhuyi carefully separated a strand of divine consciousness and injected it into the ring, wanting to establish contact with the primordial spirit inside the ring.

“Sword Ancestor, if I fall under his temptation and become immersed in it for a moment, you must wake me up!” While injecting her divine consciousness into the ring, Su Zhuyi didn’t forget to instruct the Sword Ancestor. Once he discovered her mind wasn’t clear, he shouldn’t be soft-hearted but must show the same vigor he used to smash her head before, and ruthlessly slap her skull.

The Sword Ancestor stopped humming and happily agreed with an “mm,” appearing extremely excited.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Her divine consciousness extended inward bit by bit, but the ring was filled with chaos. Su Zhuyi didn’t sense anything within the chaos. She carefully scanned inside and out thoroughly, yet still made no discoveries.

Su Zhuyi withdrew her divine consciousness and surfaced with a heavy expression.

The Liuguang Mirror was a Dao weapon.

Was the primordial spirit in that soul weapon the person who refined the Liuguang Mirror, or someone who had once used the Liuguang Mirror to be reborn?

Since the Liuguang Mirror had always existed between heaven and earth, perhaps many, many years ago, someone had also tried using the Liuguang Mirror for rebirth. After living again, did he achieve what he wished for?

For some reason, Su Zhuyi felt inexplicably heavy-hearted, as if that ring’s collision with her heart had left her chest stuffy and painful. Yet in reality, that ring hadn’t even broken through her defensive barrier. She squeezed the ring and asked: “Who are you? Do you know the Liuguang Mirror?”

“Do you know about the world inside the Liuguang Mirror? If someone is trapped inside the mirror, how should they be released?”

Su Zhuyi asked several questions in succession, but after the other party said those three words “Liuguang Mirror,” there wasn’t the slightest sound. Even that originally shiny antique ring had now become dim and lightless.

The primordial spirit in this soul weapon should be extremely weak, which was why he used such methods to absorb the resentful energy and remnant souls of the dead to maintain his primordial spirit’s immortality. Could it be that being stimulated by the Liuguang Mirror just now had caused his already feeble primordial spirit to become even more fragmented, so she couldn’t find him, and he had no way to respond?

Or perhaps he could peer into people’s hearts, knew that what she most wanted to know now was information about the Liuguang Mirror, so he deliberately called out “Liuguang Mirror” twice, waiting for her to find the primordial spirit to feed him?

Su Zhuyi felt somewhat restless. She slowly walked toward the sea surface, and by the time she stood on the water, Qinghe, who had originally avoided the area, had already returned.

“What was that thing below?” Qinghe asked.

“A soul weapon ring.” Su Zhuyi opened her hand, revealing the ring in her palm.

But Qinghe shook his head, “It’s not a soul weapon. There’s no primordial spirit inside.”

“There isn’t?” Su Zhuyi was stunned.

“There isn’t.” Qinghe nodded.

“Just now the primordial spirit inside spoke and called out a few words…” Su Zhuyi was certain there had been a primordial spirit before. She frowned, “Could it be that our primordial spirits aren’t strong enough, so we can’t sense whether there’s a primordial spirit inside?”

Qinghe didn’t answer, only looked at Su Zhuyi expressionlessly. His expression carried a trace of arrogance, with black energy billowing behind him.

He was now the Longquan Evil Sword. If even he couldn’t tell, how strong would the primordial spirit in this soul weapon have to be? If it were that strong, could they have so easily dealt with that ghostly thing under Tinghai Pavilion?

That ring had crashed toward her heart, and then the primordial spirit inside disappeared…

Gone?

Su Zhuyi’s heart jumped. Could it be that the primordial spirit was absorbed into the Liuguang Mirror? Then wouldn’t he have gone inside to keep Qin Jianglan company? Unfortunately, she couldn’t contact Qin Jianglan at all. Su Zhuyi felt anxious and didn’t even hear Qinghe’s subsequent questions.

“Do you know who the person who ambushed you was?” He had originally wanted to drag the person out, but when the seaweed broke apart and his divine consciousness invaded them, he discovered there was no longer any living person’s aura inside.

The person who ambushed her had died in the seaweed. He didn’t know who he was or why he wanted to kill Su Zhuyi – whether it was just for seizing treasures or for other reasons.

After Qinghe asked but didn’t hear Su Zhuyi’s answer, he noticed that Su Zhuyi seemed somewhat absent-minded at the moment, so he stopped asking.

…

“True Spirit Realm.”

Little Skull ran back to Qin Jianglan’s side with a terrified expression, shouting as he ran: “Little Uncle, Little Uncle, they’re all motionless, completely motionless.”

He covered his eyes with his hands as if he didn’t dare to look, running unsteadily, stepping on stones and nearly falling. Fortunately, Qin Jianglan caught him in time, preventing him from tumbling to the ground.

Little Skull looked up with teary eyes and said: “That city is all misty, and the people inside don’t have a trace of a living person’s aura. They’re all completely motionless, just like, just like…” He pulled out that clay figurine from Little Butterfly, “just like molded clay figures.”

All those people were completely motionless and didn’t have a trace of vitality, which terrified Little Skull. He was already afraid of ghosts, and now he hugged Qin Jianglan’s waist tightly, trembling all over.

Qin Jianglan soothingly patted Little Skull’s back, “Don’t be afraid, Uncle is here.”

Though he was comforting Wu’er, Qin Jianglan’s heart was also very heavy and oppressed.

Indeed, it was as he thought.

Originally, his heart still held a trace of hope, but now his guesses had all become reality. Where was this any True Spirit Realm? He was inside the Liuguang Mirror. He had sacrificed himself to the Liuguang Mirror, so he became the sacrifice, gradually becoming part of the Liuguang Mirror.

When his memories and his life were completely erased, he would be like all the others, sleeping eternally in the mirror, waiting for other sacrifices to appear again.

Qin Jianglan looked at the Songfeng Sword in his hand and suddenly smiled bitterly.

He said softly: “Wu’er.”

“Mm?”

“Didn’t you say there’s also a Songfeng Sword at your house’s entrance?”

“Yes, it grew into a big pine tree, green and lush, very beautiful to look at.” Mentioning other things shifted his attention, and Little Skull’s emotions stabilized. He stopped trembling and spoke enthusiastically: “Big Sister discovered it in the Sword Tomb. It’s very powerful – it’s grown on a cliff edge and never fallen, staying tall and straight. Big Sister said the Songfeng Sword is verdant like green pines, growing stronger through adversity. Even after experiencing wind, snow, and tempering, it remains unbending, just like Little Uncle.”

Qin Jianglan’s face showed no expression. He gently patted Little Skull and said indifferently, “The Songfeng Sword is good. Wu’er is also a good child, innocent and kind. Little Uncle will teach you Songfeng sword techniques. In the future, you should be upright and tall like green pines. After returning, use the Songfeng Sword to protect your Big Sister, alright?”

But Little Skull shook his head, “But Little Uncle, I already have a sword.” He took out his Zhuying Sword and waved it around a few times. “I like it.”

Then Little Skull added: “The Songfeng Sword is Little Uncle’s sword.”

Qin Jianglan was slightly dazed. He reached out, grasped at empty air, and a green glowing flying sword appeared in his grip.

Before, how had he never noticed?

Sword cultivators didn’t need to contract flying swords as natal magical treasures. When they cultivated to the pinnacle of the sword dao, they could achieve unity between person and sword. But the unity of person and sword was when he was wielding the flying sword, not turning himself into a sword. On the Wangtian Tree, he had sacrificed himself to the Liuguang Mirror, and the sacrifice was only himself – it didn’t include the Songfeng Sword.

He hoped he could return to over a thousand years ago, before Su Zhuyi entered Xueluo Sect, or even earlier would be fine. But actually, he also didn’t want to return to the distant past. What if he went back to when he was one or two hundred years old? Wouldn’t Su Zhuyi not have been born yet?

So he felt he should be three hundred years old.

So he felt his three-hundred-year-old self should already have the Songfeng Sword in hand.

His appearance in the Liuguang Mirror only depended on how he imagined himself to be.

If the Songfeng Sword were real, how could he still wield this sword after falling into demonic cultivation? The Songfeng Sword in Su Zhuyi’s hands was the real Songfeng Sword, while this Songfeng Sword in his hands was just an illusion formed by the Liuguang Mirror to satisfy him.

This mirror hoped he would live muddleheadedly in this world, forget muddleheadedly, and when his memories completely disappeared and he was thoroughly erased, he would never again be able to stir up any storms. The reason he could persist for so long was because in that outside world, someone still remembered him. Otherwise, he would have long ago merged with other living beings.

Also, the variable of Little Skull being here had finally made him aware of what he was experiencing. Instead of forgetting muddleheadedly, he had learned the truth of the matter.

The Songfeng Sword in his hand gradually disappeared. Qin Jianglan looked at his empty hand with a somewhat melancholy expression.

Could it be that he really could never get out?

Just then, Qin Jianglan suddenly heard a human voice behind him. That voice was ethereal and elusive, as if very far from him, and for a moment he couldn’t hear clearly what it was saying…

Qin Jianglan listened intently, and then his whole body shook. He heard that voice saying: “Liuguang Mirror, Liuguang Mirror!”

He whirled around and saw not far behind him a phantom human figure stumbling forward while muttering: “Liuguang Mirror, Liuguang Mirror…”

Little Skull stared blankly at the figure approaching. After a moment, he screamed: “Ahhhhh, a ghost! A ghost!”

Shaken by his soul pressure, that stumbling figure became even more inhuman, as if directly scattered by the shock. Qin Jianglan immediately covered Little Skull’s mouth. This person was a soul body, completely different from the other people in the mirror. He knew about the Liuguang Mirror – perhaps he would also know how to get out!

Chapter 83: Unseemly Behavior
“Don’t be afraid, that’s not a ghost.” Qin Jianglan gently patted Little Skull’s back, his voice also very soft. “That person just has an unstable primordial spirit. We need to help him.”

Little Skull was kind-hearted, and now, hearing that someone needed help, he wasn’t particularly afraid anymore. Under his little uncle’s comfort, he calmed down and hid behind Qin Jianglan, craning his head to look. Seeing that the figure seemed incomplete, as if it could be scattered by a gust of wind, he also asked anxiously: “Then what should we do?”

Qin Jianglan said, “Wu’er, your spiritual energy is pure. First, wrap him up to prevent his primordial spirit from dissipating.” Although he didn’t know if it would be effective, that person’s primordial spirit was too weak. Just now, he could still mutter a few words, but now he was like a wisp of smoke. If they didn’t find a way, he would dissipate between heaven and earth.

Originally, this was inside the Liuguang Mirror, so he would probably scatter even faster.

“Oh.” Wu’er nodded. He was very skilled at this task, having used spiritual energy to wrap around Xiaoxiao for years to prevent Big Sister from seeing her. From time to time, Big Sister would also have him conceal Qinghe, so using spiritual energy to wrap things was his specialty. Little Skull agreed and deployed his spiritual energy to gradually wrap around that primordial spirit, completely encircling it within a spiritual energy barrier without missing a bit.

Although the True Spirit Realm inside the Liuguang Mirror was problematic, the things within were real. It seemed that during refinement or sacrifice, the entire realm had been collected into the mirror. The magical treasures, pills, and such inside could all be used and could also be brought to the outside world. However, if taken out, they would become very worn, but they were still usable inside.

After thinking, Qin Jianglan added, “I’ll go into the city to look around and see if there’s anything that can gather souls and nourish spirits.” Even knowing that entering would drain his vitality, he couldn’t care about that now.

Hearing Qin Jianglan say this, Little Skull was immediately stunned and hesitated: “But the people inside are all lifeless. They don’t move, like clay figures.” He clenched his fists and drew circles on the ground with his toes, appearing very nervous. After a moment, he lowered his head and said, “Little Uncle, let me go.”

He lowered his head with tears in his eye sockets. Because his head was down, those teardrops fell directly onto the grass tips.

It would naturally be good if Wu’er could go. If Qin Jianglan entered, the people inside would come alive. Although they would generally satisfy his conditions, those people also had consciousness and thoughts. To smoothly obtain what he wanted would take considerable time. But Wu’er was so afraid, and he might not be able to distinguish what were soul-nourishing and spirit-gathering items. Therefore, Qin Jianglan slightly shook his head, having Little Skull watch over that primordial spirit that was about to scatter. He turned to leave but was grabbed by the sleeve by Little Skull.

“Little Uncle, I’ll go.” Little Skull raised his head. In his skull, eye sockets were two clusters of ghostly green flames, and his mouth corners stretched as if smiling. “You’re different from them.”

You still have vitality on you.

You have flesh and blood, you’re different from them. And in these years of not seeing each other, Little Skull could sense it – he could feel changes in Little Uncle. Previously, he didn’t know what those changes were, but after seeing those “clay figures” this time, Little Skull felt that Little Uncle was beginning to resemble those clay figures.

His mouth stretched wider, as if his smile deepened, and he patted his chest with his left hand: “I’m the same as them.”

Although he had always stayed at Luoxue Peak without going out much, Little Skull’s divine consciousness was so strong that even sitting on Luoxue Peak, as long as he consciously looked, he could see the other peaks of Gujian Sect, see other disciples, and their newly accepted disciples.

In recent years, the Gujian Sect had also accepted a young boy and a girl. Those disciples said they were brought from Fuquan Town. Those two children had good aptitude and greatly admired Big Sister and Elder Sister.

Those two children were about the same age as Little Skull. He secretly heard that one was called Wang Baolu and the other Li Ruifeng.

They had flesh on their bodies and faces that were fair and tender, especially that little girl whose round face would turn red like a red apple when she ran urgently.

Little Skull had wanted to go play with the children.

Previously, Big Sister said he was too thin and might scare others, so she didn’t let him show himself. So he had always been obedient and didn’t dare appear before others. But for those few days, he secretly watched those two children, secretly watched them play, watched them eat and watched them cultivate…

After watching for a long time, Little Skull really couldn’t resist and secretly went to find that little girl to play one evening, bringing his beloved little things – woven grass figures and a beautiful flower…

However, as soon as he showed his face, that little girl was frightened to tears.

Tears and snot flowed out as she screamed at him in terror: “A ghost!”

Just like how he feared those ghosts.

Little Skull was first stunned, then immediately disappeared. When he disappeared, no one could detect him, so everyone just thought the little girl had a nightmare, and finally, the little girl also thought she had just had a nightmare.

But Little Skull understood everything.

He wasn’t stupid at all. He understood immediately.

He also had no vitality on him – only spiritual energy.

He had no flesh and blood, was just a skeleton frame, and couldn’t grow taller because he was a ghostly creature.

Only Big Sister and the others weren’t afraid of him. So Big Sister had him hide and not let others see him.

He became increasingly afraid of ghosts.

Wasn’t it because he feared this kind of self?

But he was a sensible child. He also knew it wasn’t right for Big Sister to raise a ghost, so he said nothing and still appeared carefree every day. He already had small sorrows in his heart, just quietly hidden away.

At first, he worried Big Sister would notice something wrong, but Big Sister worked so hard cultivating every day that she didn’t notice, which put his mind at ease. Later, when Cancan wrapped him in silk and he looked much better, he gradually forgot the worries and unhappiness of that time, only to have them resurface now in that ghost city. He wondered if he would eventually only be able to stay in such cities, staying with those lifeless “clay figures,” never again seeing Big Sister, Xiaoxiao, and the others?

He was so afraid of such a day.

“Little Uncle.” Little Skull tugged Qin Jianglan’s sleeve. “I’m the same as them. You can’t become like them…”

“I know what soul-gathering and spirit-nourishing things are. There are many spirit beasts in our backyard mountain that teach me things. There’s a kind of spirit-nourishing flower that’s very beautiful. The snakes and flowers on the mountain fight over that flower every day.” After saying this, the two flame clusters in his eyes suddenly became bright and dazzling. Then he stomped his foot, clenched his fists, and charged into that dead city with a loud shout. Little Skull was very powerful – even Qin Jianglan couldn’t hold him back when he charged like this. Moreover, his speed was extremely fast, like a white light that appeared inside the city in the blink of an eye. The city was full of thick fog, and Qin Jianglan couldn’t see clearly from outside what the scene inside actually was.

During these few days with Little Skull, Qin Jianglan felt that the murderous aura in his heart had decreased considerably.

He thought Su Zhuyi must have had great changes in this lifetime, too, because she had such a kind child accompanying her.

“Thank you.” Qin Jianglan looked at that blurry town, at that flickering white light in the mist, feeling grateful.

Thank you for staying by her side in my place.

Thank you for still thinking of sharing my worries despite being so afraid.

…

Su Zhuyi was in a bad mood.

She had encountered someone who knew about the Liuguang Mirror, but that person had disappeared. She didn’t know if he had crashed into the mirror. What a strange affair.

She had no clues now, and overthinking was useless. Since Qin Jianglan wouldn’t contact her and there was nothing she could do, fortunately, Little Skull was now with him, so when Little Skull returned, she could ask clearly. Therefore, Su Zhuyi stopped thinking about what she couldn’t understand and instead wandered around the area, collecting some things that caught her eye before boarding Qinghe’s flying magical treasure to head home.

On the magical treasure, Qinghe asked again. This time Su Zhuyi said: “A death warrior from Xueluo Sect.”

“Someone probably paid Xueluo Sect’s death warriors to kill. The only person I’ve offended should be that Hua Yining, right? I disfigured her face, and in just a few years, how could that face of hers heal? Now she probably wants to tear me apart alive every time she sees my face.” Su Zhuyi chuckled coldly. “Only she has the financial resources to hire Xueluo Sect’s death warriors.”

Hua Yining’s father was a pill elder of the Yunxiao Sect. Last time, to buy a spirit-nourishing pill from him for Master Luo Ying, even the sect master was severely overcharged.

“Xueluo Sect?”

Today’s Xueluo Sect could at most be considered a second-rate sect. It was normal that Qinghe didn’t know about them.

Although Xueluo Sect was of the demonic path, they hadn’t done anything spectacular outside. They generally killed people and selected disciples from remote, small villages of mortals, and their ability to destroy evidence was extremely high – basically nothing could be traced back to them. Mortal lives were cheap, and if they were too remote and particularly far from cultivation sects, they really could just die, and even if nearby cultivators investigated, they basically couldn’t find out who did it, ultimately leaving things unresolved.

Therefore, Xueluo Sect was unknown in the early stages. In her previous life, if Qin Jianglan hadn’t happened to encounter them, Xueluo Sect could have hidden even deeper with no one knowing. In this lifetime without Qin Jianglan, it was even more normal that no one knew about Xueluo Sect.

But internally, Xueluo Sect was an asura field. Out of a hundred disciples, if one could survive after ten years, that was already considered good. The Su Zhuyi of that time had fought her way out of mountains of corpses and seas of blood. The fellow disciples she had killed probably numbered in the thousands. So at that time, how could she possibly have any fellow disciple affection? Every fellow disciple was an enemy to her.

“Yes, Xueluo Sect.” Su Zhuyi had been in a somewhat bad mood, but mentioning Xueluo Sect made her eyes brighten. “A demonic path sect that specializes in training assassins. I estimate this time it was Hua Yining who found Xueluo Sect’s death warriors to kill me…”

She was now sitting crookedly, propping her chin with one hand. She winked at Qinghe and chuckled softly: “Xueluo Sect has quite a few good things inside. Should we go raid them?”

Su Zhuyi was accustomed to being a demoness. Displaying her beauty before men was also one of her methods. Throwing seductive glances was completely unconscious behavior. After speaking, she looked at Qinghe with smiling eyes and brows, only to see Qinghe glance at her coldly: “I cannot kill people.”

Indeed, what a pity. Su Zhuyi thought to herself. The Xueluo Sect had several very powerful cultivators who were also deeply hidden. In her previous life, she never completely figured out that sect even to the end. Speaking of which, Xueluo Sect was just the knife. What she currently needed to deal with was the person behind the scenes, and also the spy hidden in the shadows at Gujian Sect.

Without someone informing them, how would they know she had gone down the mountain and headed toward Suyue Sect?

Su Zhuyi thought while brushing aside disheveled hair at her temples. Just as she was about to change to a reclining position, she heard Qinghe say coldly: “Sit properly.”

This junior sister of his didn’t seem like a sword cultivator at all. What misfortune for the sect.

Whether to kill or not to kill made no difference to Qinghe, but her manner, resembling a Hehuan Sect female cultivator, was truly unseemly behavior. Now Qinghe wouldn’t constantly say she disgraced their master’s face. He would only feel that he hadn’t guided his junior sister well and planned to seriously teach her when they returned.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Chapter 84: Quicksand River
Su Zhuyi and the others hadn’t hidden from anyone when they went down the mountain this time.

The Gujian Sect had formations, and other disciples had to register when entering or leaving the mountain gate. This rule just didn’t apply to those from Luoxue Peak.

They also had a rule that new disciples couldn’t leave the mountain for a hundred years. Su Zhuyi going down the mountain was originally against regulations, but she had already gone out once to Changning Village with the sect master’s approval. Moreover, her trip had subdued the flying corpse and spread Gujian Sect’s good reputation, so everyone tacitly agreed that she, having reached the Golden Core stage, could go down the mountain. Therefore, the gatekeepers didn’t stop her when they saw her leave, instead waving goodbye with smiles.

Most importantly, Su Zhuyi walked together with Qinghe. Everyone who saw that ice block Qinghe wished they could stay as far away as possible and didn’t dare stop her at all.

“Quite a few people knew I was going down the mountain. Who could have leaked the information?”

According to her past behavior, if she discovered someone in a sect was secretly harming her but couldn’t identify the target, she would chop up all the cultivators in the entire sect. That definitely wouldn’t work now.

Her strength was insufficient, so she could only endure it.

When she left Gujian Sect, she wore a mask to conceal her identity, and Qinghe did the same. Moreover, the flying magical treasure they rode this time wasn’t Qinghe’s flashy red cloud fan, but a dark, somber black qin-colored ancient qin. Yet they were still targeted by Xueluo Sect’s death warriors.

Such tracking secret techniques did exist, but they needed her hair or flesh and blood aura…

Having endured so long in Xueluo Sect in her previous life, she was especially careful in these aspects – not even a single hair would fall into others’ hands. Thinking this way, it seemed only the Soul-Refining Whip from last time could have been stained with her flesh and blood aura. After all, she had been whipped by the Soul-Refining Whip.

Thinking this way, the scope was greatly narrowed, but the identities of those few people were somewhat troublesome.

Peak Master Yun?

Peak Master Yun had always been dissatisfied with Luoxue Peak and had nearly been injured by her Songfeng sword qi last time. Could it be Peak Master Yun?

Su Zhuyi sat on the flying magical treasure, thinking while taking out a small round mirror from her storage magical treasure. She then undid her hair bun and re-styled it into a flying fairy bun, then took out rouge and powder she had casually taken from Suyue Sect to draw her eyebrows and apply rouge and lipstick. The originally beautiful girl, with slight adornment, became dazzlingly gorgeous, her beauty possessing an aggressive and attacking quality, as if wherever she was, everyone else could only retreat in shame, becoming dim and colorless.

Like on the Wangtian Tree, in that dark little room, the only bright shark pearl. Everything around was hidden in darkness, only the night pearl blazing brilliantly.

Seeing her sitting there applying makeup, Qinghe simply closed his eyes – out of sight, out of mind.

After Su Zhuyi finished her grooming and saw Qinghe with his eyes closed, she snorted coldly: “Someone in the sect is informing outsiders, leaking my whereabouts. He thinks I’ll die, so I must return looking devastatingly beautiful. When the time comes, you lock your divine consciousness on the surroundings and watch carefully. If anyone behaves strangely, definitely don’t let them go.”

It was hard to find clues now, so it was better to try this approach. Maybe she could discover something, and even if she discovered nothing, she had no losses.

Returning to the sect, Qinghe concealed his form while Su Zhuyi swaggered around various places. When she walked, her mouth corners held a smile, and if anyone greeted her, she would smile in response. After making a complete round, Su Zhuyi asked Qinghe: “Did you sense anyone acting improperly?”

Qinghe: “…”

He answered sulkily: “No.”

Almost everyone had expressions of being mesmerized. These people were truly shallow.

When they returned to Luoxue Peak, Qinghe took out a storage bag and handed it to Su Zhuyi. When passing the item, he asked with a cold face: “Have you been secretly practicing Hehuan Sect’s seduction arts?”

Su Zhuyi took the storage bag, slightly raised her chin, and asked imperiously: “Do I need to learn that?”

Qinghe glanced at her without arguing, directly turned, and walked to Master Luo Ying’s room door. Seeing this, Su Zhuyi made a dismissive sound and returned to her room. She stood by the stone tablet at her door for a while, placing one hand on the tablet and saying softly: “Tell me, do I need to learn seduction arts?”

On the Wangtian Tree, her meridians were completely severed, and she had not a trace of spiritual energy. Even if she had learned some seduction arts then, she couldn’t have used them at all. But without seduction arts, hadn’t she still lured the world’s foremost sword dao supreme into bed?

Thinking of the past, Su Zhuyi’s cheeks flushed slightly. She wasn’t being shy, just…

She suddenly missed Qin Jianglan a bit. After all, that fellow was naturally gifted, and the experience was indeed somewhat soul-stirring. Lightly tapping the stone tablet with her fingers, Su Zhuyi pursed her lips slightly, her voice melodious and husky: “Qin Jianglan, don’t you think so?”

…

After standing by the stone tablet for a moment, Su Zhuyi slowly returned to her room.

She felt somewhat restless and simply recited the Calming Heart Incantation twice before settling down a bit. She suddenly remembered the past – Qin Jianglan used to recite the Calming Heart Incantation every day. Was he reciting it for her to hear?

Perhaps he was reciting it for himself. After all, with a demoness constantly swaying before his eyes and teasing him anytime, anywhere, without cease, his ability to persist so long was quite impressive.

Su Zhuyi shook her head. She couldn’t keep thinking about those matters. She gathered her mind and extended her divine consciousness into the storage bag Qinghe had given her, discovering many magical treasures inside, including those two Floating Life Mirrors. It seemed that although Qinghe’s mouth was annoyingly unpleasant, he wouldn’t neglect what needed to be done.

After inventorying what Qinghe had taken, Su Zhuyi found four spirit treasures, several types of high-grade pill-refining and weapon-forging materials, and top-grade spirit stones stored in special spirit boxes. One square little spirit box contained ten thousand top-grade spirit stones, and there were fifteen such boxes here, meaning one hundred and fifty thousand top-grade spirit stones. She could use these spirit stones to set up a spirit-gathering formation, making Luoxue Peak’s spiritual energy even more abundant, which would speed up her cultivation.

Among the four spirit treasures was a small round shield. The shield looked very small with bright colors – Su Zhuyi thought it would be perfect for Little Skull. There was also a golden bell that belonged around a dog’s neck, probably made by Fan Jinxin like the golden silk soft armor on her body – truly ugly.

The remaining items were a flying magical treasure and a pill furnace. Su Zhuyi could use the flying magical treasure, and she could also refine pills, though in her previous life, she more often refined poisons. Now the priority was cultivation to improve her realm and find a way to sense the Liuguang Mirror, so she had no plans to refine pills for now.

In the past, she would have been very happy to see so many cultivation resources, but now she didn’t feel particularly excited, probably because she lacked nothing. She alone enjoyed almost all of Luoxue Peak’s cultivation resources and could go to Cangfeng to get anything she was missing. Thinking this way, there seemed to be no need to raid others.

She was different from before.

She tossed the items aside with little interest and began meditating to cultivate. Only when her divine consciousness was completely exhausted did she stop and go outside to practice swordwork.

Two days later, the sect master appeared at Luoxue Peak, bringing news about Quicksand River.

Quicksand River wasn’t actually a river, but a spiritual energy spring eye, yet different from ordinary spiritual springs.

The spring eye only produced water every thousand years, and after one night could barely fill a small pond. After filling up, the spring eye would dry up again. Cultivators soaking in the spiritual spring could nourish their primordial spirit, and that spring water refined into pills could also improve cultivation aptitude and cleanse marrow and temper the body – truly a precious treasure.

After this spiritual spring was discovered, everyone wanted to claim it. Later, the Yunxiao Sect and the four major sects reached an agreement to jointly seal Quicksand River. Each time it produced water, they would determine the final distribution through competitions.

“Cultivators who have soaked in Quicksand River are all now at the Nascent Soul stage, clearly the power holders of their respective sects,” the sect master said with a smile.

So are you saying that only by soaking in the spiritual spring can one break through to Nascent Soul, or that one can become a sect master?

Su Zhuyi chuckled twice in her heart. She had never heard of Quicksand River in her previous life, so they truly valued this Quicksand River highly.

“Producing water once every thousand years – then Master never soaked in it,” Su Zhuyi said indifferently.

Yet Luo Ying was the Gujian Sect’s most formidable sword cultivator.

“Luo Ying ate quite a few Spirit Marrow Pills back then,” the sect master glared at Su Zhuyi and pretended to be angry: “Don’t interrupt. Let me finish.”

“Originally, we planned to have Qinghe go,” he looked at Su Zhuyi, “but after careful consideration, we think perhaps you going would be better.”

“Why?”

“Quicksand River nourishes the spirit, but not everyone can soak in it continuously. Each time, only five people can enter that spring water pool – Yunxiao Sect and the four major sects each send one person, forming a perfect circle.”

“Over these years, we’ve discovered that the younger, stronger in primordial spirit, and higher in cultivation aptitude one is, the longer they can soak in Quicksand River. The longer the soaking, the greater the potential and limitless prospects. So after all five people exit the river, we distribute that pool of spring water according to the length of soaking time.”

“So those Spirit Marrow Pills are made from other people’s bath water? And it’s a five-person communal bath?” Su Zhuyi asked in some shock.

Master Luo Ying had grown up eating such Spirit Marrow Pills!

Sect Master: “…”

Duan Linshu darkened his face and shouted: “Focus! What nonsense are you thinking about all day!”

His disciple’s attention always went astray – he wanted to flick her forehead!

“Anyway, this time we’ve decided to have you go. You’re young and already at the mid-Golden Core stage. Even your master can’t match this cultivation speed. I believe you can persist to the end.” The sect master patted Su Zhuyi’s shoulder. “Gujian Sect has always been the eternal second place. Whether we can win this time depends on you.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She had just been lamenting that she could enjoy all of Luoxue Peak’s cultivation resources alone, and now it was time to serve the sect. It wasn’t particularly annoying – it seemed she had some favorable feelings toward the Gujian Sect. Of course, she absolutely wouldn’t let go of whoever leaked her whereabouts.

“Fine.” She could improve her primordial spirit power anyway – it would be a waste not to go.

Chapter 85: Hot Spring Bath
Three days later, the sect master led Su Zhuyi to Quicksand River.

Quicksand River’s location was secret. The Yunxiao Sect master and the four major sect masters each held a key. Each master only brought one disciple for the bathing, and it must be said their secrecy was excellent, tightly controlling information about Quicksand River’s specific location among a few people, which was why Su Zhuyi in her previous life did not know such a place.

That Yunxiao Sect and the four major sects could far surpass other cultivation sects surely had some secret resources, and these were things a demonic path demoness could never access.

Quicksand River wasn’t far – flying from Gujian Sect took only a day.

When Su Zhuyi and the others arrived, cultivators from Yunxiao Sect, Dong Fushang Sect, and Danhe Sect were already there, with only Xundao Sect yet to arrive.

“Old Duan, you’re here,” said the speaker, Dan Qingshan, master of Danhe Sect. He wore a jade crown and white Daoist robes, appearing very scholarly.

Danhe Sect cultivators liked wearing white Daoist robes with wide pipa sleeves, cross-collar right lapel, side slits with hidden pleats, tied with sashes. The collar and hem were embroidered with black-lined red-crowned cranes. On the surface, they looked immortal and Daoist, but they were a group of pill refiners and medicine sellers, each extremely shrewd. Su Zhuyi had dealt with Danhe Sect cultivators before – she wasn’t deceived often in her previous life, but fell for their tricks twice at Danhe Sect. However, there was no choice – some pills had to be bought.

Standing beside Dan Qingshan was a young female cultivator who looked somewhat familiar. After Su Zhuyi thought carefully, she remembered who this person was.

Dan Ruyun.

In her previous life, she had an excellent relationship with Su Qingxun. The two had even explored secret realms together, seemingly going through life and death together in those realms, forming a deep friendship. Su Zhuyi remembered her because she happened to be in a good mood that year and spared Su Qingxun and those around her, including Dan Ruyun.

“Mm, you all arrived so early,” the sect masters exchanged pleasantries. Su Zhuyi stood in place without moving, but she sensed several prying gazes.

Yunxiao Sect brought Qin Chuan, which was within her expectations – Triple Yang Convergence Constitution wasn’t something ordinary people could match.

She had no impression of the disciple from Dong Fushang Sect, and Dong Fushang Sect had no intention of introductions. Their sect master had a grim face, clearly overwhelmed by the current scandals plaguing Dong Fushang Sect, putting him in a bad mood.

Qin Chuan wanted to greet Su Zhuyi, but seeing her continuously meditating with closed eyes, showing no intention of talking to him, his gaze darkened, and he ultimately didn’t speak.

After everyone waited for a quarter hour, people from the Xundao Sect also arrived. The five sect masters took out their keys and combined them, opening a barrier. Only after the barrier opened did Su Zhuyi discover that this seemingly barren mountaintop hid such a fairyland.

It was a mountain valley surrounded by clouds and mist that made the red maple forest appear and disappear. A breeze blew past, and red leaves danced through the sky like fluttering butterflies, appearing and vanishing behind the light gauze, as if playing hide-and-seek or like twinkling stars.

“Wow, so beautiful!” Dan Ruyun couldn’t help exclaiming in admiration. Not only her, the other three young men looked delighted. Only Su Zhuyi showed no expression, appearing very calm.

She thought to herself that the sea of clouds and stars on the Wangtian Tree was more beautiful than here.

“Quicksand River is in the valley,” Yunxiao Sect’s master entered the barrier first. After he went in, the other sect masters crossed the barrier one by one, followed by the disciples. Su Zhuyi wasn’t in a hurry to go forward, waiting until others had entered before slowly stepping into the barrier.

Stepping on fallen leaves, the group slowly walked into the red maple forest and soon came before a pond.

The pond was surrounded by red maple trees, and the water surface was already floating with a layer of red leaves. After those red leaves fell into the water, they seemed to become like red jade, looking very crystal clear.

“These leaves soaked in spiritual spring are also a rare pill-refining material. This year, there are so many leaves – they should be carefully divided later.”

“You should all know the rules, so I won’t say much. After entering, fighting is strictly forbidden. The longer you persist, the greater the benefits. You five, go in.”

The pond wasn’t large, and the pool water wasn’t deep.

The five people sat adjacent to each other, with just enough distance for half an arm’s length between each person.

After they entered, they stripped off their clothes one by one and threw them out. Only then did Su Zhuyi realize that soaking in the spiritual spring required removing clothes. The five of them – three men and two women – were actually mixed together soaking in the spiritual spring like this?

Seeing the other four all looked like they knew what to expect, Su Zhuyi realized their sect masters must have explained this, yet Duan Linshu hadn’t mentioned anything about this aspect. Su Zhuyi didn’t know what to say. Was he worried that if he told her, she wouldn’t want to come? She wasn’t such a prudish person.

Su Zhuyi also entered the water, then discovered that this layer of crystal-clear red leaves on the water surface had the effect of blocking divine consciousness. That meant even if she stripped completely naked, her body hidden below the water surface couldn’t be seen by anyone, so she wasn’t embarrassed. She took off her clothes and threw them out. However, Su Zhuyi did observe Dan Ruyun and discovered that Dan Ruyun’s pile of clothes didn’t include a chest wrap or undergarments, so she also didn’t remove those, sitting cross-legged in the pool wearing her chest wrap and undergarments.

The spring water was warm. After going in, Su Zhuyi circulated her cultivation method to regulate breathing. She discovered the spiritual energy here was indeed rich – richer than Luoxue Peak, even richer than the spiritual energy on Wangtian Tree. It truly was a good place, so she also gathered her mind and devoted herself completely to cultivation.

Cultivating and circulating the cultivation method would absorb the pool’s spiritual energy, and how good one’s aptitude was, whose aptitude was better, would be very intuitively displayed at this time.

Those with better aptitude would absorb more spiritual energy, and more red leaves would gather around them.

Su Zhuyi had a habit – she could focus on two things at once. Not completely focusing on two things, but when cultivating, even while concentrating fully on cultivation, she would separate a strand of divine consciousness to pay attention to surrounding movements. This was practiced in her previous life. No matter when, where, or how she cultivated, she could never completely ignore the external environment, otherwise, she wouldn’t know how she died.

If someone ambushed her while she entered a completely absorbed cultivation state, in an environment like Xueluo Sect, there would only be a dead end. Although in this life she wasn’t so cautious on Luoxue Peak, at this moment, there were still outsiders around. No matter what, Su Zhuyi would be on guard. So she saw that the layer of red leaves originally floating on the water surface began gradually approaching the cultivators in the pool. The number of red leaves around Qin Chuan and her was about the same, occupying three-fourths of the red leaves in the pool, while the remaining red leaves surrounded the other three people respectively. Among those three, the boy from Dong Fushang Sect had slightly more, followed by the male cultivator from Xundao Sect, and Dan Ruyun had the least.

This was fucking embarrassing.

The number of red leaves around Xundao Sect and Dan Ruyun wasn’t much, not enough to cover their bodies. Dan Ruyun was fine, wearing a chest wrap and undergarments, but that male cultivator from Xundao Sect was sitting naked in the pool. Those few scattered leaves surrounding him basically couldn’t block much…

Out of sight, out of mind. Having her completely withdraw divine consciousness and not guard against others was impossible. Su Zhuyi continued cultivating and discovered that after soaking in the pool water, as her cultivation method circulated, a layer of misty vapor appeared in her dantian and consciousness sea. Her consciousness sea was sealed, as if half of her consciousness sea couldn’t be controlled. But now that vapor floated above the consciousness sea, causing even her sealed consciousness sea to ripple slightly, as if the seal had loosened.

This Quicksand River spiritual spring indeed had the effect of nourishing divine consciousness!

With the seal loosening and consciousness sea rippling, although the seal wasn’t broken, it allowed her divine consciousness to briefly recover. As spiritual energy flowed through her body, Su Zhuyi seemed to sense the existence of the Liuguang Mirror.

In her previous life, she could sense the Liuguang Mirror. So being unable to sense it after rebirth was because her primordial spirit was sealed. As long as her primordial spirit seal was released, the connection between the Liuguang Mirror and her soul would surely exist.

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi felt her heartbeat seemed to quicken. She captured traces of the Liuguang Mirror and immediately injected a strand of divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror, asking: “Qin Jianglan, are you inside?”

…

Inside the Liuguang Mirror, a voice suddenly appeared like muffled thunder exploding.

Both Qin Jianglan and Little Skull were stunned on the spot.

A pair of eyes and a pair of eye sockets looked at each other, both saying simultaneously: “Did you hear that?”

“Big Sister!”

“Su Zhuyi!”

Chapter 86: Heart’s Delight
Su Zhuyi captured the presence of the Liuguang Mirror. She immediately infused her divine consciousness into the mirror and called out for Qin Jianglan.

When her divine consciousness entered the Liuguang Mirror, everything was blurry. She couldn’t see clearly what was inside at all, naturally not knowing whether Qin Jianglan was truly within.

It had always been speculation, but only this time was she so close to the truth. Was he inside? Was Little Skull in there, too?

Su Zhuyi’s heart pounded frantically. She felt a trace of nervousness.

The next moment, she heard Little Skull’s voice. That wildly beating heart seemed to leap to her throat in that instant.

“Big sister, big sister’s voice, is big sister in the sky?” Little Skull looked up at the sky. The sky wasn’t as gray and hazy as before—it was azure, yet not quite the same as the sky above Luoxue Peak. The sky here had some clouds and mist interweaving, as if cutting the sky into pieces, giving it a somewhat fragmented feeling.

He could only hear the voice but couldn’t see the person. Excitedly tugging at Qin Jianglan’s sleeve, bouncing and touching, “Little uncle, little uncle, did you hear that?”

Qin Jianglan also looked up at the sky.

After a brief moment of distraction, he flew directly into the sky and said in a clear voice: “Present.”

“I am here.”

When he realized he was gradually losing his memories, gradually being erased, Qin Jianglan’s heart was extremely heavy and oppressed. Alone, dwelling in a quiet and eerie world, every blade of grass and tree here was silently devouring his spiritual energy, his vitality, his memories. Every day, he would forget some things, and though he knew he had forgotten a period, he had no idea who was in those times, what important things he shouldn’t forget.

He would gradually forget his relatives, fellow disciples, master, beloved one…

He would even forget his sword, his Sword Dao…

He wanted to remember, but despite exhausting every method to remember, it was all in vain. So Qin Jianglan felt his heart had become possessed by demons. Only after Little Skull’s arrival did he improve slightly. Yet it was only a little improvement. Every day, when telling Little Skull about past events, Qin Jianglan wore a smile on his face while his heart remained knotted with depression. Only after a primordial spirit crashed into the Liuguang Mirror did he have a thread of hope.

But this hope was also extremely faint.

Soul-nourishing lamps, soul-nourishing grass, soul-gathering formations were all used. Wu’er also continuously wrapped him with spiritual energy, but there was no effect. That primordial spirit, since entering and saying a few words, had never revealed another word since, and his primordial spirit was unstable, unable even to condense into human form.

Unexpectedly, he would hear Su Zhuyi’s voice. The appearance of this voice made Qin Jianglan’s heart, which had nearly sunk to the bottom of the valley and was gradually cooling with increasingly slow beats, begin pounding again, as if it wanted to leap out of his chest, as if a flame was burning within his body.

“Present, I am here…” He flew in the air, responding loudly. In his mind appeared Su Zhuyi on the Wangtian Tree—she sat barefoot by the wooden house, feet dangling outside the house, hands cupped around her mouth, shouting toward the distance as if she wanted to break her throat…

Though at that time, she usually shouted things like, “Qin, you old dog, hurry up and let me out!”

And now, though he didn’t shout and yell like she did, his loud response seemed to vent all the gloom in his chest along with that reply, relaxing his constantly tense nerves. It was like a gentle breeze blowing across his face, smoothing his furrowed brow, like sunlight shining into his heart, warming his gradually cooling heart, like hearing her hum unknown little tunes beside him as before.

Su Zhuyi was also stunned. She couldn’t sense Qin Jianglan’s presence but heard his voice coming from inside the mirror.

She instinctively pressed her hand against her heart, somewhat afraid of losing the Liuguang Mirror’s position again. Though pressing like this had no effect, Su Zhuyi felt much more at ease. She first laughed twice, her voice sounding extremely arrogant, “Qin, you old dog, back then you imprisoned me for six hundred years and wouldn’t let me out. Now the tables have turned! Heaven truly has eyes—I never expected that upon rebirth, I’d immediately get to repay this blood debt!”

“Back then, I begged you every day. If you say something nice, I’ll consider finding a way to let you out. Otherwise, you can stay in there for the rest of your life.” Right now, she truly felt like a petty person who had gained power.

“Oh, still staying silent with me, not making a sound? Before, I begged you and you wouldn’t respond. Now you’re begging me…”

“Su Zhuyi.”

A low, hoarse voice came through—a sandy sound, like feet stepping on withered leaves, like insects crawling on her heart, tickling her with a tingling itch. It was quite different from the cold, jade-like voice in her memory, causing the haughty Su Zhuyi, whose tail was nearly raised to the sky, to be slightly taken aback. Then she pretended to be nonchalant: “Speak up, I’m listening.”

“My heart delights in you, unchanging for this lifetime.”

Supreme Forgetfulness of Emotions—I am unwilling, don’t dare, don’t want to forget.

Su Zhuyi felt a bit sweet, as if she’d eaten candy, but she still scoffed dismissively, pouting, “It’s not like I didn’t know.”

She knew Qin Jianglan liked her.

Having done so much for her, how could she not know? She knew, and she wouldn’t pretend not to know. You liking me is perfectly normal, isn’t it? There are plenty of people who are like me. Though Su Zhuyi felt his words weren’t particularly moving, she didn’t dwell on it too much this time and instead asked: “What’s your situation inside the mirror?”

“I’m completely in the dark here, don’t know how to get you out. You know about that Quicksand River, right? I’m currently soaking in the Quicksand River, so the primordial spirit seal seems to have been broken open. My divine consciousness has recovered quite a bit now, which is why I can sense the mirror’s existence.”

She quickly introduced her current situation, “What are you now? You’re not a weapon spirit, are you? If you became a weapon spirit…” Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi’s heart suddenly sank. She frowned, “Little Skull said you have a physical body. Did you enter with your physical body? A few days ago, I found a soul weapon. The primordial spirit inside seemed to know about the Liuguang Mirror, but just as I was about to ask in detail, I discovered that the primordial spirit had disappeared. Did it enter the mirror?”

“Mm.” So that primordial spirit was found by Su Zhuyi. Qin Jianglan also quickly said, “That person’s primordial spirit is very weak and hasn’t spoken yet. I’m trying to help him gather his soul, hoping to get some useful information.”

Qin Jianglan hesitated for a moment. He didn’t know whether to tell Su Zhuyi about his current situation. He also didn’t know if he was truly erased, would Su Zhuyi outside the mirror be affected? Would she still remember that such a person had once existed?

He hovered in the air.

Looking at that sky, his eyes blinked lightly, long eyelashes falling as if covering the light in his eyes. Qin Jianglan said, “Demoness, if there were no longer a Qin Jianglan in this world, would you feel happy?”

No expression could be seen on his face, but his hands had slowly clenched into fists.

She had been very annoyed with him before. Because he hadn’t indulged her temperament, hadn’t given her freedom, she…

He didn’t know how the person on the other side would answer. In that instant, he seemed more nervous than at any other time.

“You’re gone?” Su Zhuyi frowned slightly, then burst into giggles. As she laughed, she also pressed her heart. She didn’t know if it was because she thought of this person being gone or because she was pressing too hard, but Su Zhuyi felt a sudden sharp pain in her heart. She said: “How boring it would be without you…”

Her gaze swept over the man soaking beside her, “These men nowadays—their faces aren’t as good-looking as yours, their cultivation isn’t as high as yours, and even…” Her gaze swept downward. Su Zhuyi scoffed, “I imagine their skills aren’t as good as yours either. Having slept with a natural beauty like you, how can I look at other men? Look at this guy—he doesn’t have two ounces of meat down there, tsk tsk…”

The beginning sounded quite normal. When she mentioned skills, Qin Jianglan thought she meant sword techniques, cultivation methods, and such. But upon hearing the latter part, the smile on his face became somewhat strained. Recalling that she said she was soaking in the Quicksand River, Qin Jianglan’s smile completely froze. He reflected on the tone of her recent words—wasn’t she looking at other men and commenting on them…

Qin Jianglan knew about the Quicksand River. The spiritual spring appeared only once every thousand years. His age wasn’t suitable—he shouldn’t have entered—but the sect sent him because of his Triple Yang Convergence constitution. He was the oldest and highest-cultivated person in that batch, causing all the red leaves to gather around him while the others had almost no coverage. There happened to be two female cultivators at the time. Later, both seemed to have asked the sect for marriage arrangements, but he had refused them all.

When soaking in the Quicksand River, male cultivators were completely unclothed. Though he couldn’t see the outside world, Qin Jianglan seemed to visualize her soaking in the spiritual spring.

“Dong Fushan Sect’s Dong Richen? Xundao Sect’s Chang Yuege?” Those seemed to be the two people from the previous life. With this comparison, Qin Jianglan gained confidence, thinking to himself, “Those two are indeed inferior to me.”

In every aspect.

“I have no impression of the Dong Fushan Sect. The Xundao Sect one is correct—he doesn’t have many leaves on his body…”

Poor constitution. Far inferior to Qin Chuan. And she was even multitasking now, having left countless times more than the others.

At this time, Qin Jianglan withdrew his thoughts and said again: “Su Zhuyi, there’s a True Spirit Realm inside the Liuguang Mirror.”

“All living things in this True Spirit Realm have no vitality, but they can devour my life force.”

“My life seems to be gradually erased.”

“I’ve lost many memories.”

“Su Zhuyi…” Qin Jianglan’s voice already carried a trace of tremor. He said, “I’m afraid.”

“I’m afraid of forgetting you.”

Such a person had never shown such a side before. He had never thought there would come a day when he would say to Su Zhuyi, “I’m afraid, I’m afraid of forgetting you.”

Though he was reluctant to mention something that would worry her, he knew that perhaps only by working together could he have a day of escape.

I don’t want to forget, and I’m also afraid you won’t be happy.

Chapter 87: Courting Death
Su Zhuyi had been wearing a smile at the corner of her mouth. With her brilliant features, her smile always carried a hint of wickedness, looking particularly dazzling and captivating. But upon hearing Qin Jianglan’s words, Su Zhuyi’s smile froze, and her heartbeat seemed to stop.

Su Zhuyi was soaking in the spiritual spring, dividing a strand of divine consciousness to converse with Qin Jianglan while continuing to cultivate—this was what multitasking meant. However, suddenly hearing such news, Su Zhuyi’s mind was thrown into chaos. Her spiritual energy circulation nearly went awry, impacting her meridians painfully, and a trace of blood even seeped from the corner of her mouth.

Su Zhuyi completely lost interest in cultivation. Her sea of consciousness churned as she poured all her divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror. Originally, she couldn’t see clearly what was inside the Liuguang Mirror—even in her previous life, she actually didn’t know what the scene inside looked like. However, now, soaking in the Quicksand River’s spiritual spring and exhausting her divine consciousness to explore, Su Zhuyi saw what appeared to be a fragmented sky.

She also saw Qin Jianglan standing in the sky, and Little Skull beside him, looking up and around.

Suddenly seeing Qin Jianglan, Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness seemed to become sluggish for a moment, inexplicably wanting to shed tears.

In his eyes, what did the True Spirit Realm he was in look like?

In her eyes, he stood in a thick fog. The world within that fog was lifeless and gray. She didn’t know how to describe it—it felt as if the entire world inside the Liuguang Mirror was just a painting, a painting heavy with twilight gloom. Only he and Little Skull were three-dimensional; only he was vivid and alive.

He had spent year after year in such a place.

If he became unknowing and unaware, knowing nothing, in the end he would gradually merge into that world bit by bit, becoming the same as those people.

Forgetting everything from the past, becoming part of the Liuguang Mirror. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi’s originally stinging eyes finally shed a tear. She had lived too smoothly these years, and all of this—she even had a master and senior brother. This lifetime’s rebirth was completely different from the previous life. This chance to start over was given by him.

For a moment, she didn’t know what to say, only saying fiercely: “Forget? You dare forget! You can forget your surname and name, but you cannot forget me!”

Taking a deep breath, Su Zhuyi said again: “It’s just a mirror. I refuse to believe it can’t be dealt with.” She was both a rogue and a ruthless person, carrying a heavy, murderous aura, naturally the type who could kill at the slightest disagreement. Though she had restrained herself considerably these years and hadn’t had opportunities to kill on Luoxue Peak, hearing this news now, her divine consciousness seemed to uncontrollably keep surging into the Liuguang Mirror, her eyes reddening with murderous intent surrounding her.

Right now, her divine consciousness could lock onto the Liuguang Mirror, knowing its position. She immediately wrapped it with spiritual energy, then made her five fingers into claws, actually reaching toward her own heart.

“Back then I dared to hide you in my heart. Now I can dig you out too! Let’s see if you can still hide!” Her fingers pierced into her heart, her knuckles touching the cold mirror surface. At this moment, Qin Jianglan shouted: “Don’t act recklessly! The Liuguang Mirror is no ordinary object!”

Sensing Su Zhuyi’s change, Qin Jianglan immediately realized that just as he was being influenced step by step by the world inside the mirror, the moment Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness completely invaded the Liuguang Mirror, she too was affected by the aura of countless dead spirits in the True Spirit Realm. Su Zhuyi’s temperament differed from his—in her previous life, she had walked the demonic path of killing without blinking, following her heart’s desires. Now, with discontent in her heart, stimulated and amplified by that resentful aura, and her divine consciousness completely immersed in the Liuguang Mirror, she instantly fell deeply into it.

That fierce aura was like a blade, and the Liuguang Mirror’s purpose seemed to be to use that blade to quickly erase him.

He was a sacrifice, but for some unknown reason had never been completely devoured by the Liuguang Mirror. So now, was it using Su Zhuyi to prematurely end his life?

“Little uncle, what’s wrong?” Little Skull was very afraid. He seemed to feel violent winds howling toward them with nowhere to hide. “Big sister…”

What frightened him most was that the killing intent seemed to come from big sister.

Qin Jianglan hovered in the air, his body somewhat unsteady. Su Zhuyi could barely be considered the Liuguang Mirror’s master now, and the mirror was borrowing its master’s power. He could only hear Su Zhuyi’s voice but couldn’t sense her presence.

Darkness came like towering waves, with Qin Jianglan only one step away from the shore. Having no other choice, Qin Jianglan threw Little Skull far away, protecting him with a spiritual energy barrier, then began reciting the Heart-Calming Mantra.

Just like before.

Hearing the familiar melody, Su Zhuyi’s movements slowed slightly.

The next moment, Sword Ancestor heavily struck her head, making her see stars. Reaching up to touch it, a large bump had formed on her head. But Su Zhuyi had no intention of blaming Sword Ancestor—her back went cold, feeling only fear.

Just now, her sea of consciousness had churned, all her divine consciousness entering the Liuguang Mirror. At the moment of entry, she seemed to lose her sanity. She felt herself getting fierce, wanting to dig the Liuguang Mirror out from her heart. However, while making this motion, her sea of consciousness was like a storm crushing toward the only living thing in the Liuguang Mirror. She thought she was being fierce toward the mirror, digging it out, but she was being fierce toward Qin Jianglan…

If not for Qin Jianglan’s Heart-Calming Mantra making her pause slightly, and Broken Sword quickly striking her head, the consequences would have been unthinkable.

Su Zhuyi looked down to see only a shallow red mark on her heart, immediately becoming more panicked. This Liuguang Mirror was her natal magic treasure, seeming to understand her thoughts, so it could design such a trap to deceive her?

What to do now?

Su Zhuyi didn’t dare pour all her divine consciousness into it again. She carefully separated a strand of divine consciousness, also injecting a strand of spiritual energy, then thought and said: “I’ll investigate the Liuguang Mirror’s matter again.”

Back then, she had found clues from ancient scrolls, spending hundreds of years to dig out and repair the Liuguang Mirror. Now she had to walk that path again. Even if that mirror was gone, the records about it in those ancient scrolls should still exist. She needed to see if she had missed anything.

That primordial spirit should know something, but unfortunately, he had already entered the Liuguang Mirror. She could only see if Qin Jianglan and the others could find a way to learn something.

Sacrifices that had been swallowed—how could they be willing to spit them out?

She had thought too simply before.

Even though Qinghe became the Longquan Sword, he couldn’t separate Master Luo Ying’s sacrifice from within his body.

The Liuguang Mirror wouldn’t be inferior to the Longquan Sword.

And though she considered herself the Liuguang Mirror’s master, she had no control over it whatsoever. If not for this spiritual spring pool, she couldn’t even sense the Liuguang Mirror’s existence. So she was even worse off than Qinghe. Just like now, the spiritual energy absorbed into her sea of consciousness from the spiritual spring pool seemed to have decreased considerably, making her sensing of the Liuguang Mirror intermittent. Several times, her divine consciousness nearly failed to capture its position.

Looking at it this way, getting Qin Jianglan out of the Liuguang Mirror would be extremely difficult.

Qin Jianglan was like Luo Ying—he had voluntarily sacrificed himself. The difference was that Luo Ying’s sacrifice was interrupted, leaving her missing an arm and primordial spirit, while Qin Jianglan’s sacrifice succeeded. He had traded his life for her rebirth.

So, getting the Liuguang Mirror to spit out a sacrifice it had eaten, a sacrifice that rightfully belonged to it—how could that be easy?

Su Zhuyi clenched her hand into a fist, her nails digging into her palm.

Sensing her sea of consciousness gradually recovering, Su Zhuyi knew their contact time was limited. She bit her lip: “Wait for me.”

She said softly, “Remember to tell Wu’er if anything happens.”

Su Zhuyi thought again and said, “Wu’er.”

“I’m here, big sister.” Little Skull had been quite frightened just now. Only now that big sister wasn’t fierce anymore did he hurriedly run back, grabbing Qin Jianglan’s hand. “Big sister, why were you angry just now? Did you miss me?”

Big sister and little uncle seemed to have quarreled. He had to divert their attention.

“Your little uncle’s brain is a bit slow. He’s very forgetful—he might forget all of us…” Su Zhuyi tried to keep her tone calm. She even chuckled lightly. “You’ve been keeping him company these days. Every day you must recite our names, tell him our names, okay?”

“Okay! I also think little uncle is very forgetful. The stories he told me a few days ago, he’s completely forgotten now. I even wrote them in a little notebook and showed him, but he seemed unable to remember. Though he didn’t say so, I didn’t expose him either.” Little Skull covered his mouth with his hands, as if telling Su Zhuyi a secret. “Big sister, you can’t say this in front of little uncle. My dad said Only old people forget things.”

“Let’s not dislike him for being old.” Little Skull not only lowered his voice but also used a sound transmission technique. He used to often communicate with big sister through sound transmission, but he didn’t know that sound transmission was useless now—every word he spoke could be heard clearly by little uncle beside him.

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi nodded. “Qin Jianglan, you have this day too.”

But these words weren’t spoken in her sea of consciousness. Rather, sitting in the pool, she murmured them quietly to herself.

Just then, Su Zhuyi heard a scream: “Ah!” Her divine consciousness ached slightly, the misty spiritual energy in her sea of consciousness completely disappeared, and the next moment, Su Zhuyi could no longer sense the Liuguang Mirror’s existence.

Had she exhausted the special spiritual energy in the spiritual spring pool that could nourish the divine soul?

She suddenly opened her eyes to find everyone in the pool had already opened their eyes. Dan Ruyun was screaming while looking ahead, while Xundao Sect’s Chang Yuege covered his lower body with both hands, though his eyes occasionally glanced at Su Zhuyi’s body.

Dong Fushan Sect’s Dong Richen should have opened his eyes before them. Now he was unabashedly staring at Su Zhuyi’s body, his gaze burning with extremely aggressive intent.

Originally, Su Zhuyi had been surrounded by many red leaves, comparable to Qin Chuan’s. But later, when she stopped cultivating, those red leaves naturally scattered to other cultivators’ positions, leaving the water surface in front of her clear without any obstruction.

Dan Ruyun had only a few more red leaves around her than Su Zhuyi, not much better.

“Perverts!” Dan Ruyun said fiercely. This pool also had barriers, but perhaps due to the short time, the barriers hadn’t been activated. Their clothes were placed beside the pool, but now there was a barrier by the poolside, making the clothes completely unreachable. Could it be that none of them had persisted for even ten days?

Thinking of this, Dan Ruyun felt both anxious and angry. There was something strange about this pool, yet they couldn’t contact the outside world or get out. With men and women together like this, what could be done? Previously, they were focused on cultivation, so they wouldn’t pay too much attention, but now, with no spiritual energy left in the pool, what cultivation was there to speak of? Just sitting here naked, looking at each other?

The Dong Fushan Sect had just been exposed for using young female cultivators as furnaces. That Dong Richen was probably no good person either! After Dan Ruyun’s scream, seeing them all looking at Gujian Sect’s Su Zhuyi, she gritted her teeth and pulled Su Zhuyi to her side. At least she still had a few red leaves around her.

“Perverts, what are you looking at! Look again and I’ll gouge out your dog eyes!” Dan Ruyun said fiercely.

That Dong Richen’s lips slowly curved into an evil smile. He licked his lips, his eyeballs not moving an inch, his gaze firmly glued to Su Zhuyi’s body. Without even glancing at Dan Ruyun, he said: “Perverts? I’m not looking at you. What are you yelling about?”

The red leaves around him were the most, except for Qin Chuan’s. And now, though Qin Chuan had a good constitution, he was only at the Foundation Establishment stage.

But he had long since formed his Golden Core—a hundred-year-old bone age, already at mid-Golden Core stage.

Dong Richen looked at Su Zhuyi, leaning forward: “Today, let them be witnesses. How about you and I become dual cultivation dao companions?”

Chapter 88: Six Hundred Years (1)
Six hundred years ago.

Su Zhuyi thought she was surely doomed to die.

Who would have known she would come back? When she woke up, her body was wrapped in gauze from head to toe, lying on the bed like a large cocoon. The bed was narrow and hard—she felt like she was lying on a cold wooden plank, feeling uncomfortable. Though it might not necessarily be the uncomfortable bed. After all, she had been injured to such an extent then, feeling like her entire being had shattered, so even if she were sleeping in clouds, she would still feel uncomfortable.

At this time, Su Zhuyi couldn’t move her entire body—only her eyes could blink a couple of times.

Where was she?

Where was this place? Who had saved her? Who would be willing to save her? Who would dare save her?

Everyone in the world wanted to cut her into a thousand pieces, yet someone had saved her and treated her injuries. At that time, all her bones were broken, her meridians severed inch by inch—she was completely ruined. She had never thought she could have a day to open her eyes again. The person who could pull her life back from death’s door probably wasn’t an ordinary person either.

She was in pain. Her entire body ached.

But it wasn’t particularly painful—it seemed she had experienced even worse pain before. She had endured more agonizing times in her youth. The current pain she could bear, enduring it without making a sound.

Su Zhuyi just lay there with her eyes open, looking at the ceiling, looking at a bronze lamp hanging from the ceiling. She wondered—the light from that lamp was so dim, could it be an oil lamp from the mortal world? But she didn’t smell any smoke. What kind of lamp was it?

She couldn’t turn her head or move her body, only able to see that small range. Her eyes could only see that lamp.

Su Zhuyi looked for a long time, her eyes just staying open, continuously watching that small patch of sky above her head. Not knowing how much time had passed, within that limited field of vision, she saw Qin Jianglan enveloped by that soft light.

Qin Jianglan had always been cold and aloof. He was very handsome, but because his temperament was too cold, that extraordinarily handsome face appeared particularly indifferent. However, at this moment, that soft light shining on his face weakened his coldness by three parts. In that instant, Su Zhuyi felt as if she had seen a true immortal.

His eyebrows were like ink paintings, his temples like knife-carved edges, his face like the bright moon of mid-autumn. His bearing was exceptionally refined as he stepped through the light toward her.

It was Qin Jianglan from Yunxiao Sect.

The world’s number one sword cultivator, Qin Jianglan. Though surprised, it somehow felt natural. Besides him, who else would save her? Who else could successfully rescue her under those circumstances?

Qin Jianglan had quite deep entanglements with her. Their earliest encounter was over a thousand years ago, when he was still a naive youth who had just come down from the mountain, and she was still a young girl.

He had only rescued Su Qingxun, so he always felt guilty toward her.

Afterward, Su Zhuyi had exploited his guilt, taking advantage several times and successfully escaping from his hands. She had always felt that Qin Jianglan, this number one person of the righteous path, had feelings for her, so she had been presumptuous around him several times before. But she hadn’t expected that Qin Jianglan’s feelings seemed unusually deep—he dared to save her. She knew that saving her was tantamount to opposing the entire world.

He, a great power of the righteous path, the world’s number one sword cultivator, had saved her.

And she had even killed his precious disciple.

Su Zhuyi wanted to speak, but found she couldn’t open her mouth, only able to make humming sounds. The only part of her entire body that could move was her eyes. Now blinking hard twice, she saw Qin Jianglan take a bright, crystalline pearl from the bronze lamp above, “You’re awake.”

“The lamp is bright. Looking at it directly isn’t good for your eyes.” His voice was ice-cold, and his face showed no expression, but Su Zhuyi just felt that he cared for her, that he liked her. Since she had such a powerful backing, as long as she used it well, making a comeback wouldn’t be difficult.

But just as she was contemplating how to make Qin Jianglan completely obedient to her, she discovered that Qin Jianglan had left. He had also taken away the shark pearl from the lamp.

The current Su Zhuyi had no spiritual energy in her body whatsoever, and her divine consciousness had also been severely damaged and was completely unreliable. Without light, she was completely blind and couldn’t see anything.

“Qin Jianglan, come back,” she thought in her heart.

Her mouth couldn’t open, so her nostrils made some sounds: “Hmm hmm hmm wu wu wu…”

Su Zhuyi opened her eyes wide and glared into the darkness for a long time. Qin Jianglan didn’t return. Her body was weak, and she really couldn’t hold on, finally fainting again.

Each subsequent awakening was much the same. She didn’t know how long he normally stayed in this room, but Su Zhuyi knew that when she woke up, Qin Jianglan basically wouldn’t be by her side, as if he didn’t care much about her or whether she lived or died.

But was it so? Su Zhuyi didn’t believe it.

Her entire body was wrapped like a silkworm cocoon, every single day.

After some time, Su Zhuyi wondered—had her medicine never been changed? She was now a mortal, and mortals couldn’t heal like cultivators. At that time, she didn’t have a single good bone or piece of good flesh in her entire body. How could she just be wrapped like this without ever changing the medicine?

At this time, she could move one or two fingers, so Su Zhuyi secretly made a tiny mark on the bandages. She couldn’t stay conscious for long before falling asleep again. When she woke up next time, Su Zhuyi checked that mark…

It was gone.

“Hehe.” She laughed.

Qin Jianglan, this sanctimonious pervert, had stripped her naked and seen everything while changing her medicine during her unconscious state. Normally, he acted cold and indifferent toward her, but who knew how much he had secretly groped her while she was unconscious!

Thinking of taking advantage of me for free? No way!

She was wrapped up like this for a full three years before the external injuries on Su Zhuyi’s body improved considerably. Her upper body could move and had recovered well. Her skin was white, tender, and smooth, surpassing frost and snow, no worse than before.

This was all due to Qin Jianglan’s excellent medicine, but her internal injuries couldn’t heal quickly, and her legs had been poisoned initially and still couldn’t move.

She no longer had bandages wrapped around her body, but her legs still needed medicine changed every few days. Qin Jianglan said that since she could move, she should apply the medicine herself. Su Zhuyi applied it a few times but found it tiring. She wanted Qin Jianglan to help, but he just sat aside and ignored her, silently meditating or reciting his Heart-Calming Mantra.

The clothes Su Zhuyi wore were given by Qin Jianglan—very conservative clothes with no patterns, wrapped up tightly. She found them annoying to look at. Having no tools, she bit by bit tore them by hand to create all kinds of alluring effects.

She pulled the neckline down low, exposing most of the plain-colored undergarment inside. When she sat on the bed, bending over to apply medicine to her legs, the magnificent spring scenery at her chest was exposed. She glanced from the corner of her eye—Qin Jianglan’s eyes weren’t even open. But how could Su Zhuyi give up so easily? As she was applying the medicine, her body tilted and she rolled directly toward the bottom of the bed. Her right hand fell out of her sleeve, leaving her shoulder and arm completely exposed, her elbow nearly touching the ground.

But the next moment, her body didn’t hit the ground. Instead, she was lifted by a gentle breeze and placed steadily back on the bed. He hadn’t moved—his spiritual energy had.

Cultivators didn’t just see with their eyes.

What did it matter if his eyes were closed? His mind’s eye was still open.

Otherwise, how could he react so quickly and catch her directly?

Tch, fake propriety.

But just getting him to use spiritual energy to support her wasn’t enough. She needed to make him have skin-to-skin contact with her again!

“Qin, you old dog.” She raised her hand. “I can’t reach. I’m tired. You come help me apply the medicine.”

Qin Jianglan remained silent, sitting there like a sculpture.

She snorted coldly, “Acting proper now? When I was unconscious, who changed my medicine? Who used medicine to rub my entire body, gently massaging it in bits by pieces, starting from the neck…”

She was someone without shame or embarrassment, describing things in arousing detail with a low, husky, melodious voice. She wanted to describe word by word, in detail, how those hands of his lingered and wandered over every inch of her body. If she had paper and a brush, she could have drawn dozens of erotic pictures by now.

“Rubbing my mmm mmm mmm…”

Qin, you old dog, you dared to cast a silencing spell on me!

Chapter 89: Murder
Among the five people, Qin Chuan was surrounded by a thick layer of red leaves that made even his face appear flushed red. At this moment, he had not yet opened his eyes.

Dong Richen felt confident that his cultivation was the highest—the others were no match for him. He released his oppressive aura, making it difficult for the other cultivators to even move. He approached Su Zhuyi, wearing a sun, moon, and stars pendant around his neck—red for the sun, gold for the moon. This was a very precious secret treasure of the Dong Fushan Sect and a symbol of status and position. If nothing unexpected happened, he would at least become an elder in the future, and even have a chance to compete for the position of Dong Fushan Sect’s sect master.

Among the younger disciples, he was currently the only one qualified to wear the sun, moon, and stars pendant.

He was the Dong Fushan Sect’s future elder.

Su Zhuyi was the disciple of Luo Ying from Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak. He had once seen Luo Ying and felt she was so beautiful as to seem unreal, like the moon in the sky—even if he had the heart for it, he couldn’t reach her. Unexpectedly, Luo Ying’s disciple was also this beautiful, yet with a different kind of beauty from Luo Ying.

A different flavor of beauty.

Luo Ying’s beauty was coldly aloof and pure. Standing there, she was like a fairy from the clouds, inspiring reverence that made one reluctant to defile her.

Su Zhuyi’s beauty was blazingly seductive. Sitting there, she was the most soul-stirring enchantress in the wilderness. Her azure hair scattered in the water, her tender white skin exposed beneath the surface, her roundness wrapped in a chest band, her exquisite curves—every part was alluring. It made one’s heart itch, wanting to pounce directly and fiercely possess her. To taste her soul-consuming, bone-melting flavor would be worth dying for.

Dong Richen released his oppressive aura, making it difficult for the others to move. Then he half-knelt in the hot spring pool, one hand passing through Su Zhuyi’s shoulder to brace against the pool wall, the other gently pinching her chin and slightly lifting her face upward.

“First, I’ll leave some marks of love on your body, then I’ll have the sect master go propose marriage to your sect.” He smiled sideways, his gaze wandering over Su Zhuyi’s body, feeling she was like a fairy with no part that wasn’t enticing. For a moment, he didn’t know where to start.

“Pervert! Shameless!” Dan Ruyun trembled with anger, her chest rising and falling rapidly, which drew another glance from Dong Richen. But he shook his head, saying: “A bit too big, too big isn’t attractive either… Should be like hers—the size is just right, perfectly fitting in one palm…” While speaking lewdly, Dong Richen also knew where to start. He released the hand pinching her chin, about to cover her chest, but the next moment, Dong Richen discovered his hand had been seized by Su Zhuyi.

Slightly stunned, his smile grew even wider: “I know you’re already at the Golden Core stage, but being able to move under my oppressive aura shows quite good strength. In that case, if we dual cultivate, our cultivation speed will increase even more. You see, aren’t we a match made in heaven?”

Su Zhuyi chuckled softly.

She finally understood why she had some impression of that Xundao Sect disciple but no impression of this Dong Fushan Sect person.

Because “geniuses” like him who acted without thinking usually died early! He had died early on—what impression could Su Zhuyi have of him?

So what if he was a hundred-year-old mid-Golden Core cultivator?

Su Zhuyi exerted force with her hand, her eyes suddenly turning ice-cold as she raised an eyebrow and asked: “Gone crazy wanting a dao companion?”

With a cracking sound, she directly crushed Dong Richen’s palm to pieces. Su Zhuyi said word by word: “After you die, have your sect master arrange a ghost marriage for you!”

“Ah!” He hadn’t expected Su Zhuyi to suddenly attack, directly crushing his hand bones as if it were nothing. Dong Richen cried out in pain, his hand that had been bracing against the pool wall suddenly slapped toward Su Zhuyi’s shoulder.

Qin Chuan had just opened his eyes and saw this scene. He stared at that oppressive aura, suddenly stood up with a whoosh, and struck out with his sword. The Evil-Repelling Sword slashed toward Dong Richen’s arm. After feeling pain, Dong Richen circulated his spiritual energy, and the sun, moon, and stars pendant around his neck suddenly burst forth with dazzling light. Though Qin Chuan’s sword strike was powerful, their strength differed by an entire realm, so it only cut a gash on Dong Richen’s hand, causing him minor injury.

Dan Ruyun had originally been furious, but now she was stunned for a moment, her cheeks suddenly reddening as she unnaturally looked away. Qin Chuan was handsome—his features were already very attractive. Wearing clothes, he appeared cool and aloof, but when unclothed, with his black hair loose, broad shoulders, narrow waist, and long legs, when he stood up with two red leaves still clinging to his body, his usual cold rigidity disappeared, replaced by handsomeness and beauty that nearly made Dan Ruyun stare dumbfounded.

Su Zhuyi also looked up and glanced at Qin Chuan, worthy of being chosen by Heaven’s Way to replace Qin Jianglan, much better than the other two. Qin Chuan had originally been extremely angry, glaring at Dong Richen, but feeling the two women’s gazes, he felt quite cold below. Though he usually appeared mature, he was not that old. His face flushed red, and he immediately sank into the water. The nearby Xundao Sect’s Chang Yuege came out to mediate: “If you truly like her, then request the sect master to propose marriage later. Don’t be presumptuous toward the lady now.”

“Shut up.” Dong Richen said coldly.

He released his oppressive aura, cold winds swirling around him. The sun, moon, and stars pendant flew up from his neck, suspended in mid-air to his left and right. That radiance made it difficult for others to keep their eyes open. Combined with the oppressive presence, the current Dong Richen seemed clothed in the light of the sun and moon, inspiring awe.

His left hand had just been crushed. Only after injecting spiritual energy did it improve slightly. Dong Richen had never suffered such humiliation. Burning with rage, his oppressive aura locked onto Su Zhuyi: “What goes around comes around. You crushed my hand bones—how should I repay you?”

“Come here.” Su Zhuyi sat sideways, tilting her head slightly and brushing back a strand of wet hair from her temple. But that strand of hair wasn’t very obedient, just sticking to her jade-white cheek.

“Begging for mercy now?” Dong Richen sneered. “Too bad it’s a bit late.”

“Yes, I’ve changed my mind.” Su Zhuyi smiled, then suddenly lifted her foot and kicked: “People like you don’t even deserve a ghost marriage—spare everyone the disgust!” Her kick struck directly below Dong Richen’s waist and abdomen. She wasn’t controlled by his oppressive aura at all. This strike used her full strength, and as she attacked, the broken sword in her hand already slashed toward the sun, moon, and stars pendant, making it sway left and right so that Dong Richen’s protective barrier instantly weakened and was completely shattered by Su Zhuyi’s full-strength kick.

Dong Richen immediately let out a miserable howl, and Su Zhuyi had already moved forward lightly, appearing before him like a ghost. While his hands covered his lower body, her five fingers became claws reaching for his chest, but at the last moment changed to a Blazing Palm, shattering his chest cavity with one palm and burning out a scorched smell.

“You…”

Dong Richen’s eyes were about to split with rage, but he was also barely breathing, hanging by a thread.

Dong Richen was dying, so his oppressive aura naturally disappeared. Xundao Sect’s Chang Yuege saw Dong Richen falling toward him and instinctively reached out to catch him, shouting: “Show mercy! He’s almost gone…”

But he saw Su Zhuyi narrow her eyes and raise her hand. Golden light overflowed from her fingertips as several lightning strikes fell directly on Dong Richen. Chang Yuege hurriedly withdrew his outstretched hand, immediately leaning to the side and squeezing together with Qin Chuan, his face full of shock.

He had secretly peeked at Su Zhuyi before, but now his heart was jumping up and down, and he felt the impact was too great. Such a beautiful woman struck so ruthlessly, directly killing someone? Instinctively clamping his legs together, Chang Yuege’s heart grew cold. Not caring about much else, he pressed tightly against Qin Chuan’s side, shoulder to shoulder.

Qin Chuan: “…”

He thought: “Little Master is still the same as before.” Back then, when watching her kill people, he had been so scared his legs went weak and he wet his pants. Now, he didn’t feel afraid anymore.

“He’s dead?” Dan Ruyun reacted and immediately moved toward the direction away from the corpse, but the pool was only so big, and now had a charred corpse soaking in it—disgusting beyond words. Afraid in her heart, she couldn’t care about much else and squeezed toward Qin Chuan and the others’ direction. The result was three people huddled together, hiding among the red leaves, while Su Zhuyi stood alone on the opposite side with a completely corpse lying in front of her.

No one had ever imagined that soaking in the Quicksand River’s spiritual spring would turn out like this.

At this time, outside the barrier, Dong Fushan Sect’s sect master’s face changed dramatically. He raised his hand to attack the barrier, roaring: “Chen’er!”

Dong Richen was the most outstanding disciple of the Dong Fushan Sect’s younger generation, with quite a high status. His soul lamp had been lit, but now the soul lamp had gone out.

“What’s that guy going crazy about?” Danhe Sect’s Dan Qingshan asked curiously.

Duan Linshu shook his head without speaking.

Xundao Sect’s sect master had a grave expression, while Yunxiao Sect’s sect master stood there expressionlessly, as if indifferent to everything around him.

Finding that the barrier couldn’t be broken, Dong Fushan Sect’s sect master directly struck at Duan Linshu with one palm. Duan Linshu blocked the attack with his flying sword horizontally, shouting: “Dong Lin, what are you doing?”

Dan Qingshan also followed up: “Could it be you’re like that someone else, about to suffer qi deviation?”

Xundao Sect’s sect master silently retreated a step, while Yunxiao Sect’s sect master opened his eyes, his ice-cold gaze falling on Dong Fushan Sect’s Dong Lin.

Dong Lin’s eyes were bloodshot as he said hoarsely, “Dong Richen is dead! Killed by your Gujian Sect’s female cultivator!” Dong Lin flicked his sleeve: “Right now, the one with the highest cultivation in the barrier is that Gujian Sect’s Su Zhuyi. She killed Dong Richen, and next it will be your disciples’ turn.”

Dong Lin pointed his magic weapon directly at Duan Linshu, trembling with rage: “Your Gujian Sect—have you already colluded with the demonic path, taking this opportunity to break the backbone of the righteous path? The disciples inside are all carefully selected disciples. You—your heart is damnable!”

Dong Richen died inside?

And was killed by Su Zhuyi?

Duan Linshu furrowed his brows deeply: “First, find a way to open the barrier, then we’ll talk after investigating clearly!”

“The heart-blood soul lamp—could it be fake?” He glared at Duan Linshu angrily: “Your disciple did such a thing—you can’t escape responsibility either. Everyone, help me capture Duan Linshu!”

Duan Linshu’s expression darkened as he looked toward Yunxiao Sect’s sect master: “Is there a way to open this barrier?”

Previously, the barrier would automatically open after ten days, and they could see the general situation outside—who had more red leaves and who had fewer. The disciples inside would also come out one after another when they couldn’t persist. They had never encountered the current situation.

During the soaking in Quicksand River, a disciple inside had killed someone.

“Wait.” Yunxiao Sect’s sect master said.

The disciples from their other sects also had soul lamps lit. Now only Dong Fushan Sect’s had problems—there must be a reason. But since the barrier couldn’t be opened now, they could only wait.

Duan Linshu voluntarily walked to the middle, under the aura suppression of the other four sect masters. He stood gravely at the barrier entrance, his heart also jumping up and down.

Su Zhuyi, oh Su Zhuyi, after not watching you for just a few days, you’ve stirred up such huge trouble again. Really…

It makes one’s head ache.

This matter couldn’t end well.

Chapter 90: Life for Life
After killing someone, Su Zhuyi acted as if nothing had happened. She didn’t speak but nonchalantly began examining their surroundings.

She was only wearing a chest band and undergarments. Now she used a slight spell to dry the water, removed the hairpin binding her hair, and let her full head of azure hair completely loose to cover her back. Then she no longer paid attention to the other people in the pool.

There was a barrier around them. Now that the barrier couldn’t be opened, they couldn’t get out. She looked around for two reasons: first, to see if there was a way to open the barrier, and second, to find the source—why did this Quicksand River have such spiritual springs that could enhance divine consciousness? Why did they have to wait a thousand years? Where did these spiritual springs come from? Was there some kind of mysterious magic artifact? Su Zhuyi had seen a record in ancient books about a treasure from millions of years ago called Jade in Stone, a natural treasure not made by humans. That Jade in Stone would produce one drop of golden spring water each day that could nourish the primordial spirit, called Golden Jade Marrow, extremely valuable.

She gently tapped the stone wall with her fingers, thinking—could something like Jade in Stone be hidden beneath this barrier?

While Su Zhuyi was carefully searching, she felt several panicked gazes constantly wandering over her body. Su Zhuyi stood up, turned around, and chuckled twice at the three young cultivators huddled together, saying: “What are you all standing around for? Just continue cultivating.”

That smile was very alluring—clearly like a blooming lotus emerging from water, yet it made others’ hearts turn cold, as if their hearts were tightly constricted.

Dan Ruyun gathered courage to say: “There’s no spiritual energy left in the pool.”

Su Zhuyi scoffed: “No spiritual energy in the pool, so there’s none in the air either? None in your body either? Divine consciousness exhausted?”

These righteous path disciples were far inferior to her fellow disciples from back then. Each one had been protected too well. If they were thrown into the Xueluo Sect, probably not one would survive.

“This corpse…” Perhaps because Qin Chuan was beside her, and Dan Ruyun had just spoken, Chang Yuege couldn’t help but sigh: “Although Dong Richen was indeed wrong, the crime didn’t warrant death. We’re all fellow disciples of the righteous path—directly killing him is really…”

Before he finished speaking, Su Zhuyi’s glare made him swallow his words.

The coldness in that gaze seemed to become knives, almost stabbing into his heart. At this moment, Qin Chuan beside him said: “If Su Zhuyi’s strength had been insufficient and he had succeeded, we, as disciples of famous righteous sects, would have watched helplessly as a fellow daoist was violated yet been powerless to help. Our dao hearts would have been damaged afterward.”

“Uh…” Chang Yuege couldn’t find words to refute this.

Dan Ruyun hurriedly said, “Exactly. This Dong Richen deserved to die. Haven’t you heard? Dong Fushan Sect had someone who used bloody methods of absorbing yin to supplement yang…”

That person had killed many women. It was said that female corpses were piled several layers deep in the back mountain. Such a person wasn’t human but a beast—what difference was there from those evil demons? She couldn’t quite bring herself to speak of it, only stammering a few words, but everyone understood without her being too explicit.

The incident at Dong Fushan Sect had been suppressed, so many people didn’t know about it. But Dongfang Yaoyang had been having physical problems recently and had invited alchemy masters from Danhe Sect to visit Dong Fushan Sect as guests to refine pills, so Danhe Sect did know about this matter. Dan Ruyun was the beloved daughter of a Danhe Sect elder, with a good constitution and especially high alchemy talent. She was greatly cherished in the sect, so these matters weren’t hidden from her.

“Maybe this Dong Richen learned from that person.” She had no good feelings toward Dong Richen whatsoever. Though she hadn’t expected Su Zhuyi to kill him so efficiently, now that he was killed, he was dead. After they got out, if Dong Fushan Sect wanted to pursue the matter, she would speak up for Su Zhuyi.

“So now, continue cultivating?” They couldn’t just sit there staring at each other.

Dan Ruyun looked at Chang Yuege: “Isn’t your Xundao Sect very skilled in a technique called Thousand Leaf Hands?”

Thousand Leaf Hands—countless phantoms on the hands with green vitality growing among the shadows. Once deployed, others couldn’t get close, and each leaf was a very powerful attacking method. It was quite a formidable technique of the Xundao Sect.

“Yes, my Lesser Thousand Leaf Hands have reached the peak level.” Chang Yuege smiled confidently, then flipped his wrist, and a greenish leaf appeared in his palm.

“Use your Thousand Leaf Hands to get this corpse up into the air.” Dan Ruyun frowned. “This pool water will be used to refine Spiritual Marrow Pills later. Having it soak like this is disgusting.”

Chang Yuege: “…”

Having no choice, he used Thousand Leaf Hands to move the corpse into the air, then murmured: “I don’t want to eat the Spiritual Marrow Pills this time.”

“We’ve soaked in the spiritual spring, so eating them wouldn’t have much effect anyway. It’s just those outstanding disciples in our sects…” Dan Ruyun shook her head, feeling nauseated just thinking about it.

Su Zhuyi wasn’t paying attention to them now. She was there tapping the stone walls, following patterns to explore the shadow runes on the stone walls. She did discover some secrets, but there was no way to open the barrier here now.

This barrier should have been created long ago by the joint efforts of the Yunxiao Sect and the four major sects’ great powers, precisely to protect the Quicksand River’s spiritual spring and the established distribution method. Though she could now see the array of eyes of the formation barrier, with her current Golden Core stage strength, even knowing where the array of eyes were, she had no way to break them open.

If they stayed here for ten days, the barrier would automatically open. But she had killed someone, so the sect masters outside were probably fighting now. If they saw her trying to break the barrier here, they probably wouldn’t tolerate her. She only had Golden Core cultivation, while those five sect masters were the top great powers of the righteous cultivation path. She definitely couldn’t go too far.

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi became too lazy to make trouble. She simply sat down and continued cultivating.

Time was running short. She didn’t know how much longer Qin Jianglan could hold on. In her previous life, she cursed him to die every day, but now she couldn’t bear for him to die.

Would his life be erased more slowly if more people remembered him? Should she have Master and Senior Brother burn incense for him when she returned? In the future, when she went to the mortal world to subdue demons and monsters, she could report Qin Jianglan’s birth date and name, preferably with a self-prepared portrait…

With no spiritual energy in the pool now, cultivation meant circulating the spiritual energy within one’s own body according to cultivation methods. Many people felt this didn’t greatly improve their strength, but actually, such daily practice would gradually accelerate the speed of spiritual energy circulation. Though short-term practice had minimal effect, long-term persistence meant that with the same techniques and constitution, she could circulate spiritual energy much faster than others, naturally cultivating faster than others too.

Previously, every time she cultivated, she would exhaust her divine consciousness and spiritual energy completely, overexerting herself. Though extremely painful each time she was completely drained, the effects were also significant.

Su Zhuyi still multitasked while cultivating. She discovered that even without absorbing spiritual energy from the pool, those red leaves would still redistribute when they began cultivating. Originally, the red leaves around her and Qin Chuan were comparable, but now there were more red leaves around her. Among the four people in the pool, she alone occupied two-thirds, while Qin Chuan, Chang Yuege, and Dan Ruyun together had fewer than her.

She heard these red leaves were excellent materials for refining weapons and pills. Since that was the case, she wouldn’t be polite.

After another two days, the barrier finally opened.

Seeing the scene inside the barrier, all five sect masters outside were stunned.

Four disciples sat quietly in the pool, still cultivating. Most of the red leaves around them were gathered beside Gujian Sect’s Su Zhuyi, followed by Yunxiao Sect’s Qin Chuan, who was slightly better off. The remaining two had almost no leaves around them, looking quite pitiful.

The disciples who came were all carefully selected by each sect. Even if there were some differences in constitution, they shouldn’t be this obvious. In all the previous times, nothing like this had ever happened.

“This—that little girl from Gujian Sect has a better constitution than Triple Yang Convergence?” Xundao Sect’s sect master said in surprise, glancing at Yunxiao Sect’s sect master as he spoke.

Yunxiao Sect’s sect master didn’t speak, his brow slightly furrowed. Dong Fushan Sect’s sect master, Dong Lin’s face was iron-blue face. When he saw the people in the pool, his pupils slightly contracted, his heart filled with towering rage, his gaze seeming ready to kill. Dong Richen was his nephew, with an excellent constitution and extraordinary talent. He had brought him to soak in the spiritual spring, never expecting he would die here, his corpse even humiliated like this!

…

The four people in the pool cultivated quietly, as if nothing had happened. If not for the corpse hanging above them, everyone would almost think only four people had entered.

Dan Qingshan glanced at Xundao Sect’s sect master: “That thing wrapping around Dong Fushan Sect’s Dong Richen’s corpse is your disciple’s Thousand Leaf Hands, right?”

Xundao Sect’s famous technique, Thousand Leaf Hands, which could attack and defend, had been used by him as a tree corpse-hanging tree at that.

Seeing the four disciples inside concentrating on cultivation, everyone had some idea. Duan Linshu even relaxed slightly. That Dong Fushan Sect disciple might have aroused everyone’s anger and was subdued together, with only the final blow being Su Zhuyi’s doing, so the heart-blood soul lamp only showed Su Zhuyi, but it actually wasn’t her doing alone. This way, things became much simpler.

Now they just had to wait for them to come out and ask for clarification.

After the barrier opened, they could vaguely see the scene inside the pool, but still couldn’t enter. However, the disciples inside could come out. Only after the last person came out would the barrier be completely opened, and they could go in to distribute the red leaves and pool water.

“Wonder how long the longest among them can persist this time.” Dan Qingshan said. He looked at the several disciples in the pool with some satisfaction. After all, after ten days, their expressions were all very natural, seemingly not enduring divine soul pain, suggesting they could persist much longer.

Cultivating in this pool, the longer the time, the greater the pressure on the primordial spirit. Now seeing their complexions were all good, even better than before, these people would be the leaders of each major sect in the future if nothing went wrong. Dong Fushan Sect had suffered this time and would probably be seriously injured.

Combined with the previous incident, perhaps it would become just three major sects in the future.

Dong Lin also realized this.

They had always been at odds with the Gujian Sect. This time, they had formed an even deeper grudge. Life for life was natural justice. As soon as that murderer came out, he would strike immediately, first crippling her cultivation before discussing anything else!

Chapter 91: Who Dares Block My Way
These few disciples were quite earnest in their cultivation.

The barrier had opened, and no one noticed.

Su Zhuyi had always been able to multitask. She raised her hand and used a grappling technique to grab her clothes, putting them on directly in the water before standing up.

Seeing Su Zhuyi rise, Donglin outside the barrier felt joy in his heart. Good, good, good! The first one to come out is – you-you didn’t make me wait too long! He wanted to avenge his nephew. Every moment he waited longer, the anger in his heart deepened by another degree. That charred black corpse hanging on the tree, suspended in midair – one could imagine how much suffering he endured before death.

That corpse hanging there reminded him constantly to avenge his nephew! Every time he saw it, it pained his heart and deepened his fury.

Su Zhuyi noticed those people outside the barrier – the ashen face of the Dong Fushang Sect’s sect master. She turned around, frowning slightly, and said: “The barrier has opened.”

The other three all opened their eyes, each taking their clothes to put on, then together they left the pool.

The people outside were stunned again.

What was going on? They came out together? When they entered, they were given countless reminders to definitely temper their willpower – even if their primordial spirit suffered severe pain, they must grit their teeth and endure until they truly couldn’t persist and reached their limit before coming out. Such an opportunity only comes once in a lifetime and absolutely cannot be abandoned lightly…

What happened to persisting until the end?

You came out together – when did the disciples of the four great sects have such good relations?

The sect masters’ faces were composed, but their hearts were surging. Ten days was the time for the barrier to open, but generally speaking, they could usually persist for about fifteen days. The longest time recorded was thirty days, achieved by a great power of the Yunxiao Sect in the past. It was precisely because of him that the Yunxiao Sect became a colossus above the four great sects, standing tall for tens of thousands of years until now.

“Can we go out now?” Dan Ruyun put on her clothes. She glanced at Su Zhuyi, wanting to stand beside her but also feeling somewhat afraid. But she saw Su Zhuyi smile at her and wave, “Mm, let’s go together.”

Her smile at this moment was very sweet, her eyebrows curved, not as overbearing as before. If she previously resembled the spider lilies on the road to the underworld – red enough to make one’s heart palpitate – now she was like a just-bloomed begonia, holding dewdrops and morning glow, stunning and warming.

Dan Ruyun had previously been dazed looking at Qin Chuan. She felt that was normal – after all, Qin Chuan was excellent, wasn’t wearing clothes, and was handsome. As a female cultivator, having some admiration for a handsome man wasn’t anything shameful.

But now she was even dazed looking at a woman.

This woman’s chest wasn’t even as large as hers. Dan Ruyun had such a thought flash through her mind, then shook her head and walked to Su Zhuyi’s side with a red face.

Qin Chuan had been behind. He pressed his lips slightly and also walked to Su Zhuyi’s side. Chang Yuege wasn’t a fool – he understood his meaning this time. Remembering that he had used the Thousand Leaves Hand to hang that corpse for several days, he helplessly took the body down, then quickly caught up, standing shoulder to shoulder with Qin Chuan as they headed toward the barrier together.

In the eyes of the sect masters outside, the four disciples came out of the pond together, then lined up in a row and happily exited the barrier.

Could it be that they had previously joined forces to kill Dong Richen and then developed feelings through the killing?

Just as she stepped out of the barrier, Su Zhuyi felt a wave of pressure directly crushing down. Tiny silver needles invisible to the naked eye shot forth, directly stabbing toward her brow center and the acupoints of her limbs. Knowing there might be trouble upon coming out, she had specifically waited for all four to travel together, creating the appearance that several of them standing on her side must have hidden circumstances. But she hadn’t expected this old undying thing from Dong Fushang Sect to dare directly cripple her cultivation.

“Clang clang clang!” All the silver needles were blocked by the long sword in Duan Linshu’s hand. He held his sword standing before Su Zhuyi. Having just teleported, his robes flew in the wind, billowing and completely shielding Su Zhuyi behind him.

“Duan Linshu, are you trying to shelter a murderer?” Dong Lin’s face was dark as water as he said coldly, “A life for a life – this is natural law.”

“We still need to clarify the ins and outs of this matter,” Dan Qingshan said. “Once we understand clearly, punishment won’t be too late.”

Dong Lin’s magical weapon was a spear.

He gripped the spear in his hand, tilting the shaft forward with the spear tip glinting coldly. Those silver needles had just been shot from the spear tip. Standing in place, he said word by word: “My nephew is dead.”

Pointing at that charred corpse, “The only disciple of this generation in Dong Fushang Sect to wear the sun, moon, and stars.”

“Bone age one hundred years, mid-stage Golden Core cultivation – a heaven-blessed genius!” His eyes seemed about to spout fire as his pressure expanded, making the surrounding sect masters feel somewhat uncomfortable. “He didn’t die at the hands of evil demons and heretics, didn’t die in secret realms, didn’t die on the path of seeking the Dao…”

Surveying all around, he brought his long spear down heavily, shaking the ground so it trembled. “He died at the hands of righteous path fellow disciples.”

“No matter what wrong he committed,” his gaze condensed as Dong Lin said hoarsely word by word, “it didn’t warrant death. Looking at the wounds on his body, he could not resist and was barely breathing, yet you still added several lightning techniques to finish him off. Such a vicious heart, such ruthless methods – I’m not killing her, only crippling her cultivation. What’s improper about that!”

Sweeping his long spear horizontally, “Today, whoever dares block me, I, Dong Lin, will fight them to the bitter end and will certainly inform all under heaven to seek justice for my nephew.”

His voice was thunderous, like rolling spring thunder, causing the younger generation’s sea of consciousness to churn. If not for their elders protecting them, they would surely be bleeding from seven orifices with severe spiritual sense pain by now.

Su Zhuyi’s primordial spirit wasn’t weak, and with her sect master protecting her, she hadn’t suffered any damage. She coldly watched Dong Lin’s performance – that appearance of having lost a loved one and being grief-stricken with rage disgusted her thoroughly. Then she leaped out from behind her sect master and said proudly: “Dong Richen relied on his higher cultivation to use pressure suppression, attempting to molest the lightly clothed female cultivators in the pool. Such behavior – how is it different from those demonic path lechers who practice dual cultivation by harvesting yin to supplement yang? Shouldn’t such a person be killed?”

Molesting female cultivators in the pool? Dan Ruyun was slightly stunned. Thinking of how that Dong Richen previously disdained to even look at her, she felt somewhat embarrassed, but she also frowned and walked to her sect master’s side, saying pitifully: “Sect Master, that Dong Richen spoke improperly and even humiliated me…”

He had mocked her for having too large a chest!

Halfway through her words, feeling Dong Lin’s intimidating gaze, she felt a chill throughout her body. But the next moment, her sect master patted her shoulder, and that cold feeling retreated like a tide. “And then?”

“Then he died – he deserved it, his death wasn’t punishment enough!” Dan Qingshan glanced at Dong Lin. Though he didn’t speak, his gaze was full of meaning. Your Dong Fushang Sect produced an unspeakable old lecher, and now another young lecher – the fish rots from the head down. This sect has been rotting quite unsightly over the years.

“Even if he spoke improperly, it didn’t warrant death!” Dong Lin gripped his long spear tightly in his right hand. “Duan Linshu, your disciple slaughtered a righteous path fellow – what crime should this be!”

Qin Chuan stepped forward. “Dong Richen attacked first. He unauthorized used soul pressure in the Spirit Spring Pool and attacked other dao friends, already violating the rules set by our ancestors. Not only did he break the rules, he also molested female disciples, claiming he would first practice yin-yang harmony techniques before having his sect master come forward to propose marriage. Could it be that the Dong Fushang Sect always acts this way, completely disregarding women’s wishes?”

“Insolence!” Dong Lin roared angrily, but saw the Yunxiao Sect master slightly raise his hand to block, signaling Qin Chuan to step back, then said: “Dong Richen’s improper behavior came first, but his crimes didn’t warrant death. Gujian Sect’s Su Zhuyi’s methods were inappropriate. We outsiders shouldn’t say much – Duan Linshu, you consider it yourself and give Dong Lin dao a friend an answer.”

He saw clearly that this person was killed by Su Zhuyi alone. Qin Chuan had also struck with his sword, but looking at that sword wound, it probably just broke some skin. The one from Xundao Sect just dealt with the corpse, and as for Danhe Sect’s Dan Ruyun, she probably never even made a move.

Except for Su Zhuyi, the remaining three hadn’t even formed their cores yet. Under Dong Richen’s pressure, they could hardly move, so they couldn’t possibly help with the killing. And Su Zhuyi could kill directly – her strength was formidable. After severely wounding him, she didn’t stop but added several more strikes to take his life. Such handling was indeed somewhat excessive.

He saw clearly, and the other could also tell. Everyone’s hearts were clear as they all looked toward Duan Linshu.

Under everyone’s gaze, Duan Linshu coughed. “Su Zhuyi.”

“Disciple is here.” Su Zhuyi looked at her sect master sideways. That gaze looked somewhat contemptuous. For some reason, Duan Linshu felt Su Zhuyi didn’t seem very worried – her eyes even carried a hint of assessment, as if he handled this poorly, she would look down on him.

“You’re young with little battle experience and don’t know how to control your strength. Like this – first, apologize to the Dong Fushang Sect’s sect master, and when we return, you’ll be punished with eighty years of confinement for reflection! If there’s a next time, I absolutely won’t be lenient.” Duan Linshu thought, then said, “Yunlin Mountain will be given to Dong Fushang Sect as our apology.”

Yunlin Mountain was a spirit mountain with a decent spirit stone vein. Located between Dong Fushang Sect and Gujian Sect, Dong Fushang Sect had always coveted Yunlin Mountain. Duan Linshu also knew that no matter what, Su Zhuyi had taken Dong Richen’s life, not accidentally but deliberately finishing him off. He could understand Dong Lin’s fury. It would be like someone directly killing his sect’s most talented disciple – he would also be furious.

Hearing Duan Linshu’s words, Dong Lin laughed coldly. “To cultivate Dong Richen, the sect expended massive resources. A person dies at your sect disciple’s hands, and you want to brush it off so lightly?”

He suddenly attacked. “This old man doesn’t want any Yunlin Mountain, doesn’t want her apology, and doesn’t want her life. Today, I must cripple her cultivation – who dares block me!”

Chapter 92: Kneel Down
“Who dares block me?” He suddenly attacked with shocking momentum.

The three sect masters of Yunxiao Sect, Xundao Sect, and Danhe Sect didn’t want to interfere at this time and all stepped back in unison.

In her previous life, Xundao Sect had good relations with Dong Fushang Sect, and Danhe Sect’s master had also shared drinks and conversation with Gujian Sect’s Duan Linshu. The relationships here probably weren’t much different from her previous life.

And Yunxiao Sect’s influence in recent centuries wasn’t as strong as before. Seeing the rise of the Gujian Sect, another sword dao sect, likely gave their hearts some sense of urgency. Therefore at this time, when Donglin wanted to cripple her meridians, the Yunxiao Sect master would probably be quite pleased to see it happen.

After all, the aptitude she had just displayed was far too heaven-defying, much stronger than even Qin Chuan. If she were allowed to grow, she would be the next Luo Ying, or even stronger than Luo Ying. In that case, wouldn’t Yunxiao Sect’s title as the world’s number one sword sect become even more unstable? In other words, among the five sect masters now, probably three of them wanted to cripple her in their hearts.

Understanding these connections, Su Zhuyi deployed a spiritual energy barrier to firmly protect herself, then sent her divine sense into a transmission talisman to contact Qinghe.

No matter what difficult situation, only strength could break through it.

Qinghe was that sword that could easily break the deadlock.

They had now left the barrier of the Quicksand River Spirit Spring Pool, but there was still another barrier outside. Originally, the five sect masters each held a key, and only when the keys combined could the formation barrier be opened. She didn’t know if Qinghe could rush over – he was the Longquan Evil Sword, so formations should not be able to stop him.

She didn’t need him to kill anyone. He just needed to stand there overlooking the entire scene, making the others wary.

Qinghe’s current strength was unfathomable. Even these top experts of the cultivation world might not be able to deal with him. You must know that in her previous life, they had joined forces to kill Qinghe but failed. In the end, no one knew how Qinghe had fallen – they only knew his soul lamp had extinguished.

…

Donglin thrust out his spear, targeting Su Zhuyi behind Duan Linshu.

The long sword in Duan Linshu’s hand manifested thousands of brilliant lights. His flying sword blocked the long spear with a loud clang, and at the same time, he stepped back half a step with his right foot, his expression becoming very grave.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes narrowed. From just this one exchange, she could see that Duan Linshu’s strength was somewhat inferior to Donglin’s.

The one with the highest cultivation in the Gujian Sect wasn’t Duan Linshu.

In many sects, the sect master didn’t have the highest cultivation. Sect masters had to handle sect affairs daily and couldn’t spend years in seclusion, especially sword dao sects like Gujian Sect – those who achieved great accomplishments in sword dao usually went into seclusion for a hundred years without showing their faces.

Like the sword maniac Luo Ying, who only came down the mountain once every five hundred years.

Duan Linshu’s strength could rank in the top five in the sect. He often said that managing such a large sect relied not on sword dao strength, but on charisma. His cultivation realm was still slightly inferior compared to Dong Fushang Sect’s Donglin.

Especially since he had to protect the disciple behind him, being slightly distracted could allow his opponent to exploit, putting Su Zhuyi in danger. The current situation was unfavorable for the Gujian Sect. While wielding his sword to parry, Duan Linshu said, “Donglin, the conditions can still be negotiated. Aside from crippling her cultivation, everything else can be discussed.”

When Su Zhuyi killed, she acted on whim. She had been under the influence of the Liuguang Mirror, filled with killing intent, and had nearly killed Qin Jianglan. After her divine sense withdrew, and she found someone delivering themselves to her door, with her temperament, even cutting Dong Richen into a thousand pieces wouldn’t vent her fury.

Weren’t prestigious righteous sects all about face? She contacted the others to go out together and explain the whole story. With Gujian Sect protecting her, Su Zhuyi believed that Donglin wouldn’t dare go too far. All her thoughts and considerations had run through her mind – she felt there wouldn’t be any life-threatening danger. But she hadn’t expected that although Dong Fushang Sect wouldn’t take her life, they were determined to cripple her cultivation.

Now with her sect master blocking in front of her, Su Zhuyi felt a strange sensation in her heart. Her master’s sect in her previous life had been Xueluo Sect.

Those three words “Xueluo Sect” were just a blood-dripping blade to the young Su Zhuyi of her previous life – a blade that could harvest her life at any time.

As for the Gujian Sect, Su Zhuyi originally had no sense of belonging either. She killed as she pleased, never considering what bad influence it might bring to the sect. But now, her sect master was at a disadvantage because she had killed someone.

She shouldn’t have delivered the finishing blow in front of so many people.

Either kill with one strike, or find another opportunity to act. She shouldn’t have added several lightning techniques in front of everyone when Dong Richen could not resist. It was precisely because of those lightning techniques that she was now in a passive, disadvantageous position.

Donglin was like a mad dog, filled with killing intent. He could go mad, but Sect Master Duan Linshu couldn’t. To protect her completely, Duan Linshu fought Donglin while humbly negotiating conditions with him…

Hearing her sect master’s voice, Su Zhuyi reflected in her heart. She felt that before her cultivation reached the Nascent Soul stage, she could slightly modify some of her behaviors and not let people catch her weaknesses.

“Good…”

Donglin’s spear momentum slightly withdrew. “Then bind her with soul-devouring whips and have her kneel before Chen’er’s coffin in repentance for forty-nine days to comfort his spirit in heaven!”

“You!” Duan Linshu’s pupils contracted. He hadn’t expected Donglin’s withdrawal to be fake. After making a show of bluster, he directly sacrificed the Soul-Suppressing Nail. That Soul-Suppressing Nail flew like a rainbow – even though he had covered Su Zhuyi with a defensive barrier, it was now broken by the Soul-Suppressing Nail, heading straight for Su Zhuyi’s brow center.

Duan Linshu’s eyes were about to split with rage. He wanted to swing his sword to stop it, but it was too late.

Su Zhuyi had long been prepared. She had set up defensive barriers and even held a Straw Man substitute in her hand, but she hadn’t expected Donglin would sacrifice the immortal treasure, Soul-Suppressing Nail, to deal with her, a mere Golden Core stage cultivator.

The Soul-Suppressing Nail was a magical treasure that attacked the primordial spirit. This nail wouldn’t immediately take someone’s life when it invaded their primordial spirit – it would only take root in the primordial spirit, causing day and night agony. Even if one managed to pull out the nail, the damage to the primordial spirit would be difficult to repair. And with primordial spirit damage, even if cultivation wasn’t crippled, future cultivation would be extremely difficult – not much different from having cultivation destroyed.

As the Soul-Suppressing Nail penetrated the defensive barrier, the Songfeng sword qi in her heart suddenly burst forth with dazzling brilliance. That sword qi met the Soul-Suppressing Nail, causing it to pause slightly, while Su Zhuyi, with nowhere to dodge, directly placed the Broken Sword in front of her face to block.

With a “ding” sound, the Soul-Suppressing Nail struck the Broken Sword. The enormous force sent Su Zhuyi flying like a kite with a broken string, crashing heavily into a red maple tree behind her. The trunk was directly broken by the impact, but she still didn’t slow down, crashing into a second tree. One after another, the maple trees by the pool fell in a line, red leaves falling with rustling sounds, instantly burying her entire person in a pile of red leaves.

“Su Zhuyi!” Duan Linshu’s eyes were about to split with rage. Su Zhuyi had been knocked into the barrier. Deep in the maple forest, when the sect master tried to go over, he found he couldn’t enter. His heart burned with anxiety. He tried to probe with divine sense, but couldn’t sense how badly Su Zhuyi was injured.

The Soul-Suppressing Nail wouldn’t take a life, but it would make the primordial spirit suffer unbearably. Duan Linshu hadn’t expected this immortal treasure Soul-Suppressing Nail, to appear in the world and be in Donglin’s hands. What he found even more unthinkable was that Donglin would use the Soul-Suppressing Nail against a junior who was only at the Golden Core stage!

“If anything happens to Su Zhuyi…” The long sword in Duan Linshu’s hand let out a long howl. His robes moved without wind, and his aura was shocking.

Donglin held his long spear in his right hand and a very delicate crossbow in his left. The Soul-Suppressing Nail had just been shot from that crossbow.

“Your current mood is exactly what mine was before,” Donglin said with a cold laugh.

“Little Master!” Qin Chuan’s eyes were bloodshot, full of red. He wanted to go forward to help, but under the pressure of these great powers, he couldn’t even move. He wanted to go over and see how Su Zhuyi was doing.

But the sect master wouldn’t let him leave. Qin Chuan said hoarsely: “Sect Master!”

“Su Zhuyi killed Dong Richen, and Donglin wants to cripple her cultivation to avenge his disciple. This is a conflict between their two sects – it’s not convenient for us to interfere.”

The Gujian Sect and the Dong Fushang Sect had long been at odds. Previously, the Dong Fushang Sect had always wanted to drag the Yunxiao Sect into it, even inviting a Yunxiao Sect elder to witness. They had stirred up muddy waters last time, so at this time, Yunxiao Sect had to stay out of it.

“I also struck Dong Richen with my sword – is he going to cripple my cultivation too?” Qin Chuan looked at his sect master with red eyes. His bloodshot eyes stared at the Yunxiao Sect master, making the sect master’s brow furrow. He sighed and said, “Donglin, since you’ve already used the Soul-Suppressing Nail, her primordial spirit must be severely damaged. There’s no need to cripple her cultivation too, right? How about we end this matter here?”

He hadn’t expected Dong Fushang Sect to have gained another immortal artifact. In today’s cultivation world, immortal artifacts are rare. The appearance of one immortal artifact could greatly increase a sect’s strength. If he had used that Soul-Suppressing Nail to catch any of the others present off-guard, even cultivators of their level might very well fall victim.

Donglin didn’t answer. He couldn’t sense what state Su Zhuyi was in under the red leaves in the barrier, and the Soul-Suppressing Nail he had just shot had also fallen into the barrier, where he couldn’t retrieve it, making him feel somewhat uneasy and unable to answer directly.

After a moment, he lowered his eyes and said: “Cultivation need not be crippled, but wrongs cannot go unacknowledged. Just have her kowtow and admit her mistakes before Chen’er’s coffin to comfort his spirit in heaven.”

“Don’t go too far!” Duan Linshu swung his sword to strike, but the Xundao Sect master used Thousand Leaves Hand to manifest a tree wall blocking in front of him. “Brother Duan, though injuries from the Soul-Suppressing Nail are difficult to heal, there’s still hope for recovery. But the dead cannot be brought back to life. If you’re still not satisfied with this result, it’s somewhat unreasonable.”

He looked toward Dan Qingshan. “Don’t you think so, Brother Dan?”

“The Cinnabar Blood Yan flowers of Phoenix Mountain can heal primordial spirit damage caused by the Soul-Suppressing Nail.” Dan Qingshan slowly replied. It’s just that those Cinnabar Blood Yan flowers hadn’t appeared in the world for nearly ten thousand years – they weren’t so easily found.

As the several were speaking, they saw movement deep in the forest.

Su Zhuyi had crashed through several trees.

She discovered those trees were also part of a formation. Now she was trapped within the formation, and the red leaves on her body seemed to weigh a thousand pounds, pressing down so she could barely breathe.

She had also heard the conversation outside.

They still wanted her to kowtow and admit her mistakes to Dong Richen – in their dreams. Su Zhuyi gripped the Broken Sword and tried to stand up shakily. However, at this moment, the red leaves pressed down on her. She had barely managed to get up when a force pressed her down again, nearly making her kneel on the ground.

Before her eyes seemed to appear Dong Richen’s coffin, and a voice angrily shouted: “Kneel!”

The pressure was heavy, pressing down on her body. Su Zhuyi’s bones were compressed with crackling sounds. She used to have a nature of self-preservation above all else – commonly called spineless – and would never fight hard when encountering trouble. But at this moment, for some reason, she didn’t want to kneel.

She held a sword in her hand and had an unyielding spirit in her heart.

Her bones seemed to be broken inch by inch, and both legs were also broken. She supported herself with the Broken Sword, still holding her head high. Blood splattered on the Broken Sword, but she showed no intention of giving up.

For such a worthless person to demand that I kneel?

“Wrong? If I had to do it again, I would still kill him.”

Her eyes were crimson red, surrounded by murderous aura. Everything before her eyes was blood red, her vision blurred. Then Su Zhuyi swung the Broken Sword in her hand toward the source of that voice. As the sword moved, a dark green sword intent separated from the sword, shredding the layers upon layers of red leaves to pieces.

Chapter 93: Senior Brother
On Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak, the sword heart that Su Zhuyi had cultivated overnight was green.

But that was a sword heart cultivated by Songfeng sword qi – it was something she had obtained through opportunistic means and didn’t truly belong to her.

And now, that dark green sword intent truly belonged to her. It was as if ink had soaked through the greenness of the Songfeng sword, turning the originally emerald color into dark green. That sword intent carried an aura of destroying heaven and earth, shredding the layers upon layers of red leaves pressing down on her to powder. Those scattered leaf fragments flew through the sky like a red rain falling from heaven.

Kneel to you? In your dreams!

Admit my mistakes? What mistakes are there?

If I had to do it again, I would still kill. It’s just…

Next time, I will pierce his heart with one sword to take his life, not giving him any chance to breathe. The dark blue-green sword light in her hand struck out again, filled with a murderous aura, continuously cutting down the red maple trees and carving a path through the red leaf forest.

If you don’t yield, I won’t abandon you.

My requirements for you are already low enough. You have extremely high sword dao talent, yet even now, you only have this bit of weak sword light.

Broken Sword: “…Hmph.”

The red leaves were shredded, and the enormous pressure weighing on her body instantly disappeared. Su Zhuyi immediately became clear-headed. She first stretched out her hand, then poked out her head, and finally stood up from the pile of red leaves, looking down at the Broken Sword in her hand with a somewhat gloomy expression.

She had used the Broken Sword to block that Soul-Suppressing Nail. Although she blocked it, she only prevented the nail from invading her primordial spirit. The impact force had nearly broken all the bones in her body. Being pressed down by layers upon layers of red leaves had already made her suffer unbearably, but she hadn’t expected this Broken Sword to take the opportunity to set up an illusion to test her, nearly causing her to collapse.

In the illusion, even the weak force of those red leaves could have crushed her, because she would think it was real. Then she would have become the first cultivator to be crushed to death by tree leaves – how embarrassing would that be to tell others?

Su Zhuyi stood up and looked around. She discovered there was a formation barrier deep in this red maple forest, and the people outside seemed unable to enter. So she simply decided not to go out, avoiding any more underhanded moves from Dong Fushang Sect’s Donglin. She would wait until Qinghe arrived before making plans.

Standing deep in the maple forest, she waved cheerfully at her sect master and called out loudly: “Sect Master, I’m fine, don’t worry.”

After saying this, she planned to wander around and see if there were any secrets hidden in this red maple forest. Since the Broken Sword had carved out a path, she would walk along it and see. It was said that no one had been able to enter here before, so this time she had stumbled in by accident. She wondered if she could gain some benefits. Could she uncover the secret of that spirit spring that nourished the primordial spirit?

After walking forward for a while, Su Zhuyi saw that among these red maple trees, there was actually a thick parasol tree that would probably require ten people joining hands to embrace it. From within the parasol tree seemed to emanate a unique aura.

It was very powerful.

Every single leaf contained rich spiritual energy.

It was countless times more powerful than the tree spirit in Changning Village, like the difference between mortals and immortals. Could this tree be about to grow into a tree spirit of the level of mountain and river spirits? Only it didn’t have that clean and pure quality of mountain and river spirits, yet it wasn’t malevolent either. Instead, it gave people a very sorrowful aura that inexplicably made one want to cry.

Yes, want to cry. After staying by the tree for a moment, Su Zhuyi’s eyes became sore and she had the urge to shed tears.

Su Zhuyi frowned, staring at the parasol tree without acting rashly. She carefully circled the tree once, then began to miss Little Skull a bit. With such a large parasol tree, there might well be a spirit. If Little Skull were here, with its abilities, it would quickly become friends with these spiritual beings and easily extract some useful information.

After standing for another moment, Su Zhuyi felt her face was wet. She reached up to wipe her face and actually wiped away a face full of tears. She immediately felt extremely strange and stepped back several paces, somewhat afraid to approach this parasol tree.

Just then, she stepped on a piece of dead wood, making a cracking sound. A leaf fell from the parasol tree – just that one leaf, swaying and fluttering lightly downward. But Su Zhuyi felt she couldn’t dodge it no matter what. Even though she struck out with the Broken Sword in her hand, she still couldn’t avoid it…

Could she be killed by a tree leaf?

The parasol tree leaf pressed down on her head. Su Zhuyi suddenly felt the scenery before her eyes change, and then a voice by her ear asked her, “You, why are you crying?”

Su Zhuyi sat in place in a daze, thinking, “I, why am I crying?”

Not knowing why the tears had started, her face was already streaked with tears.

…

Outside the barrier, Duan Linshu watched Su Zhuyi emerge from the pile of red leaves. She seemed perfectly fine as she waved at him, then walked deeper into the maple forest and finally disappeared from view.

Duan Linshu was stunned, then extremely overjoyed. Su Zhuyi was fine – her primordial spirit wasn’t damaged. The way she just acted, where was the appearance of someone with primordial spirit damage!

But Donglin suddenly gripped the crossbow in his hand tightly. His Soul-Suppressing Nail couldn’t even deal with a Golden Core stage cultivator? How was that possible?

What method did she use to block the Soul-Suppressing Nail?

Although he knew this, Su Zhuyi had an immortal sword, with her current strength, even holding an immortal sword shouldn’t have been able to stop the Soul-Suppressing Nail. Could it be that she also had defensive treasures surpassing immortal grade on her body?

Donglin wanted to enter the red maple forest to drag her out, but unfortunately, he couldn’t break open that barrier either. With a dark expression, he asked those beside him: “What’s with this barrier? We could only enter near the Spirit Spring Pool before and couldn’t go deeper inside. Why can she enter the depths of the red maple forest?”

Dan Ruyun had been scared silly originally, but now mustered courage to say: “Wasn’t she knocked in by your immortal artifact?”

Donglin’s expression was already gloomy, and hearing these words, he coldly glanced at Dan Ruyun. Dan Qingshan then said lightly: “Children don’t understand things – as an elder, don’t hold it against her.”

“Hmph!”

“I don’t believe you can hide in there for a lifetime.” He stood outside the barrier with a cold expression.

Duan Linshu’s expression was grave. It seemed this Donglin wouldn’t let things rest. It was too difficult for him alone to protect Su Zhuyi – he must call for help now. Just as he was about to send a transmission, he heard the Yunxiao Sect master shout: “Still planning to call people? Are you trying to start a battle?”

“If the Demonic Path discovers this place, how much chaos will that cause?”

“We’re all righteous path fellow disciples – are we going to kill each other over this? When you’ve fought until both sides are injured, that’s when others will have opportunities to exploit!”

…

Just then, the ground beneath their feet shook, making everyone present look grave. They suddenly turned to look toward the valley entrance and saw a point of cold light suddenly appear. Though it was only a weak glimmer, it made everyone feel a bone-chilling coldness.

“Who?”

At the entrance, a young man in black clothes with black hair walked in carrying a sword on his back. He took one step forward and had already crossed thousands of mountains and rivers to appear directly before everyone. His aura was shocking, as if he wanted to completely freeze everything around him.

“Qinghe, how did you get here?” Gujian Sect’s Sect Master Duan Linshu said in surprise. He couldn’t fathom Qinghe’s strength, but he was used to Qinghe’s coldness, so he didn’t feel anything was wrong now.

“How did you get in?”

“Isn’t there a formation outside that requires five keys combined to open it?” Dan Qingshan was also surprised and asked directly.

Qinghe said coldly, “I broke the formation with my sword.” He looked toward Duan Linshu. “Where is my junior sister?”

“She called me to come here.”

Though the flying sword in his hand hadn’t left its sheath, people could feel a powerful pressure that made their whole bodies ice-cold, as if falling into an ice cellar. This, this was Qinghe, the disciple of Gujian Sect’s Luo Ying?

That Qinghe?

How did he do it? The feeling he gave people surpassed even Luo Ying! How many monsters had the Gujian Sect produced…

“Someone wants to cripple her cultivation?” Qinghe stared expressionlessly at the others. “Who?”

He wasn’t exerting pressure now, so anyone could speak. Dan Ruyun hid behind Dan Qingshan and pointed at Donglin.

Then…

Qinghe drew his sword.

The evil qi in his body was heavy – at most, he could only strike once, and only the first strike could disguise the sword qi. Back then, on Luoxue Peak, he had deceived the Yunxiao Sect elder with one sword strike. At that time, he still had Little Skull’s help, but through his suppression and practice over these years, he could now strike once, even without Little Skull’s assistance.

Not only could he only strike once, but he also couldn’t kill people, so his sword didn’t strike at a person’s body.

A startling sword light slashed at what Donglin held in his hand, directly splitting his crossbow in two. The immortal grade treasure, Soul-Suppressing Nail, was cut into two pieces by one sword strike?

“You…” Donglin spat out a mouthful of dirty blood. He glared furiously at Qinghe. “You, you dared destroy my immortal artifact.” He had already refined this immortal artifact into his life-bound treasure. Now that the immortal artifact was damaged, he was naturally severely injured.

“This is an immortal artifact?” Qinghe asked expressionlessly, then let out two cold laughs.

Dan Ruyun thought to herself: What kind of immortal artifact can be split in half with one sword? Calling it tofu dregs would be more accurate. She looked toward Qinghe, feeling that Qinghe was truly mighty and domineering. How wonderful it would be if I had such a senior brother protecting me, she thought.

Sensing someone’s gaze, Qinghe turned to look at her.

That ice-cold stare made Dan Ruyun instantly feel chilled throughout her body, and she didn’t dare look again.

Dan Ruyun’s mindset instantly changed: “Thank goodness I don’t have such a senior brother.”

“This matter will not end here for my Dong Fushang Sect!” Donglin was injured – fighting one against two would not work now. He could only leave harsh words, then collected Dong Richen’s remains and left angrily.

Since Qinghe couldn’t kill people, he looked toward the barrier ahead and asked: “Where is Su Zhuyi?”

“Inside.” Duan Linshu didn’t know what to say either. Having disciples who were too strong was a good thing, but when they were strong to an excessive degree, it also felt strange.

Why had Qinghe become like this after stealing the sword heart stone? Could there be some secret hidden in the Gujian Sect’s sword heart stone? He worried to himself, not knowing that the sect masters of the other sects were also experiencing tremendous turmoil in their hearts.

Luo Ying was the world’s number one sword cultivator – they acknowledged this.

Now, Luo Ying’s disciple was stronger than Luo Ying? He was only over three hundred years old in bone age. At first glance, he only had late-stage Golden Core cultivation, but the strength he had just revealed was not Golden Core stage. Only those with cultivation higher than theirs would make their true cultivation unfathomable, so this Qinghe was now stronger than those who had cultivated for over a thousand years?

“If I faced him, I wouldn’t be certain of victory either,” the Yunxiao Sect master thought to himself. Could it be that the position of the world’s number one sword sect really couldn’t be preserved?

He slightly raised his head to look at the sky, feeling a stifling qi blocked in his chest. After a long while, he finally let out a long sigh.

“Let’s divide up the red leaves and pool water first.”

“You few juniors also go take a look – see if there’s a way to enter that barrier.”

“There’s no reason she can get in while you can’t.”

“Right, everyone, go take a look.”

Dan Ruyun, Chang Yuege, and Qin Chuan looked at each other, then the three walked together toward the depths of the barrier. As a result, they saw Qin Chuan cross over without any obstacles, while Dan Ruyun and Chang Yuege were both blocked outside.

Qinghe had originally been standing still, but his mind turned, and he followed as well. Then he felt like he had stepped partway in, but also seemed stuck in the middle, wavering between both sides of the barrier. Why was this?

Chapter 94: Six Hundred Years (2)
After raising her for another year and a half, Su Zhuyi’s legs could move again, but she didn’t say so. She pretended they still couldn’t move, though she didn’t know whether Qin Jianglan knew or not. After all, she had no spiritual energy now, while Qin Jianglan’s cultivation was so high.

She stayed on the Wangtian Tree all day with nothing to do. With all her meridians severed, she couldn’t cultivate either, so she had Qin Jianglan find her some interesting storybooks from the mortal world to read. Sometimes when she got tired of reading, she would look at Qin Jianglan sitting beside her, meditating and chanting sutras, then throw the storybook in her hand at his face, saying: “Since you’re chanting sutras anyway, why don’t you read books aloud to me instead?”

The book she threw told the story between mountain spirits and mortals, and contained some rather explicit passages. She didn’t know whether Qin Jianglan had read it himself or if he had just collected it directly from the mortal world without reading it at all.

Su Zhuyi felt that he probably hadn’t read it.

She couldn’t imagine him reading such idle books, no matter how she thought about it.

Qin Jianglan didn’t speak. She thought he would ignore her as usual, but unexpectedly, when she was about to fall asleep, she heard Qin Jianglan’s voice reading the book. That voice was just like chanting sutras, without any inflection at all. Whether it was the little fox spirit in the broken mountain temple seducing a scholar going to the capital for examinations, or a thousand-year snake demon repaying kindness, or evil demons killing people and righteous heroes slaying demons – everything that came from his mouth was utterly monotone, exactly like a calming mantra.

“Stop reading. Qin Jianglan, sing me a song instead?” She lay sideways on the bed, her back against soft cushions. Instead of being covered by blankets, she had a plain-colored robe draped over her, half-concealing and half-revealing, exposing her beautiful spring scenery. Her long lashes fluttered as she said softly, “I still remember when I was little, my mother would sing songs to lull me to sleep.”

She couldn’t even remember what her mother looked like, so who the hell would remember what songs she sang?

Honestly, Su Zhuyi didn’t like her mother in her heart. After all, her mother had abandoned her. That mother died from that scumbag father’s betrayal, but never thought about having such a young daughter. So now she was completely lying through her teeth.

Su Zhuyi’s voice was low: “Tell me, if my mother were still alive, if I hadn’t begged my way to Changning Village, would I have become what I am now?”

Without going to Changning Village, she wouldn’t have been captured by the Xueluo Sect later either.

Her eyes already held moisture, and a crystal teardrop hung on her long lashes without falling. “If, if I had been rescued back then, now, it would be the same situation, right?”

If she had been rescued, she would have become Qin Jianglan’s disciple. But thinking about it again, with such a handsome master swaying in front of her every day, she still wouldn’t want to be his disciple.

Originally, Su Zhuyi herself was too lazy to waste mental effort thinking about these “what ifs,” since thinking about them was useless anyway. The path was one she had walked herself, and she wouldn’t regret it. Being a demoness wasn’t bad either. She suffered when young, but when she grew up, she lived quite freely, killing whoever she wanted. As long as she was strong enough, she wouldn’t be constrained.

Of course, it would be even better if she hadn’t fallen to this fate of being besieged by everyone with all her meridians severed.

Su Zhuyi softly hummed a little tune. That humming sound was more like sobbing than singing.

After a moment, a figure stood up and quietly stood by her bedside, blocking the light before her eyes. That azure silhouette was like a tall pine tree, standing against the light, still looking more eye-catching than everything else around. He truly had been born with a fine appearance. If she could seduce this person, then these days wouldn’t be boring. Dual cultivating with him would benefit her.

Su Zhuyi looked at Qin Jianglan with tear-filled eyes, then heard him begin to hum and sing, standing there expressionlessly humming while his earlobes seemed to redden.

What he hummed was a quite famous tune in the cultivation world at that time. The melody itself was stirring and passionate, about golden spears and iron horses stirring the soul, but he sang it like chanting sutras, and completely off-key. Su Zhuyi was first stunned, then burst into hearty laughter. The tears hanging on her lashes before had been fake, but now they were real, not from sadness, but from laughing.

She laughed until tears came out, holding her stomach as she laughed, almost rolling around on the bed.

“Qin old dog, hahahaha, you hahaha…”

Though she was mocking him with shame, Qin Jianglan didn’t stop and continued singing that tune. His gaze fell on Su Zhuyi who was laughing while holding her stomach, and there was a fleeting tenderness in his eyes. He had never seen her laugh so genuinely before. Since she was happy, then he would continue singing…

After laughing for a while, Su Zhuyi suddenly curled up and cried out in pain: “My leg, my leg is cramping.”

When Qin Jianglan bent down to look, he saw her directly stretch out both arms to circle his neck, suddenly pecking him lightly on the cheek, then falling back to lie on her black hair, throwing him a flirtatious glance with fluttering long lashes like butterfly wings: “Qin Jianglan, do you think I’m beautiful or not?”

Looking at Su Zhuyi like this, Qin Jianglan inexplicably wanted to laugh a little. There was no expression on his face, but at this moment, the corners of his mouth twitched slightly twice.

Long ago, when she whispered in his ear about how when he changed her medicine, he should rub the medicine in and caress her entire body – he still remembered her words and expressions. But he also remembered that Su Zhuyi was covered in wounds then. There wasn’t a single piece of good flesh on her body. When he applied medicine for her, he wouldn’t have any romantic thoughts.

Probably there was only heartache.

And now, she seemed to have forgotten that someone had once slashed her forehead with a blade. Although no scar could be felt there now, that red mark was still there and might need several more years of care. With all her meridians severed, her injuries healed very slowly, too. What could be cured with one pill in the past now requires daily medicine changes and slow nurturing.

She had no spiritual energy and couldn’t use water mirror techniques.

There wasn’t a single mirror on the Wangtian Tree either – he hadn’t prepared one. Her face was what she was most proud of, so he had deliberately not placed any mirrors on the Wangtian Tree.

Therefore, she didn’t know what her face looked like now.

She lay there on her side in an enchanting and alluring posture, blinking as she asked him: “Do you think I’m beautiful or not?”

Qin Jianglan didn’t answer.

But in his heart, he said, “Beautiful.”

Back then, he hadn’t been able to rescue her.

So when she was near death, he would rescue her. He had thought it was just to settle that karmic connection, but unexpectedly, not only had he not seen through it, he seemed to be sinking deeper and deeper.

Qin Jianglan’s heart suddenly sank. He frowned slightly, then stopped looking at Su Zhuyi, sat down on the meditation cushion, and began chanting calming mantras again.

Was he chanting for her to hear? No, because he knew she couldn’t listen to them at all.

He was chanting for himself to hear.

One righteous, one evil.

And her evil was never thinking herself wrong – life was like ants, kill if you kill, die if you die, never repenting.

Chapter 95: The Jianmu Tree
Qinghe felt the current situation was very strange.

He seemed stuck at the barrier, clearly with nothing around him, yet it felt like ocean waves were washing over him one after another.

Light and shadow rose and fell, flickering on his body as if time had stopped and congealed. He was floating up and down in the torrent of time, unable to control himself.

His mind went blank for an instant, as if his primordial spirit had separated from his body and was about to drift toward heaven and earth, ready to ride the wind away. But then it sank back into his body with the next wave, as if falling into a quagmire. This pulling and tugging left him somewhat bewildered and at a loss.

His master’s shadow appeared before his eyes, but so faint it was like a reflection in water – a gentle breeze could scatter and crush it. Qinghe reached out to grab it, but caught nothing. That empty feeling was like having a piece of flesh brutally carved from his body.

There was always this illusion that he had once lost his master.

Just thinking about loss made his whole body ice-cold, frozen from head to toe. That cold seeped into his very marrow, and in that instant, Qinghe felt as if he had already died.

“Qinghe?” Sect Master Duan Linshu reached out and pulled Qinghe. In his eyes, Qinghe had suddenly stood motionless, his aura seeming to disappear entirely, which he found strange, so he reached out to pull him.

Qinghe trembled slightly. Coming back to his senses, he slowly stepped back, then looked toward Dan Ruyun beside him. “There’s a barrier here that prevents you from entering?”

The cold that had just seeped into his marrow came through his gaze, making Dan Ruyun’s scalp tingle and her teeth chatter, grinding together with clicking sounds.

Dan Ruyun’s legs went weak under his gaze. She didn’t dare speak, couldn’t even open her mouth – her upper and lower lips seemed frozen by ice. She could only lower her head and shrink there, trembling as she nodded.

Qinghe said nothing. He stepped back two paces and sat down cross-legged, planning to wait for someone to come out. This place, even the Longquan Evil Sword, couldn’t break through – it was as if this place didn’t exist in heaven and earth at all. He couldn’t enter, so he could only wait for her to come out.

Why could she enter?

Why could he enter?

Thinking of those secrets on Su Zhuyi’s body, Qinghe felt she might not be as simple as a demonic cultivator possessing someone’s body. Back then, the heavenly lightning had missed its target time and again – he had found that strange. Thinking about it now, could it be that she existed outside the Heavenly Dao, so the Heavenly Dao couldn’t tolerate her, which was why the lightning kept striking at her? And precisely because of this, she could now enter this barrier? What about Qin Chuan? Qinghe thought of that stone tablet on Luoxue Peak, carved with the three characters “Qin Jianglan.” Su Zhuyi said Qin Jianglan was like her reborn parents – what connection was there in all this?

He had never inquired about these things before. No matter what secrets she hid, whether righteous or evil, good or bad, as long as she listened to their master, Qinghe wouldn’t make things difficult for her. As long as she remained his junior sister, he would always protect her – this would never change.

Now, he would still protect her. However, he also wanted to know what exactly she was hiding. These things could only be known after she came out.

…

Inside the barrier, Su Zhuyi opened her eyes in confusion to a chaotic scene.

A childish voice said, “You, why are you crying?”

Su Zhuyi heard that voice asking. She looked up but found no one, no aura – the voice appeared out of nowhere, as if coming from her heart, blinking and disappearing without a trace.

Su Zhuyi’s face was covered in tears. She felt very sad but didn’t know where the sadness came from.

Why am I crying?

It was as if all the water in her body had turned to tears – her blood, her spiritual energy, all had become tears flowing out unstoppably, as if draining all the life force from her body. Her spiritual energy was being lost, her body growing weaker and weaker. She felt cold all over, surrounded by chaos with no exit to be found.

Sadness, grief, sorrow, despair?

Because of these, she cried?

The inexplicable sadness left Su Zhuyi somewhat lost and helpless. However, the longer those tears flowed, the colder her heart became. If crying could be useful when encountering difficulties and desperate situations, if crying could solve problems? Sadness couldn’t be controlled, but anger could follow.

Su Zhuyi rarely cried – more accurately, she rarely cried sincerely. For her, tears were often just a means to confuse others, a weapon.

In her previous life, when her mother had just died, Su Zhuyi cried every day until her eyes went blind, but it was completely useless. Tears wouldn’t give her any help and would only bring more disgust and trouble.

Fortunately, she awakened early, otherwise, she would have starved to death long ago. Now she didn’t know why she felt so sad, but she understood that her emotions must be influenced by some ghostly thing. This was the sorrow from that parasol tree, transmitted to her like an illusion, wanting her to empathize? Because of sadness leading to despair, and because of despair, losing vitality…

She couldn’t keep crying like this!

She had to break through this confusion! Su Zhuyi closed her eyes. Those tears still flowed endlessly. A fire seemed to ignite in her heart, the flames burning brighter and brighter. For a moment, anger overwhelmed sadness. She pulled herself together and struck out with her sword, shouting: “Who the hell is playing ghost there? Crying – what use is crying?”

Since the tears couldn’t be stopped and her life force kept flowing out with the tears, seeing herself growing weaker and weaker, Su Zhuyi steeled her heart and directly drew the Broken Sword across her eyes. Since spiritual energy was being lost through tears flowing out and she couldn’t control the tears, if she blinded her eyes, that should work, right?

This was an illusion anyway. Even if it wasn’t an illusion, injured eyes could be healed with a spiritual energy pill.

Su Zhuyi was ruthless, whether to others or herself. She directly drew her sword across her eyes, then discovered that the surrounding mist gradually dispersed. The chaos cleared, and that inexplicable, sorrowful emotion also disappeared. She raised her hand to wipe her eyes and found they weren’t injured, and no more tears were flowing out.

Before her eyes was that tree, and under the tree was a little girl crouched there. She hugged her knees, crying breathlessly. That sorrowful emotion was being transmitted from her.

Su Zhuyi frowned slightly. That little girl wasn’t a living thing – she should be a remnant soul. But calling her a complete remnant soul also wasn’t right. There seemed to be real breath within her, giving a strange feeling, somewhat similar to Little Skull. For a moment, Su Zhuyi couldn’t clearly say what exactly she was.

Perhaps sensing Su Zhuyi’s examining gaze, the little girl suddenly looked up. She was very cute, with red eyes, but no black pupils – like two red gems embedded there. Clearly, she shouldn’t be a human cultivator. Was she a demon cultivator who had cultivated a human form? Then her strength must be very powerful.

The little girl’s big eyes held tears as she stared blankly at Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi noticed the tears pooled in her eyes and suddenly felt her heart skip a beat, her gaze flickering.

Those tears gave her a very familiar aura.

Just like that special spiritual energy in the hot spring pool that could nourish the primordial spirit.

Could it be that special spiritual energy was actually this little girl’s tears, and it only appeared once every thousand years because her tears took a thousand years to truly fall drop by drop?

Su Zhuyi suppressed the excitement in her heart and smiled sweetly, making her voice sound gentle and kind. She asked softly, “Little girl, who are you? Why are you crying?” Having nothing small on her body, Su Zhuyi took out a Straw Man substitute and handed it over, saying: “I’ll give you a little doll. Don’t cry anymore. Tell big sister what’s wrong.”

Her Straw Man substitutes were well-made.

Even Little Skull played with them as dolls and created new patterns based on the straw figures she made. Too bad she didn’t have any of Little Skull’s little trinkets on her, or she could have taken them out to coax the remnant soul. Since it looked like a child, it should be easier to deceive, right?

The little girl was stunned for a moment, then took the Straw Man substitute with red eyes, saying: “I, I climbed up the Jianmu tree to play. When I went back, there was no home anymore.”

Seeing that, though she looked like a remnant soul, she could easily hold the Straw Man substitute, either her primordial spirit was incredibly powerful, or she had a physical form to rely on, Su Zhuyi thought to herself as she watched the little girl take the straw figure in her hands.

At this point, the little girl started wailing and crying again. Though she cried very sadly with tears filling her eye sockets, the tears still didn’t flow out. She said, “I can’t find my home.”

Jianmu? Could it be the legendary Jianmu Tree? Growing in the center of heaven and earth, a hundred ren tall, with all the gods climbing it to ascend to heaven. In other words, the Jianmu Tree was located at the center of heaven and earth, serving as a bridge connecting heaven, earth, humans, and gods. If cultivators ascended to become immortals, they could follow the Jianmu to enter the immortal realm.

It’s just that she had never heard of anyone ascending. In her previous life, the one most likely to ascend was Qin Jianglan, who also lived on the so-called Wangtian Tree, seemingly dwelling in heavenly palaces and cloud seas, but in the end, he still didn’t ascend to become an immortal.

Hearing the word “Jianmu” from the little girl’s mouth, Su Zhuyi felt like she was glimpsing another world. But the tree behind her was a parasol tree, not the Jianmu Tree.

“Where is your home? Who else is in your family?” Steadying herself, Su Zhuyi’s mind turned as she asked again.

The little girl continued sobbing: “The True Spirit Realm. At home, there’s my companion parasol tree, no one else.”

Hearing this answer, Su Zhuyi was immediately stunned.

Didn’t Qin Jianglan say before that the place he was in was called the True Spirit Realm? But that realm was inside the Liuguang Mirror?

Right, because the True Spirit Realm was directly swallowed by the Liuguang Mirror, so she couldn’t find her home. Thinking about it this way, it made sense.

“Can you tell me about the True Spirit Realm in detail?”

From the little girl’s intermittent description, Su Zhuyi also gained some understanding of the True Spirit Realm.

The True Spirit Realm was the realm cultivators entered after ascending, the legendary immortal realm. But it wasn’t somewhere you could go by achieving enlightenment and ascending. As long as your strength reached a certain level and you successfully tribulated, you could enter the True Spirit Realm to continue cultivation, contending with heaven for fate, seeking the great dao of longevity, ultimately breaking free from the dao and transcending the Heavenly Dao, no longer subject to birth, aging, sickness, and death, no longer bound by rules.

Those who broke free from the dao became gods. After becoming gods, they could open heaven and split the earth, recreate all things in the world, and establish rules and laws.

But since Pangu opened heaven and split the earth, there had been no more legends of gods in heaven and on earth.

The Jianmu Tree was the bridge connecting the cultivation world and the True Spirit Realm. After ascending, cultivators would go to the True Spirit Realm, but for True Spirit Realm cultivators to return to the cultivation world was very difficult and would be restricted by the Heavenly Dao. The little girl was a young phoenix who had never seen her parents since childhood – essentially an orphan – living alone on a parasol tree.

That parasol tree was very close to the Jianmu Tree. She often climbed up and down the Jianmu Tree, playing and frolicking. However, one day after she went out, she discovered the True Spirit Realm had vanished out of thin air. She couldn’t return and could only go downward, eventually reaching the bottom of the Jianmu Tree and appearing in the cultivation world.

Upper realm beings coming to the lower realm would naturally bear great pressure. Tired and frightened, she curled up at the bottom of the Jianmu Tree, crying, ultimately perishing here and becoming something like an earth-bound spirit…

She just wanted to go home, back to that parasol tree that sheltered her from wind and rain.

“Where is the Jianmu Tree?” Behind her was a parasol tree – Su Zhuyi wouldn’t mistake even a parasol tree.

“This is it.” The little girl stood up. As she finished speaking, the tree behind her changed appearance. Su Zhuyi immediately understood that this illusion was related to this little girl. Because the little girl was sad and upset, she had started crying uncontrollably upon entering. The little girl might not mean to harm people, but she had already died and become something like an earth-bound spirit. Since she was a ghost spirit, she would unconsciously control others’ minds. If Su Zhuyi had remained immersed in the illusion’s sorrow, unable to extricate herself, she would eventually become nourishment for this little girl’s remnant soul.

Because the little girl missed home, this tree had taken on the appearance of a parasol tree. Though the little girl seemed like a remnant soul, her primordial spirit power was much stronger than Su Zhuyi’s. Therefore, under her influence, the tree Su Zhuyi saw had also become a parasol tree.

But in reality, this tree wasn’t a parasol tree – it was the Jianmu. After the little girl revealed the truth, what Su Zhuyi saw was the Jianmu Tree’s original appearance.

This was the legendary Jianmu Tree.

The Jianmu had blue leaves, purple stems, black flowers, and yellow fruit. Beneath it, there was no echo to sounds and no shadows from standing. Recalling what was recorded in books, seeing it now confirmed everything one by one.

Su Zhuyi’s initial thought upon entering was to scoop up some spiritual spring water that could enhance divine sense. Who would have thought that after entering, she would discover the Jianmu Tree was hidden inside? This was truly shocking, leaving her somewhat unable to recover. Wasn’t it said that only cultivators capable of ascending could see the Jianmu Tree? Then why could she see it now? Because she had the Liuguang Mirror on her? Or because she wasn’t within the Heavenly Dao?

Shocked in her heart, she reached out to touch the trunk of the Jianmu Tree, but discovered the trunk was an illusion that couldn’t be touched. Moreover, the moment she made contact with the Jianmu Tree, the entire space seemed to distort. Her hand became twisted and crooked, as if this section of space had been compressed.

“Will you take me to find my home?” the little girl asked again.

Su Zhuyi came back to her senses, suddenly feeling something was wrong.

If she had been influenced by the little girl’s emotions, she would have died directly there, consumed by the little girl’s death spirit. But she hadn’t – she had seen through that confusion. In the little girl’s eyes, she was a very capable person who felt crying was useless and needed to think of other ways to solve problems. So the little girl made a second request, asking her to help find the way home. But the problem was that the True Spirit Realm was inside the Liuguang Mirror – where could she find it for her?

Who had such great ability to sacrifice an entire True Spirit Realm for a mirror? No wonder the Liuguang Mirror was called a dao artifact. Not an immortal artifact, not a divine artifact, but a dao artifact. But thinking this way didn’t seem right either. If the True Spirit Realm had been sacrificed during the forging, just like when the Longquan Sword’s smith had his entire clan throw themselves into the furnace to forge the sword, then the Liuguang Mirror’s resentment should be heavier than the Longquan Sword’s. Unless those people didn’t know they had died at all…

And hadn’t suffered any pain or torment. So the Liuguang Mirror contained a real, existing True Spirit Realm?

This was a dao artifact – the person who forged the Liuguang Mirror could manipulate an entire immortal realm in the palm of his hand. What level of cultivation would he have? Su Zhuyi felt it was beyond imagination. She had always thought that once her cultivation recovered to the Nascent Soul stage and her primordial spirit sensed the Liuguang Mirror’s existence, she could find a way to release Qin Jianglan. Now she felt her thinking had been too simple – her ideas were too naive.

It’s just that Qin Jianglan could realize he was trapped in a mirror, yet the people of the True Spirit Realm back then apparently had no awareness at all, no resentment whatsoever? Where was the difference?

The difference between active sacrifice and passive sacrifice? The difference between someone remembering and no one remembering?

She fell into deep thought, momentarily forgetting her surroundings.

“Can’t you do it?” the little girl asked again. Flames seemed to burn on her body, and that firelight made Su Zhuyi react – she felt like she was about to be roasted. Oh no, this little girl was already a vengeful spirit who would attack and kill at the slightest disagreement.

“He couldn’t either, you can’t either. You clearly said you would help me find my home, so why did you just abandon me here and ignore me?” The little girl suddenly transformed into a burning phoenix, glaring furiously at Su Zhuyi. “You liars! This time I won’t let you leave. Either take me home or die!”

With the little girl’s scream, scattered images appeared in Su Zhuyi’s mind again, making her head split with pain.

“I can’t find my home.” The little girl still sat at the bottom of the tree, crying pitifully.

“Where is your home?” a man who had mistakenly entered this place asked.

“At the top of the Jianmu Tree, in the True Spirit Realm,” she answered.

That man climbed the Jianmu Tree. After a long while, he returned to the bottom and said, “There’s nothing above.” Then he sat down and began chanting spells, trying to help the earth-bound spirit pass on. But he was no match for the little girl. In the end, he could only say he would go out to search for her, but after leaving, he had people seal off this entire area. The phoenix’s remnant soul was too strong – no one in the world today could eliminate or help this earth-bound spirit pass on, so they could only seal her and do everything possible to prevent people from approaching. If such an earth-bound spirit absorbed enough resentment and harmed more people, she would become a vicious ghost, and then it would be difficult to control.

They sealed the little phoenix’s remnant soul within the barrier. Once her tears completely dried up and her primordial spirit was completely exhausted, after the remnant soul’s power was completely weakened, this earth-bound spirit would naturally dissipate between heaven and earth.

This approach should have been fine. The little phoenix’s primordial spirit was indeed gradually weakening, but they hadn’t expected this unlucky person would crash directly in. Could it be that the Heavenly Dao deliberately threw her in here to die? Why could that man climb the Jianmu Tree while she couldn’t even touch it?

No time to think about these things. Seeing her life in danger, Su Zhuyi shrieked: “I know where the True Spirit Realm is! But my divine sense isn’t enough right now. You have to help me – I need your tears!”

Phoenix was also called the immortal bird.

This little girl had run to play on the Jianmu, coincidentally escaping the Liuguang Mirror’s devouring. She was lucky, yet also unlucky.

She couldn’t find her home. Because she was too young and had no parental guidance, in her panic and anxiety, she shed tears. Legend said that the phoenix clan couldn’t shed tears, because phoenixes who cried would lose their chance for nirvana and rebirth. No one told her this, so in her panic and anxiety she cried, which was why she couldn’t undergo nirvana and rebirth, becoming an earth-bound spirit instead.

The tears flowing from her eyes were the spiritual energy in the hot spring pool that nourished the divine sense. Back then, one of the four great sects had also encountered this phoenix. At that time, she had already become an earth-bound spirit, but her resentment wasn’t as heavy as now. He couldn’t find the True Spirit Realm, so he lied to her about going out to help her search, then left and sealed this place, using her tears and red leaves to benefit future generations.

Based on those scattered images just now, Su Zhuyi had gained a general understanding of what had happened here. The little girl had been deceived once, so she couldn’t use the same method to escape now.

“Don’t lie to me,” the little phoenix looked at Su Zhuyi and howled mournfully.

“If I lie to you, it won’t be too late for you to kill me then,” Su Zhuyi said with a straight face, righteously declaring: “I won’t be like that person. If I can’t help you find your home, I won’t leave this place.”

“Really?”

The little phoenix continued crying, but her tears would only truly fall once every thousand years. Anxious and angry, she learned from Su Zhuyi’s earlier example and gouged out one of her own eyes, handing the bloody eyeball to Su Zhuyi. With her remaining eye, she stared at Su Zhuyi: “No more tears – here’s my eyeball.”

When phoenixes shed blood tears, they could no longer undergo nirvana and rebirth. Their primordial spirit power gathered in their eyes, transforming into tears that flowed out and dissipated, ultimately leading to complete annihilation.

That eyeball was equivalent to a red spirit stone. No wonder this little girl looked like a remnant soul, yet wasn’t quite like one, because she still had a pair of eyes that existed. After her death, her body turned to ash, but her pair of eyes remained. And these eyes were great tonics that could nourish the primordial spirit.

Su Zhuyi held that eye, feeling it was particularly hot to handle. Under the one-eyed phoenix’s gaze, she slowly sent her divine sense into that ruby. She had intended to absorb it gradually, but who knew she couldn’t control it at all!

Su Zhuyi felt massive spiritual energy suddenly surge into her dantian and sea of consciousness, breaking through the seal on her primordial spirit. At the same time, enormous tearing force impacted her body, making her flesh suffer unbearably.

If the primordial spirit became too much stronger than the physical body, the body would be unable to bear the primordial spirit’s power! This was why her primordial spirit had been sealed after rebirth. Since the Liuguang Mirror had brought her back a thousand years, it naturally wouldn’t let her directly burst her physical body and die, so it sealed her primordial spirit – this was an incidental effect of maintaining her rebirth. Now, the primordial spirit power surging into her body directly broke through her seal, making her feel like her body was about to burst.

“Wa…” Su Zhuyi spat out a mouthful of fresh blood, her entire person immediately becoming weak and falling to the ground. She endured the pain, constantly using spiritual energy to repair her body, continuously stuffing pills into her mouth. At the same time, she locked her divine sense onto the Liuguang Mirror hidden in her body. In that instant, she even clearly saw the city in the chaos within the Liuguang Mirror, as silent as a tomb.

She also saw Qin Jianglan and Little Skull. Qin Jianglan sat cross-legged while Little Skull crouched on the ground, seemingly using a wooden stick to stir the flame in a soul-nurturing lamp. In front of them was a soul-gathering formation.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes heated up. She said: “The True Spirit Realm is right there…”

She didn’t know if the little phoenix could see it, but she had no other choice now.

The little phoenix was slightly stunned, then excitedly chirped. She saw it – she saw the parasol tree, saw home! The little phoenix called out excitedly, then crashed headfirst into the Liuguang Mirror, truly disappearing.

Su Zhuyi was amazed. The little phoenix could see it? She could see the world inside the Liuguang Mirror?

With her crash into it, Su Zhuyi’s body could no longer hold up, and she collapsed sideways. But she didn’t fall to the ground – a blue leaf fell from the Jianmu Tree behind her. That leaf was like a small boat, carrying her along the river of time to an unknown distance.

She saw chaos throughout heaven and earth.

The air was vast and misty, with sprouting beginnings, then separating heaven and earth, establishing the cosmos, activating yin and sensing yang, distributing primordial energy, thus conceiving harmony to become humanity. First was born Pangu, who at death transformed his body – his breath became wind and clouds, his voice became thunder, his left eye became the sun, his right eye became the moon, his limbs and body became the four poles and five mountains, his blood became rivers, his tendons and veins became earth’s patterns, his flesh became fertile soil, his hair became stars, his skin and body hair became grass and trees, his teeth and bones became metals and stones, his essence became pearls and jade, his sweat became rain and moisture, and the various insects on his body, stirred by wind, transformed into the common people.

The four seasons moved, all things lived, following natural law.

She also saw a tree located at the center of heaven and earth, and the gently flowing river beneath the tree.

Were those the Jianmu Tree and Quicksand River?

After countless years, Quicksand River became a mountain and a river spirit. Her silver hair was bright, and she stood barefoot under the Jianmu Tree, asking: “Why can I have spiritual intelligence and transform into human form, while you are still just a tree?”

“Is it because the Heavenly Dao made you stand here as a bridge connecting heaven and earth, so you can only stand here, unable to move at all?”

“If I can see through the Heavenly Dao and establish laws, I’ll let you leave this place and come with me to open new heavens and earth. How about that?”

…

The woman stood barefoot on the branches of the Jianmu Tree. She thought for a long time and finally conceived a method to break free from the dao.

Life between heaven and earth was like a white colt passing through a gap, suddenly and quickly. Time could not be reversed, and to break free from the dao, she could start from this point.

“If I bring those who want to return to the past to change fate against heaven back to former times, and if they can change their destiny and affect heaven and earth, wouldn’t I be able to break free from the dao?” She thought for a long time, sitting on the Jianmu’s branches and asking: “Do you think this would work?”

She transformed into the Liuguang Mirror, seeking the fated ones. The fated ones had to be people who left their mark in history, people of great importance in the river of time. At first, the Liuguang Mirror didn’t need sacrificial offerings. She used her power to reverse the cosmos and make time flow backward. But the Heavenly Dao would correct the chaos – countless coincidences overlapped, and the reborn people didn’t help her break free from the dao.

Each time she used this power, her strength would be weakened. In the end, she no longer had the might to reverse the cosmos.

Once that mirror was bright with a surface like jewels, that was when her spiritual energy was abundant. But later, the jewels lost their luster, and the mirror surface showed spots of rust. The mountain and river spirits’ spiritual energy was nearly exhausted. She slept for a thousand years and fell into the hands of a great power in the True Spirit Realm who was nearly at the transformation stage.

“No spiritual energy for rebirth?”

“It doesn’t matter – I’ll give you sacrificial offerings.”

But he hadn’t expected that once sacrificial offerings were devoured, they would no longer exist in heaven and earth, and the Liuguang Mirror would transform from the original mountain and river spirit into an evil object that heaven and earth could not tolerate. After that, great power was reborn, because there was no more True Spirit Realm. In the spiritually barren cultivation world, he simply couldn’t cultivate to his original level. Most importantly, having been born in the True Spirit Realm, he would still be suppressed by the Heavenly Dao in the cultivation world. Thus, he didn’t live very long at all. Among all those who opposed the Heavenly Dao, he was the most ridiculous one.

The Liuguang Mirror hid between heaven and earth. The great power wanted to find it and become the Liuguang Mirror’s master. If one rebirth didn’t work, he could slaughter living beings as sacrificial offerings for another rebirth. He could roam freely in the river of time and ultimately achieve his wishes. However, he never found the Liuguang Mirror. So before dying, he spread news of the Liuguang Mirror throughout the cultivation world, and finally refined himself into a soul weapon.

His idea was that once the Liuguang Mirror appeared in the world, he would awaken from the soul weapon and control the Liuguang Mirror again. But unexpectedly, he waited until the end of time and his primordial spirit completely dissipated.

In her previous life, no one discovered that soul weapon, and the remnant soul within finally completely dispersed. In the end, he never encountered the Liuguang Mirror again.

“Su Zhuyi.” A voice suddenly rang out in her mind, but that voice was very gentle, somewhat like the sound of rustling leaves.

“She is not an evil object.”

“She cannot fall into becoming a demonic artifact.”

“The devouring of living beings in the Liuguang Mirror was not her intention. Except for Qin Jianglan, who sacrificed himself voluntarily, all other living beings were not what she wanted.”

“The living beings of the True Spirit Realm don’t know they are already dead, so they have no spiritual energy, but one is different. Before this, this little phoenix had always been thinking of a parasol tree inside.”

“We trees develop spiritual intelligence very late, and that parasol tree was just an ordinary parasol tree. However, because of the little phoenix’s long tears of blood and longing, the one in the Liuguang Mirror didn’t completely perish but instead developed faint resentment. I guided you to this place and sent the phoenix back to the True Spirit Realm in the Liuguang Mirror to resolve the parasol tree’s resentment.”

“And you must also try everything possible not to let Qin Jianglan develop resentment.”

“Once he generates resentment and affects the dead spirits in the Liuguang Mirror, then the entire mirror will be filled with resentment. At that time, the Liuguang Mirror will completely fall into becoming a demonic artifact.”

“Who are you?” Her mind was dizzy and confused, and Su Zhuyi only felt her head was spinning.

No voice answered her anymore, only the rustling sound of swaying leaves. She suddenly opened her eyes and saw a blue leaf falling. At the same time, with a tremendous crash, dark clouds gathered in the sky with lightning and thunder. Golden lightning like a sharp sword descended from heaven…

In that instant, Su Zhuyi felt there was no escape. But just then, a voice shouted: “Watch out!”

Qin Chuan flew over, embracing Su Zhuyi and rolling to one side.

With a tremendous crash, that lightning struck the Jianmu Tree. The giant tree standing between heaven and earth burst into flames, with raging fire burning like a fire dragon, turning even the sky crimson.

The Jianmu Tree could only be seen by ascending cultivators. This was a law established by the Heavenly Dao.

But it had also violated the rules.

Was it struck dead by lightning?

Su Zhuyi felt her chest burning, as if that mirror was gently swaying. Her divine sense could no longer hold up, and she directly fainted. And just then, someone entered the barrier from outside.

“Su Zhuyi, Qin Chuan…”

“How are you?”

…

And the moment the little phoenix crashed into the Liuguang Mirror, inside the Liuguang Mirror, Qin Jianglan and Wu’er both looked up at the sky.

“Eh, a bird flew in,” Little Skull exclaimed in surprise.

“What did Su Zhuyi bring in again?” Qin Jianglan was slightly stunned. Then he saw that a bird like a ball of flame flew overhead. Wherever it passed, the air seemed much hotter. His gaze focused as he followed the fire phoenix, seeing it crash into a parasol tree. That originally lifeless parasol tree seemed to gain vitality in that instant, its leaves swaying and making rustling sounds.

That phoenix bird was also a remnant soul. Where had Su Zhuyi caught another remnant soul to sacrifice to the mirror?

“Su Zhuyi?” He called twice, but the other party didn’t answer, making his heart grow uneasy and his expression more grave.

Little Skull nervously grabbed Qin Jianglan’s sleeve. “Little Uncle, should we, should we help that bird?”

That little phoenix seemed very happy, flying and circling the parasol tree. Even though such actions made the remnant soul weaker and weaker, she was completely fearless.

After waiting so long, she had finally come home. She was too happy. Even Little Skull could feel her joy – that kind of joy that seemed like it shouldn’t be disturbed. So, though he noticed the little phoenix’s primordial spirit growing weaker and weaker, he didn’t know whether he should go help.

But he only hesitated for an instant before the phoenix completely dissipated, as if transforming into a gentle breeze and disappearing. Little Skull stared blankly, then broke into a grin. He was a mountain and river spirit – he knew that just then, that bird had been very happy. She had originally carried much resentment, but it had also disappeared while she flew around the parasol tree. So he should be happy for her.

The parasol tree returned to quiet, but somehow, Qin Jianglan felt that the parasol tree was different now.

This was just a feeling – Qin Jianglan couldn’t say why. Once, there had been a little phoenix who always remembered a parasol tree in the True Spirit Realm.

Just like how Su Zhuyi remembered Qin Jianglan. The living beings in the Liuguang Mirror weren’t completely ignorant of their situation – there was one other being who knew, but it was just a tree.

He and Little Skull returned to the soul-gathering formation. On the way, Little Skull suddenly gripped his little uncle’s hand tightly, lowering his voice: “Little Uncle, I, I just picked up something.”

He lowered his head and spread a red gem in his palm. “I feel like this might be good for gathering primordial spirit. It fell from that bird earlier…”

He was a bit nervous, afraid his little uncle would scold him. His little uncle and little sister were both very worried about that person’s primordial spirit dispersing. He was worried too, so when he sensed this stone could strengthen primordial spirit, he had picked it up and held it in his hand.

This was that red bird’s thing.

Would his little uncle blame him for randomly picking up other people’s things?

Little Skull was so nervous his bones seemed to be heating up.

Qin Jianglan saw that red gem and was overjoyed. He patted Wu’er’s head. “This stone is very useful. Thank you.”

Qin Jianglan brought Little Skull quickly back to the soul-gathering formation. He directly placed that gem into the soul-gathering array. This was phoenix blood essence, with miraculous effects for nourishing the spirit. All the spirit-nourishing and soul-gathering items he had recently found couldn’t compare to this small gem.

Qin Jianglan stared somewhat nervously at the soul-gathering formation, watching the human figure within the array gradually gather and solidify, gradually showing a physical outline.

This was a middle-aged man. His gaze gradually cleared, as if returning to normal. Standing in the formation, he suddenly looked up at the sky for a while, then stared fixedly at Qin Jianglan, examining him carefully for a long time before suddenly bursting into laughter.

“You voluntarily sacrificed yourself to the Liuguang Mirror?”

“But not for yourself-for someone else to return to a thousand years ago?”

“That person discovered you were missing from the world a thousand years ago, went to pay respects to you, and you coincidentally summoned a dead thing and established contact with that person?”

He asked three questions in succession. With each sentence, his voice grew stronger. By the end, he was almost hoarsely roaring and laughing maniacally. “Heaven’s will, ah, heaven’s will…”

He laughed madly, finally saying: “I won’t hide it from you – this mirror that makes time flow backward was forged by me.”

“At that time, my cultivation had reached the pinnacle of the world, with a limitless lifespan, nearly achieving spirit transformation. But standing at such heights, I felt utterly lonely, my heart like dead ash.”

“At that time, I missed immensely those things I had ruthlessly discarded in pursuit of the so-called great dao of longevity.”

Speaking to this point, his expression returned somewhat to normal, with some tenderness in his eyes. “In the depths of midnight dreams, I would ask myself – do I regret it? If given another chance, how would I choose?”

“I asked myself over and over, day after day, year after year. My originally firm heart began to waver.”

“So I wanted to return to the past, to make up for regrets. Thus, I thought of every possible way and forged the Liuguang Mirror that could make time flow backward.”

“But it later broke free from my control. It directly devoured the entire True Spirit Realm, and it wanted to devour me too.” He made a shushing gesture with his finger. “It developed its consciousness – it wanted to become a dao artifact.”

“I wanted to return to the past to make up for regrets, but it devoured the entire True Spirit Realm. With no more True Spirit Realm in heaven and earth, how could I make up for regrets?”

“I woke up and time had indeed flowed backward. I had returned to ten thousand years ago, but not to the True Spirit Realm of ten thousand years ago.”

“I had returned to the cultivation world at the bottom of the Jianmu.”

“I climbed up the Jianmu with great difficulty, but I could no longer see the True Spirit Realm.”

“Hahahaha, that mirror was truly remarkable – it devoured the entire True Spirit Realm. The True Spirit Realm became a sacrifice. With no more True Spirit Realm, what meaning was there in returning to the past?”

He couldn’t make up for anything. Those people and things he had once loved, hated, and hurt had all disappeared together, as if they had never existed.

“So I wanted it to spit everything out – to make it spit out the True Spirit Realm!” He roared hoarsely, his expression almost mad again, frightening Little Skull into gripping his little uncle’s hand tightly.

“It devoured the True Spirit Realm but still didn’t become a dao artifact. Do you know why?”

He laughed madly. Though just a remnant soul, blood tears flowed from his eyes. “Because it was still within the Heavenly Dao. Even returning to the past, the entire trajectory of the Heavenly Dao hadn’t changed.”

“I returned to the past. The True Spirit Realm was gone, so I did nothing.” Just like the Jianmu Tree, the cultivation world was the foundation of the Jianmu Tree. Though the True Spirit Realm disappeared, as long as the foundation remained and the cultivators below continued cultivating, they could eventually leave the cultivation world again and re-establish the True Spirit Realm. So the course of history hadn’t been altered. It was just missing one realm, and the people of the cultivation world originally didn’t know about the True Spirit Realm anyway.

“For that mirror to become a dao artifact, someone must be able to truly reverse fate. So it must appear in the world again, must entice others to recognize it as master and use this time-reversing rebirth method.” He chuckled twice. “I always wanted to destroy it.”

“Later, others obtained the Liuguang Mirror, killing countless living beings to sacrifice to the mirror and return to the past, determined to change fate. But the Heavenly Dao invisibly corrected the chaos – they still couldn’t change anything.”

“Each time the Liuguang Mirror appeared in the world, it would be weakened by the Heavenly Dao. Now it doesn’t have much ability left.”

“Most importantly, once resentment breeds here and expands beyond control, then it won’t become a dao artifact but will completely fall into becoming a demonic artifact.”

“How could a demonic artifact circumvent Heavenly Dao rules and transcend the Heavenly Dao?”

He looked at Qin Jianglan with a smile. “Except for the True Spirit Realm devoured during forging, only you voluntarily sacrificed yourself. Others who hunted living beings for sacrifice naturally wouldn’t remember those beings they killed after rebirth. Even if they remembered, they wouldn’t constantly think about them or pay respects.”

Because Su Zhuyi always thought of him and wouldn’t let others replace him, she made some interventions, so Qin Jianglan’s life wasn’t devoured by the Liuguang Mirror as quickly. Similarly, Qin Jianglan himself realized something was wrong. He even discovered the secret here. He didn’t die in confusion and even developed an unwillingness to forget, breeding resentment.

For the Liuguang Mirror to become a dao artifact, it couldn’t let resentment breed, or it might become a demonic artifact.

And for it to become a dao artifact, it would establish its own Heavenly Dao rules. The entire mirror world would be within its Heavenly Dao laws, and it would have to follow its dao. So even if it found Qin Jianglan disagreeable, it couldn’t directly eliminate him. Just like how the Heavenly Dao very much wanted to destroy Su Zhuyi, that reborn anomaly, but didn’t directly strike her dead with heavenly lightning.

There were laws to follow – it wasn’t completely hopeless.

For the Liuguang Mirror to become a dao artifact that could contend with the Heavenly Dao and form its heaven and earth, it had to follow its own rules. If it wanted to eliminate Qin Jianglan, it could only borrow other forces.

He looked at Qin Jianglan and asked: “Do you want to leave this place?”

The middle-aged man quietly looked at Qin Jianglan, smiling as he asked: “Do you want to leave this place, return to the original heaven and earth, and be with the woman you love?”

He said word by word: “I can help you.”

Chapter 96: Truth and Lies
“You can help me?” Qin Jianglan quietly gazed at the middle-aged man within the formation. His expression was cold and aloof as he stared at him, asking indifferently, “How will you help me?”

The man’s passionate and stirring speech just now hadn’t stirred much of a ripple in his heart. Because he didn’t trust him, at least not completely.

“The Liuguang Mirror was forged by me, so I know its weaknesses. But I no longer have a physical body.” The middle-aged man looked at Qin Jianglan and said, “You’re actually still alive, your physical body still exists, and hasn’t been completely devoured by the Liuguang Mirror. I only need to temporarily reside within your body and find a way to control the Liuguang Mirror.”

Qin Jianglan had voluntarily sacrificed himself and been accepted by the Liuguang Mirror for another’s rebirth. Yet after rebirth, he was still remembered, and due to the coincidental summoning of dead objects as bonds, he had never disappeared. If he could seize this physical body, he could completely transform the Liuguang Mirror into a demonic artifact, then make the demonic artifact recognize him as master for his use.

He was now in the mirror’s world—subduing the mirror would be incredibly easy. This person was sitting on a treasure mountain, yet didn’t know how to control it. Heaven was truly helping him! He suppressed the excitement in his heart, making himself appear expressionless and unfathomably profound, yet his heart was practically itching to pounce on him and seize this physical body.

Only now his primordial spirit was conscious, but too weak. This man was originally like an ant in his eyes, yet now he couldn’t do anything to him. If he forcibly attempted soul seizure, he would be the one at a disadvantage. But if the man willingly offered his body, that would be much easier to handle.

“Oh.” Qin Jianglan nodded, then took Little Skull’s hand and walked away.

The middle-aged man was stunned, then immediately followed, floating outward. However, he discovered there was a sealing barrier around the soul-gathering formation’s perimeter that he couldn’t leave.

He became anxious and asked, “Don’t you want to leave?” Even while in the mirror, he could sense Qin Jianglan’s urgent desire to leave this place. He didn’t want his life to be erased, didn’t want to forget his beloved woman Su Zhuyi. At this moment, trapped within the mirror, he could empathize with Qin Jianglan’s intense obsession. So he felt this was Qin Jianglan’s weakness—he could use this as bait to lure him into his trap!

Qin Jianglan didn’t look back. He indeed wanted to leave, desperately wanted to leave every moment, but he wasn’t stupid enough to let another person’s primordial spirit invade his physical body. Moreover, Little Skull didn’t like him either.

If Little Skull liked him, he would be happy that this person had awakened. So even though Little Skull hadn’t said anything now, he knew he didn’t like this primordial spirit. He liked the little phoenix that had rushed in earlier, despite its fierce appearance, but didn’t like this seemingly weak and harmless middle-aged man.

Thinking of this, he suddenly stopped and no longer walked forward.

The man in the formation had been anxiously restless, thinking about how to persuade him, but unexpectedly, he stopped on his own. His heart immediately filled with secret joy as he said, “Although someone remembers you, keeping you from being erased temporarily, that power is weak. You’ll eventually disappear. Only I can help you get out.”

Qin Jianglan walked back beside the formation. He picked up the phoenix crystal that had been placed in the formation. The crystal wouldn’t be completely consumed for a while and was still glowing red and beautiful. He handed the stone to Little Skull, “Take this back as a gift for your little sister.”

“Little sister loves red gemstones the most,” Little Skull said happily.

“Hey, you, you—do you not want to go out anymore?”

“I have a way!”

“Come back…”

…

When Su Zhuyi woke up, she was already on Luoxue Peak.

She opened her eyes and swept with her divine consciousness, seeing Qinghe sitting by the room’s entrance. He usually sat at Master’s door, but this time he was guarding her door instead.

Su Zhuyi wanted to sit up, but as soon as she moved slightly, she discovered she couldn’t move. Her whole body was wrapped like a zongzi. Just then, Qinghe pushed the door open and entered. Standing at the doorway, he said, “You collapsed in the maple forest.”

“Your whole body was injured, your physical body nearly shattered.”

Oh, that was because her primordial spirit had suddenly strengthened and nearly burst her body.

Seeing herself wrapped tightly, Su Zhuyi was reminded of those six hundred years ago. Initially, she too had been too severely injured, her whole body wrapped in bandages like a cocoon. But the next moment, she asked, “Eh? Who treated my injuries?”

Qinghe glanced at her, “Naturally, it was Danhe Sect’s Sect Master Dan Qingshan—well, Dan Ruyun did it.”

At that time, her condition was so critical, and Dan Qingshan was the strongest alchemist present. Under Qinghe’s intimidation, Dan Qingshan didn’t say a single word of refusal and directly treated Su Zhuyi’s injuries.

“How long did I sleep?” Su Zhuyi lay on the bed, looking at the ceiling, continuing to ask. Even turning her head was exhausting now.

“Three days.”

“Oh, that’s not too bad—I wasn’t unconscious for long.” Su Zhuyi thought to herself. Though she had been severely injured this time, it wasn’t a loss. Due to a fortunate coincidence, her physical cultivation had actually increased, her primordial spirit’s seal had been released, and it had strengthened considerably. It was completely a blessing in disguise.

She hadn’t died from her physical body exploding. Su Zhuyi felt it should be because of that azure leaf from the Jianmu Tree that had fallen on her at the end.

When that leaf fell on her, it seemed infinite vitality had surged into her body, causing her cultivation to advance and her physical injuries to be alleviated. She just didn’t know how that giant tree that had violated the rules of the Heavenly Dao was doing now.

“Since you’re awake, and seeing your aura is still decent—even stronger than before—I’ll temporarily leave.” Qinghe turned to go, then suddenly stopped at the door. He asked, “Your previous symptoms were your primordial spirit suddenly strengthening while your physical body couldn’t contain it. If it were a demonic cultivator’s soul seizure, why would seizing a child’s body still allow survival…”

He said this while looking at the white snow outside the door, “When you feel like talking someday, tell me.”

Su Zhuyi struggled to turn her head slightly. After thinking, she grinned and said, “Actually, I’m reborn. My mission in returning through rebirth is to watch over you and Master, to keep you both alive and well. So don’t cause me any trouble, or else I’ll fail in my mission and be struck dead by the Heavenly Dao!”

As her words fell, muffled thunder rumbled outside, making Su Zhuyi slightly startled and causing her body to shiver.

Qinghe said nothing. After a long while, he finally responded, “Mm.”

After speaking, he left the room. Now it was Su Zhuyi’s turn to feel conflicted. Did Qinghe believe her or not? Could he really have believed her? She didn’t know that when she was stuck in that barrier unable to enter, Qinghe had also had different insights.

Su Zhuyi squinted her eyes. Her body was very tired, but her consciousness was clear. She now closed her eyes to focus and began using her divine consciousness to sense the Liuguang Mirror within her body.

Now that her divine consciousness had recovered, she could see the Liuguang Mirror’s existence.

Being able to see the Liuguang Mirror meant she could also contact Qin Jianglan.

What had Jianmu said earlier? That Qin Jianglan couldn’t be allowed to develop resentment, thus causing the Liuguang Mirror to completely fall and become a demonic artifact? She didn’t quite understand, but the general idea was that she needed to placate Qin Jianglan, and she was very good at that.

Since her body couldn’t move anyway, and her divine consciousness was particularly abundant with nothing else to do, Su Zhuyi infused her divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror. This time, she could see clearly.

“Qin Jianglan.” She called his name once and began laughing to herself.

After divine consciousness reached the Nascent Soul stage, it could transform from ethereal to substantial. Her divine consciousness could now even lightly touch Qin Jianglan. Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness swept over Qin Jianglan’s body in waves, finding it quite amusing.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

There was a feeling of being stripped naked and standing before someone else. He hadn’t expected to be able to contact her again so soon. His mood was somewhat joyful, yet also slightly uneasy.

Being caressed by those waves of divine consciousness, even Qin Jianglan’s earlobes were turning red. He silently recited calming mantras, then took the initiative to speak: “A few days ago, that primordial spirit regained consciousness.”

“Oh.” Su Zhuyi also put away her playful thoughts and asked seriously, “What did he say?”

“He said he forged the Liuguang Mirror, but the Liuguang Mirror went out of control and devoured all living beings in the True Spirit Realm. He said if I lend him my physical body, he can help me leave the Liuguang Mirror.” Qin Jianglan frowned.

Su Zhuyi then said, “He’s lying to you. The Liuguang Mirror was forged by a mountain-river spirit from the Quicksand River, trying to defy heaven and change fate through a Dao artifact to break the Heavenly Dao’s rules and become a god, but never succeeded.”

Her divine consciousness swept and detected the middle-aged man in the formation. Seeing his primordial spirit so weak, Su Zhuyi giggled a couple of times. Then she pressed on the middle-aged man’s primordial spirit like squashing an ant, “You’re that powerful being who sacrificed the entire True Spirit Realm to the Liuguang Mirror hoping to return to the past and defy heaven to change fate, only to discover the True Spirit Realm had completely disappeared while you could only barely survive in the cultivation world?”

“If I hadn’t found the Liuguang Mirror and returned to a thousand years ago, you would have already dissipated.” In her previous life, he had already disappeared before she found the Liuguang Mirror. Su Zhuyi’s return to a thousand years ago, through a coincidental encounter with that soul weapon, had allowed him to awaken before dissipating and enter the Liuguang Mirror due to his obsession with it.

“Tell me, should I comply with heavenly fate and directly crush you to death, or defy heaven to change fate and spare your life for now?” Su Zhuyi looked at the weak soul in the formation, smiling as she spoke.

That primordial spirit snorted coldly, “Just because your divine consciousness can enter, you think you’re the Liuguang Mirror’s master?”

“You think you can control the Liuguang Mirror? What a joke.”

He, too, had thought he could become the Liuguang Mirror’s master, but actually couldn’t. They had only been reborn through the Liuguang Mirror and couldn’t control it. The Liuguang Mirror’s original master should have been that mountain-river spirit, but unfortunately, the mountain-river spirit had exhausted its spiritual energy through multiple time reversals and vanished between heaven and earth.

Only Qin Jianglan, who had voluntarily sacrificed himself and whose physical body still existed within the Liuguang Mirror, had the possibility of becoming the Liuguang Mirror’s master. His desire for Qin Jianglan’s physical body was naturally for this reason. Now, that Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness could indeed enter, but if she wanted to kill him, it was completely impossible. Everything inside, whether living or dead, centered around Qin Jianglan.

“Really can’t kill him?” Despite the primordial spirit appearing so weak, after Su Zhuyi tried for a long time, she really couldn’t do anything to him.

How strange.

Chapter 97: Offering Incense
“Really can’t do anything to you?” Su Zhuyi muttered.

“You think that just because the Liuguang Mirror is on your body and your divine consciousness can communicate with it, you’re the Liuguang Mirror’s master and can do whatever you want?”

The middle-aged man stood with his hands behind his back within the formation’s barrier, looking ahead with a cold smile. He couldn’t see Su Zhuyi, but could sense her divine consciousness’s intimidating pressure. He said, “You can’t kill me. If you want your little lover to survive, do as I say.”

Tsk tsk, little lover. She repeated these three words and even glanced at Qin Jianglan. Then Su Zhuyi looked at the middle-aged man and asked, “Then tell me, what should I do?”

Hearing her ask this, he immediately felt there was hope. Qin Jianglan in the distance remained motionless, seeming indifferent to their conversation.

First, he needed to get Qin Jianglan to voluntarily offer his body, so he could become the center of this Liuguang Mirror. Since Qin Jianglan hadn’t agreed to him before, now if he could persuade this woman, it would be much better. After all, Qin Jianglan seemed to love her deeply—he was even willing to sacrifice himself to the mirror for her, giving her a chance at rebirth. He would be willing to listen to her.

“I need a physical body,” he said. “Otherwise, as a weak remnant soul, I can’t do anything at all.”

Su Zhuyi was shrewd. During her years as a demon lord, she had deceived countless people. Hearing him speak like this, she immediately knew this person indeed harbored ill intentions. And probably because he’d been a remnant soul for too long and had just recovered, he was quite stupid. If it were her, she would proceed gradually, deceiving bit by bit slowly. Who would demand a physical body right from the start, directly using their ultimate move?

“Qin Jianglan!” When Su Zhuyi first spoke with Qin Jianglan, it was similar to voice transmission—the middle-aged man didn’t know what they had discussed. But now, Su Zhuyi called out directly, and hearing Su Zhuyi call someone, his heart immediately filled with secret joy.

Qin Jianglan had originally been some distance from the middle-aged man’s barrier, though he could hear Su Zhuyi’s words. But after Su Zhuyi called, he flew near the barrier. Little Skull eagerly followed behind him, and while running, even pulled out a red gemstone and waved it above his head, “Little sister, is it pretty? I’ll bring it back for you later!”

This made Su Zhuyi slightly stunned. One of the little phoenix’s eyes had been dug out for her, and the remaining one had fallen into Little Skull’s hands.

That little phoenix had always wanted to go home, and in the end, with the Jianmu Tree’s help, it had gotten its wish.

Su Zhuyi moved her gaze away from the red gemstone and said, “Qin Jianglan, I can’t kill this primordial spirit.”

“You try?” While speaking to Qin Jianglan, her divine consciousness lightly brushed over his body again.

The middle-aged man had thought she would tell Qin Jianglan to offer his body, but unexpectedly, her words made his primordial spirit tremble with cold. She couldn’t kill him, but Qin Jianglan could.

Qin Jianglan shook his head.

The middle-aged man finally breathed a slight sigh of relief. He felt that since awakening, his emotions had been constantly fluctuating, and now he could barely bear it anymore.

“We don’t need to act personally,” Qin Jianglan said. “He’ll dissipate on his own.”

“Oh.” Su Zhuyi nodded, her divine consciousness sweeping from top to bottom like a gentle breeze caressing Qin Jianglan. “Then let’s chat about something else.”

Her breath was fragrant like orchids, that gentle breeze brushing across his face like a hand softly caressing, making his eyes darken. He then silently walked to one side, sat down on the spot, and silently recited calming mantras in his heart. At this time, the middle-aged man called out loudly, “He sacrificed himself to the Liuguang Mirror and will be devoured bit by bit. You think he remembers you now, but will he still remember you after some time?”

“The Heavenly Dao will set things right and completely erase his life.”

“And he will completely merge into the Liuguang Mirror, becoming the same as those dead objects from the True Spirit Realm.”

“And you!” He couldn’t see Su Zhuyi, now pointing at the sky, “You’ll regret it for the rest of your life!”

Su Zhuyi fell silent.

After a moment, she said cheerfully, “How could that be? How could I regret it for life?”

Qin Jianglan’s eyelids trembled. He had wanted to open his eyes, trembling slightly with his lashes fluttering, but didn’t open them.

“Since the Heavenly Dao wants to find a substitute to replace his existence, and he will disappear accordingly, I’ll just prevent that substitute from becoming his substitute and have more people remember him, right?” Qin Chuan had originally been called Qin Jianglan, but through her persistence, he was now still Qin Chuan. The Heavenly Dao only provided guidance, but what truly determined fate was the human heart itself.

With Qin Chuan, she discovered that as long as one was willing to work hard, a substitute identity could also be changed. Qin Chuan was still Qin Chuan. He wasn’t the previous life’s Qin Jianglan, nor did he use the Songfeng Sword. He had obtained an immortal sword named Bixie.

From Zhang Enning, Su Zhuyi had already seen that Zhang Enning had a choice; only Zhang Enning had chosen the path of becoming a demon.

“As long as he doesn’t disappear, there will always be a way out, right?” Su Zhuyi looked at Qin Jianglan. “Old Dog Qin, you trapped me on the Wangtian Tree for six hundred years, but also accompanied me for six hundred years. Now you’re trapped in this mirror, and I should at least accompany you for six hundred years, too. I’m someone who doesn’t like taking losses, so you at least have to persist for six hundred years without dissipating, right?”

Qin Jianglan opened his eyes, the corners of his mouth suddenly curving in a smile. When she was on the Wangtian Tree before, she had rarely seen Qin Jianglan smile—she should say she had almost never seen him smile. He always had a cold, icy face. Seeing him smile this time, even though that smile was fleeting, Su Zhuyi felt very comforted, so she took the opportunity to touch him again.

As for how to get him out, Su Zhuyi thought of the Jianmu Tree’s words. If she successfully defied heaven to change fate, could the Liuguang Mirror become a Dao artifact? Then, could she release Qin Jianglan? The question was, what counted as successfully defying heaven to change fate?

Without any judgment criteria for this, she probably had to take it step by step and slowly figure it out.

At least now, the events of this lifetime already differed greatly from before her rebirth, but obviously, this wasn’t enough.

She lay in bed, her body wrapped so tightly she couldn’t move, but her sea of consciousness was quite lively. Thinking and thinking, she loudly called Qinghe over.

Qinghe stood at the door with a cold expression, “What do you want?”

He had just been standing outside Master’s window watching Master. Master had been worried about her these past two days and hadn’t rested well.

“Senior Brother, go offer two sticks of incense at that stone tablet,” Su Zhuyi said, lying in bed and glancing sideways.

Qinghe: “…”

“Hey, don’t leave! Call all the Gujian Sect disciples over and have them line up to offer incense!”

“Don’t you damn well leave!”

Qinghe walked away expressionlessly.

But after a while, he came back, followed by two Gujian Sect disciples.

Gujian Sect disciples normally didn’t have the opportunity to come to Luoxue Peak. Comprehending sword intent at the tip of the ancient sword on Luoxue Peak required outstanding Gujian Sect disciples—only the cream of the crop from sect trials had the chance to come to Luoxue Peak. This time, the two followed behind Qinghe, staying ten feet away and not daring to get closer, but their emotions were very excited and stirred.

Ahead was Qinghe.

The coldest person in the Gujian Sect.

The disciples below privately called Qinghe a human-shaped sword, practicing swordsmanship to the point of obsession, with no one daring to approach within three feet. Therefore, both were very nervous and curious, but neither dared to speak up and ask. They also didn’t dare communicate with each other, didn’t even dare use divine consciousness transmission, and could only glance back and forth with their eyes, hoping the other could understand their meaning through eye contact.

Song Shangzhi glanced sideways, “What do you think Senior Brother Qinghe called us here for?” There were no maidservants in the Gujian Sect—while cultivating, disciples also had to clean the mountain gate. The fallen leaves at the mountain gate weren’t swept with brooms, nor could spiritual energy be used. They needed to use sword qi to pick up the fallen leaves one by one, then shred them into pieces, finally sheathe their swords, lightly exhale, and blow away the nonexistent ash. It looked carefree and elegant, but was tedious and tiring. Today, he was on duty with Junior Brother Lin Xun, sweeping the white jade stone steps, when Qinghe called them over. Even though they had already entered Luoxue Peak, they still didn’t know what they were here to do. Though excited, he was also somewhat nervous.

Qinghe was too cold, with a strange temperament that was extremely difficult to approach. He wouldn’t be planning some evil deed, would he?

This was within the sect—he wouldn’t kill people, would he?

The more he thought, the more afraid he became. Song Shangzhi’s legs were even trembling. He looked nervously at his junior brother with his eyes, but his junior brother was an idiot who couldn’t understand his meaning at all. His junior brother even had a smile hanging at the corner of his mouth, looking foolish as if he’d been chosen by an expert and was about to ascend to heaven in one step to become a great sword cultivator.

Lin Xun blinked, his meaning being, “Senior Brother, I’m so happy! Does Senior Qinghe think we have good aptitude?”

Song Shangzhi continued twitching his eye corner, “This vast Luoxue Peak has so few people—will he use us as sword slaves? Sword polishing?” Imagining himself covered in sword wounds and miserable, he felt his breathing wasn’t smooth.

Lin Xun’s eyes lit up, “The place where they live is just ahead. Senior Luo Ying and Junior Sister Su are also here.” Among peers, they were ranked by order of entry. Su Zhuyi had entered the sect after him, so she should be called Junior Sister. But Su Zhuyi’s strength was also very strong, so generally when face to face they would address each other as Fellow Daoist, though privately they still called her Junior Sister affectionately.

The two exchanged glances, but their thoughts were completely on different wavelengths.

When Qinghe stopped, they properly lowered their heads and stood straight, looking like they were waiting for an elder’s instruction, not even daring to look around at their surroundings.

Then they saw Qinghe turn around and hand each of them three sticks of incense.

Both were stunned simultaneously, both completely puzzled.

Qinghe stepped aside, and they saw a stone tablet in front of them with three characters carved on it: Qin Jianglan. Who was Qin Jianglan? The two looked at each other, both with bewilderment in their eyes.

“Offer incense,” Qinghe said flatly.

“Oh, oh.” Even though their hearts were full of confusion, Song Shangzhi and Lin Xun didn’t dare to be negligent. They properly offered the incense and, without Qinghe’s instruction, knelt and kowtowed.

After offering incense, Qinghe was about to send them away, but seeing their expressions, he said coldly, “You two go to the sword tip to comprehend sword intent. Don’t wander around randomly. Go down the mountain before evening.”

“Yes!” The two replied in unison, full of high spirits. Lin Xun mustered the courage to ask, “Who is Qin Jianglan?”

Qinghe didn’t answer, glancing at Su Zhuyi’s room.

Her window was open a crack, and she was awake, so she had probably noticed the commotion outside long ago.

Sure enough, a voice came from inside, “Worship him, and your sword dao comprehension will be faster.”

“Don’t believe it? I worship him every day—three sticks of incense morning and evening.”

“Ask Qinghe, isn’t that right?”

Qinghe: “Hehe.”

Chapter 98: Evil Cannot Triumph Over Righteousness
After offering incense, the two disciples were going to the sword tip to comprehend sword intent when Su Zhuyi called out, “Come again tomorrow too!”

Qinghe: “…”

Only after the people had left did Qinghe ask, “Is there a need?” He felt Su Zhuyi had many secrets, but he never actively inquired. Similarly, he knew that Su Zhuyi truly wouldn’t harm them—her thoughts all had their purposes.

Qinghe was very tolerant of people he recognized. As long as it didn’t involve Master, didn’t expose his identity, and didn’t affect Master’s reputation, he wouldn’t stop her, whether she wanted to kill or commit arson—he could even provide backup from the side. Now she was just having a few people come up to burn incense, so naturally, he wouldn’t stop her either. Only when his body became uncomfortable and he needed to leave would this Luoxue Peak have to be sealed off. When he wasn’t here, he didn’t want anyone coming up to disturb Master.

“There is a need,” Su Zhuyi said. She was still thinking about how to explain this issue to her senior brother when she heard Qinghe outside answer, “Good.”

Common people in the mortal world liked to establish longevity tablets for those righteous cultivators who acted chivalrously, offering incense and praying. Legend had it that this was beneficial to cultivators’ practice, though he wasn’t clear if it was true. Because Qinghe had never done any good deeds, he felt that if his portrait were painted, it would probably be pasted on doors as a door god to ward off ghosts. Only someone like Master would be hung in rooms for worship: a white-robed fairy, ethereal and transcendent, world-shocking sword immortal with far-reaching chivalrous reputation.

Su Zhuyi now felt this senior brother was quite good too.

He looked slightly inferior to Qin Jianglan.

But his strength was very powerful.

However, because he had sacrificed himself to the Longquan Sword, an evil sword that could make him lose control and kill people at any time, plus his single-minded devotion to living for Master, she hadn’t had any improper thoughts. But thinking about it was still quite regrettable. In her previous life, Su Zhuyi flirted with any decent man she saw. Now living again, she was truly becoming more conservative.

Though she liked Qin Jianglan and wholeheartedly wanted to save him, she ultimately hadn’t thought of living only for this one man. Looking at her senior brother now, she still felt it was a pity and clicked her tongue helplessly. A leopard couldn’t change its spots—Su Zhuyi felt she hadn’t encountered anyone more handsome than Qin Jianglan, otherwise, she might still have some improper thoughts.

Lying in bed, unable to move, her injuries were caused by her primordial spirit suddenly strengthening. She estimated she’d need to recover for ten days to half a month. In her previous life, when recuperating on the Wangtian Tree, she had lain for a long time too. Back then, her primordial spirit was also extremely weak, and she couldn’t do anything—opening her eyes, she could only see that lamp and the small area around its light. It was much more boring than now, yet she had endured it. Now lying for a few days, she didn’t find the time difficult to bear.

Anyway, she could still tease Qin Jianglan.

Her divine consciousness swept in again as she asked, “Just now, I had two disciples offer incense for you. Did you sense anything?”

Qin Jianglan slowly shook his head.

Just offering incense wasn’t enough—others had to remember such a person. Just like how many people always remembered Luo Ying in their hearts, it should be that kind of commemoration that had meaning. Of course, it was also possible that with only two people who had only offered incense once, Qin Jianglan couldn’t feel it. Little by little adds up to a lot. Anyway, there were no other approaches now, so this would have to do for the time being.

“Qin Jianglan.” Su Zhuyi separated out a strand of divine consciousness, like a feather brushing across his cheek, then lightly touching his nose bridge, stroking down bit by bit, finally landing on his lips.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

She even asked in a cloying voice, “Back then, when you changed my bandages, was it like this too?”

Her divine consciousness pressed down slightly heavier, as if a pair of hands were pinching his chin, “Is this force too heavy, or should it be like this?”

“Su Zhuyi.” Qin Jianglan’s expression was impassive, his earlobes slightly red, his voice still maintaining its cool tone.

“What?” Su Zhuyi giggled twice, “Want to cast a silencing spell again?”

The wheel of fortune turns—back then, he had tormented her; now it was her turn to take charge.

Su Zhuyi glanced at him sideways, raising an eyebrow, “Or are you going to recite the Clear Heart Mantra yourself? Let me guess, are you silently chanting mantras in your head right now? Clear Heart Mantra? Calming Heart Mantra?” Her divine consciousness swept to his lower abdomen, “Or the Fire-Quelling Mantra?”

Qin Jianglan couldn’t see Su Zhuyi’s expression.

He could only hear Su Zhuyi’s mocking voice.

Su Zhuyi lay in bed unable to move her body, not speaking aloud either, but her facial expression was quite lively. Qinghe, who hadn’t gone far, twitched the corner of his mouth and silently looked away.

Qin Jianglan called Su Zhuyi’s name again, making Su Zhuyi grin smugly, “What, did I guess right?”

“Your cultivation has advanced and your primordial spirit’s power increased, but your realm isn’t stable yet.” Qin Jianglan gazed ahead with a calm tone, “Cultivate properly and stabilize your mind and spirit.”

Why was he saying this out of nowhere?

Qin Jianglan raised his hand, lightly pointing at his cheek.

Only then did Su Zhuyi notice that his cheek was flushed red, but it wasn’t from embarrassment—rather, it looked like someone had slapped him. She had controlled her divine consciousness to caress him, thinking her force was very gentle, but actually, this kind of fine control over divine consciousness required diligent practice. In her previous life, her primordial spirit control had been quite good, but now her realm wasn’t stable, and she wasn’t grasping her strength well. She thought she had lightly brushed over Qin Jianglan, but the actual effect…

Was probably slap slap slap slap—she had smacked him several times across the face, from top to bottom, slapping his face…

Yet he had remained steady throughout, not even frowning once.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She had originally intended to tease him, but now, seeing his face, she felt somewhat distressed.

Within the Liuguang Mirror, when Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness invaded, Qin Jianglan could roughly sense her state of mind. Now she was probably somewhat embarrassed and ashamed. So her divine consciousness had become more ethereal and weak. This way, she should be better-behaved next time.

Qin Jianglan’s cultivation wasn’t weak. Now, in this Liuguang Mirror, it was only higher than in his previous life, not lower. Blocking that mere divine consciousness would be easy, but he hadn’t done so.

He hoped Su Zhuyi could be slightly more well-behaved. If this continued, even the Calming Heart Mantra wouldn’t calm his heart.

In his previous life on the Wangtian Tree, even without spiritual energy she liked to get handsy with him. Now, unable to even make physical contact, she could still use divine consciousness to flirt with him. Though Qin Jianglan was speechless, his heart was also slightly intoxicated, sweet and entrancing.

Little Skull sat to one side, looking up at the sky with some dissatisfaction. “Little sister, I can sense your divine consciousness.”

“Are you whispering secrets with little uncle?” He leaned against Qin Jianglan, the little flame in his eye sockets spinning in circles, “What secrets are you telling? Can’t I listen?”

Su Zhuyi said seriously, “He was just teaching me cultivation, how to control divine consciousness.” Su Zhuyi separated a strand of divine consciousness, carefully landing it on Little Skull’s hand, “How does this feel? Is the force too heavy?”

“Heavy, like, like…” Little Skull thought for a long while before saying, “Like being pounced on by Xiaoxiao.”

Xiaoxiao was Little Skull’s big yellow dog, now already advanced with great strength.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

It seemed her control over divine consciousness needed strengthening. Since her body couldn’t move anyway, she might as well temper her divine consciousness. Time was precious and couldn’t be wasted like this. Having thought this through, Su Zhuyi became serious. She used her divine consciousness to play games with Little Skull. Over the years, she hadn’t spent much time with Little Skull, always being indifferent toward him. Now, separated by the Liuguang Mirror, she instead played with him for a long time, making Little Skull especially happy, laughing so hard he couldn’t close his jaw every day.

When she cultivated her divine consciousness, she was very serious, only resting when her divine consciousness was exhausted, then continuing when recovered. After seven or eight days, her mastery of divine consciousness had strengthened considerably. And in these seven or eight days, the middle-aged man’s primordial spirit inside the Liuguang Mirror had already weakened beyond recognition.

He was unwilling, completely unwilling.

With his lifespan nearing its end, to remain in the mortal world and wait for the Liuguang Mirror to appear again, he had refined himself into a soul weapon, allowing his primordial spirit to exist within a ring, enabling him to last longer. Because he didn’t know how long he’d have to wait for the Liuguang Mirror’s reappearance, soul seizure wouldn’t work—after all, soul seizure only had one chance. Even if he succeeded, it would only add some lifespan. He could only refine a soul weapon and wait until after the Liuguang Mirror appeared, when his primordial spirit would still have a soul seizure opportunity.

Now, before his primordial spirit dissipated, he had finally waited for the Liuguang Mirror and had the most suitable physical body for seizure, but he was too weak and had no such strength at all.

Despite all his calculations, he hadn’t expected to awaken so late, so late that his primordial spirit couldn’t maintain integrity, so late that he had no way to forcibly seize his body.

Was he going to give up like this?

Suddenly his heart filled with regret—he should have acted differently back then, such regret…

As his consciousness gradually dissipated, he looked in Qin Jianglan’s direction and said, “You really will dissipate.”

“For the Liuguang Mirror to become a Dao artifact, it needs the reborn person to reverse fate. Unfortunately, the Heavenly Dao can break anything. Back then, my strength was nearly at the Spirit Transformation stage, unmatched throughout the True Immortal Realm, able to overturn clouds and rain with a flip of my hand, yet I still couldn’t escape the Heavenly Dao’s destiny, couldn’t achieve resurrection from death, couldn’t avoid approaching lifespan’s end.”

“That mirror is somehow ownerless because the person who forged it or its original master’s power has dissipated. To become its master, I guess, one can only change fate. Like me, reborn through the mirror ten thousand years ago, but actually, I couldn’t control it at all either. That mirror is merely a medium for us.”

“To become its master, we can only seek other methods.”

Perhaps sensing his impending dissipation, his words became much more sincere: “We can turn the Liuguang Mirror into a demonic artifact.”

“A demonic artifact wouldn’t have the limitation of requiring defying heaven to change fate for recognition as a master.” By the end of his speech, he was somewhat exhausted, “I’ll teach you. I was the foremost person in the True Immortal Realm. I’ll teach you to turn the Liuguang Mirror into a demonic artifact. Then we’ll be able to control this mirror, reborn through sacrificing living beings, even directly devouring living beings through the mirror. When that time comes, you’ll be the master—freely entering and leaving the Liuguang Mirror will be effortless, and the whole world will be in our hands.”

“There are many great demon lords in this world. Even if they’re arrogant for a time, ultimately, none have good endings.” Qin Jianglan looked at Little Skull, “Since ancient times, evil cannot triumph over righteousness.”

Su Zhuyi happened to project a strand of divine consciousness in.

“Old Dog Qin, who the hell are you talking about?”

Chapter 99: Sincerity Brings Efficacy
After seven or eight days of recovery, Su Zhuyi’s injuries had mostly healed.

She didn’t just lie there—she got up to exercise her muscles and bones, practicing swordsmanship for a while. At the red maple forest, Su Zhuyi had comprehended a bit of sword intent. It seemed like back then, something wanted her to kneel and admit her mistakes, but she’d rather die than acknowledge them.

She felt that if Qin Jianglan’s Songfeng sword qi represented unyielding integrity, then hers was probably the stubbornness of refusing to admit fault. There were some similarities.

With sword intent, her swordsmanship’s power had greatly increased. Previously, Su Zhuyi had always felt the sword dao was pitifully weak in the early stages, so she’d been too lazy to cultivate it. Now with sword intent, she found the sword quite effective to use, so her cultivation became more serious. She had already known the first and second forms of the Tianxuan Nine Swords before, just neglecting practice. Now, when executed, their power was truly considerable.

After sword practice, Su Zhuyi was exhausted. She returned to her room to meditate and rest. While regulating her breathing, she multitasked—despite being very tired, she still separated a strand of divine consciousness to contact Qin Jianglan and Little Skull. Who would have thought she’d hear Qin Jianglan saying such things?

“Demon lords all have bad endings?”

“Since ancient times, evil cannot triumph over righteousness!”

Hearing this, Su Zhuyi flared up and asked, “What nonsense are you spouting behind my back?”

“Evil cannot triumph over righteousness?” Her divine consciousness landed on Qin Jianglan. “You’re so righteous, yet aren’t you still…” Her voice immediately became melodious as she lightly exhaled, “Aren’t you still under my spell?”

She now had excellent control over her divine consciousness.

That strand of divine consciousness, soft as a feather, gently landed on Qin Jianglan’s lips. “Who won—you or me?”

“You.” Qin Jianglan’s eyes were clear and bright, answering almost without hesitation.

Su Zhuyi was satisfied, but her mouth remained unforgiving. “Oh, why?” Her divine consciousness’s feather brushed across his lips, then slid down along his chin, brushing past his neck, slipping into his clothes, stroking his collarbone several times. She had intended to tease Qin Jianglan, but it made her own heart burn like fire. She found his temples sharp as if cut by a blade, his eyebrows like ink paintings, his eyes like dots of lacquer—every part of him stirred her heart.

“Because you’re beautiful.” Qin Jianglan said with an unchanged expression.

She had been teasing him, yet Su Zhuyi found her heartbeat accelerating instead. In that instant, her divine consciousness even paused slightly before she giggled twice. “Of course, I’ve always known that.”

She suddenly remembered many years ago, on the Wangtian Tree, when she often posed seductively before him, asking, “Do you think I’m beautiful?”

He had never answered back then.

He had always had an answer in his heart. Only today did he speak it aloud.

Her heartbeat sped up, but she noticed Qin Jianglan remained calm and composed, which made her somewhat unwilling to give up. As she continued flirting, she suddenly heard his heartbeat.

That thumping heartbeat made her eyes slightly warm.

You’re still alive—that’s good.

Just then, Little Skull, who had been playing with mud on the side, cheerfully spoke up again, “Little sister, are you here? Look, I made little people with mud…”

He had built houses on the ground, with pine trees at the door, and inside the houses were little sister, little uncle, and many other people…

“Mm-hmm.” Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness touched Little Skull again, but Little Skull, who had been squatting, lost his balance and suddenly knelt forward, pressing his hands forward and crushing many of the figures.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She had excellent divine consciousness control now—was her strength really that great? However, coincidentally crushing all the other people while leaving only her, Qin Jianglan, and Little Skull—wasn’t that too coincidental?

Her divine consciousness glanced at Qin Jianglan, who was sitting upright and proper. Su Zhuyi chuckled in her heart and touched him a couple more times.

“I’ve recovered pretty much. Tomorrow I’ll go down the mountain to subdue demons and eliminate evil.” Su Zhuyi smiled. “Where did you go in your previous life? Which places had demons and evil spirits that needed eliminating?”

In her previous life, Su Zhuyi had still been causing trouble in the Xueluo Sect at this time. She knew very little about these matters. Since she was going to act chivalrously and defy heaven to change fate under Qin Jianglan’s name, she needed to prepare well. If she knew in advance where demons and evil spirits were causing trouble, she could go directly and save a lot of effort.

After asking, Qin Jianglan didn’t respond. Su Zhuyi called his name again.

“Qin Jianglan.”

“Mm.” He responded softly, then smiled slightly. Though he was a person as cool as jade, that smile carried a heart-stirring allure in his eyes and brows, like entangling silk threads that instantly tightened around her heart.

“I forgot.” The breeze ruffled his hair. Though he was smiling, it made Su Zhuyi’s heart ache. She felt her emotional fluctuations had been quite large recently—she was actually being affected by his every word, action, gesture, look, and smile…

Previously, she had always been the one seducing others. Now she was being seduced instead.

When people who seemed rigid, stubborn, and aloof started flirting, they really made one unable to maintain composure.

“Mm, just remember me.” She simply wrapped her divine consciousness around his neck, as if embracing his shoulders with both hands. In her previous life, Su Zhuyi had always taken the initiative to seduce him. Even when they did make it to bed, except for the very last time, she was always on top, as if sitting in his lap, arms around his neck. Using her divine consciousness to circle him now, she smiled and said, “Let me take a good look. I’ll paint more portraits later and have them hang them in their rooms, making you as revered by tens of thousands as you were six hundred years ago.”

“Good.”

The Calming Heart Mantra had long been useless.

He had already inevitably reacted, just sitting upright and pretending nothing had happened. Only when Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness left did he breathe a sigh of relief.

His cultivation was stronger than Su Zhuyi’s, and they were separated by the Liuguang Mirror. Under his concealment, Su Zhuyi shouldn’t have noticed his abnormality. His blue shirt was thin, and sitting cross-legged like that, if he hadn’t cast a barrier, everything would have been exposed.

Qin Jianglan’s heart settled slightly, then he heard Little Skull suddenly speak up, “Little uncle, are you uncomfortable somewhere?”

He pointed at the tent Qin Jianglan had pitched, asking with concern.

The mountain-river spirit’s divine consciousness was even stronger…

Little Skull wouldn’t peek at what was under other people’s clothes, but…

The current situation was very strange. Little uncle’s face was flushed, his heartbeat accelerated—was he sick? Little sister had secretly told him to watch little uncle carefully, not to let him do bad things or develop resentment. Little Skull took this responsibility very seriously, so he watched very carefully!

The flames in his eye sockets flickered, his divine consciousness nearly poking a hole in Qin Jianglan’s pants.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

“I’m fine. This will be better in a moment. Don’t tell little sister, okay?”

“Okay!” Little Skull innocently agreed.

Qin Jianglan sighed in relief. Wu’er was innocent and kind—he wouldn’t lie to him, right? But Wu’er had been with that demoness Su Zhuyi. In those years, not even two of every ten sentences from her mouth were true.

Little Skull nodded repeatedly, promising, “I won’t tell little sister!”

But in his heart, he was thinking: I have to tell little sister! Little sister told me to watch you carefully. Wu’er listens to little sister the most.

…

Su Zhuyi planned to go down the mountain.

With her current late Golden Core strength, Nascent Soul stage primordial spirit, and some achievement in the sword dao, going down the mountain for training shouldn’t pose any danger. She first painted Qin Jianglan’s portrait, hanging it directly on the pine tree at the door. Since Qinghe hadn’t left yet these past few days, she instructed him to have those disciples come up to comprehend sword intent, not only to offer incense daily, but also to bow before the portrait.

“Tell them that worshipping this person makes sword intent comprehension faster.”

Qinghe: “…”

He said nothing, responding to certain words from his junior sister with silence.

Just then, Song Shangzhi, who had come earliest, came running over with his sword in his arms, his face showing wild joy as he said, “Both seniors, I’ve comprehended sword heart!”

He was considered a newly initiated disciple, entering slightly before Su Zhuyi. Gujian Sect disciples were expected to cultivate the sword heart within a hundred years. As long as they developed sword heart within a century, their aptitude was considered decent. If they couldn’t, they’d have to go to the outer sect first. Now, in less than thirty years, he had cultivated a sword heart—this was already quite excellent.

“Oh, show us?”

They saw him demonstrate the first form of the Gujian Sect’s Tianxuan Nine Swords, executed quite competently and not badly at all.

Seeing this, Su Zhuyi pretended to guide him, correcting his sword technique’s force and spiritual energy application. This made Song Shangzhi even more moved, repeatedly expressing gratitude. He felt Junior Sister Su was both beautiful and kind, compared to the one beside her, simply…

One was heaven, the other earth.

Just as he was feeling emotional, he heard Su Zhuyi say again, “Doesn’t worshipping this person make sword dao cultivation feel divinely aided?”

Song Shangzhi was stunned. Looking at the newly appeared portrait, he felt the man in the painting was like a banished immortal, so handsome that it seemed unreal.

“He is Qin Jianglan. He once entered the dao through swordsmanship and ascended to the Great Vehicle. Just like our sect’s Sword Heart Stone, worshipping him can also improve one’s sword dao. His sword was the Songfeng Sword. I obtained the immortal sword Songfeng Sword from the Sword Tomb and coincidentally learned of this past.”

She patted the green pine behind her, shaking down several pine needles that seemed to carry sword intent, making Song Shangzhi’s spirit tremble. His gaze toward Qin Jianglan became much more respectful.

Su Zhuyi distributed several portraits, “Share them with your close fellow disciples. Worship more often—sincerity brings efficacy.”

After speaking, she put on a cold face, “If I discover any damage to the portraits…” She thought about how to threaten him, then turned and pulled over Qinghe, who was standing to the side.

Without saying more, Song Shangzhi already understood, repeatedly saying, “They will never be damaged, please rest assured.”

Qinghe: “…”

Except for Master, everyone feared him.

Looking at his junior sister grabbing his arm, his expression remained indifferent and distant, but his heart felt slightly warm. Then, maintaining a stern face, he coldly glanced at Song Shangzhi.

That glance made Song Shangzhi tremble directly, “My head can be severed, my blood can flow, but the portraits will never suffer the slightest damage.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She just loved such understanding, righteous sect disciples.

Chapter 100: Old Acquaintance
Su Zhuyi was going down the mountain to train, but she didn’t just leave directly. Instead, she went to greet the elders of each peak.

She had a vengeful personality. Even after all this time and experiencing so many things, she hadn’t forgotten one important matter.

When she was subjected to whipping, the elders of Weapon Peak, Spirit Peak, and Discipline Peak were all present. Later, the sect master arrived late. These people were all present during her punishment and could have obtained her hair or blood, which could be used to track her location. She was usually very careful about this, but during the punishment, she definitely couldn’t pay attention to everything. So the possibility that someone had taken something at that time, allowing the Xueluo Sect to use secret arts to track her whereabouts, was very high.

Previously when she left Gujian Sect for Suyue Sect, she was ambushed by Xueluo Sect assassins. This was surely connected to these people, but she couldn’t tell which one it was now.

Discipline Peak’s Peak Master Yun was the most suspicious on the surface, after all, she had always disliked Luoxue Peak. Weapon Peak’s Peak Master Hu usually seemed carefree and protective, always treating Su Zhuyi well. Spirit Peak’s Peak Master Yi had always wanted to see Little Skull and had pestered them by staying on Luoxue Peak for a while…

Which one was it? Su Zhuyi felt Peak Master Yi and Peak Master Hu were more likely suspects. Because one harbored resentment about her spirit pet, and Elder Yi was rather obsessive about spirit beasts—he could lie motionless for years or even over a decade to catch a spirit beast. Selling information to others so that when she died, the spirit beast would be masterless made sense, too.

As for Elder Hu, it was really because Su Zhuyi had been a demon lord in her previous life with a black heart, always suspecting good people while overlooking bad ones. So she found Elder Hu more suspicious than Elder Yun.

She chose appropriate moments to secretly visit the sect master and these three elders. Then she naively inquired about what to pay attention to during mountain training and which places would be suitable.

Then she revealed where she wanted to go.

Each elder said something different, but she didn’t directly state where she was going, only indicating a general intention. She dawdled around the sect for a few days, had Song Shangzhi promote the portrait’s effects again, and then was finally ready to go down the mountain. Before leaving, she had Qinghe disguise himself, and they split into two routes, each heading to previously discussed locations.

Su Zhuyi went to the southern frontier Miao Mountains area. This region was far from all four major sects. Deep in the mountains was a Miao Gu Village whose inhabitants were mostly quite skilled, excelling in poison and raising venomous insects. They had lived in seclusion in the mountains for generations, and cultivators who wandered in usually never returned.

Because of the Miao Gu Village, although the Miao Mountains had decent spiritual energy, no major cultivation sects had ever been established there. Whether righteous or demonic path, attempts to establish sects there had all failed and mysteriously declined. Over time, no one wanted to claim territory there anymore. Eventually, it became a gathering place for rogue cultivators—a mixed area with both righteous and demonic path cultivators, plus several small cultivation sects of dozens or hundreds of people that could be wiped out overnight. These were completely unknown in the cultivation world and could be ignored entirely.

The cultivators’ levels here varied greatly, with many low-level cultivators but also some high-level ones. Su Zhuyi had once lurked in these Miao Mountains for a long time.

The sect master and elders all felt this place wasn’t suitable for newly descended disciples, but Su Zhuyi was very familiar with it. She also knew there were many mortal villages and settlements thousands of li away from the Miao Mountains. Choosing this as her target, she should encounter many injustices.

Xueluo Sect disciples should have come quickly in theory, but Su Zhuyi didn’t encounter them. She asked Qinghe, who also had no news. She felt quite regretful, thinking she had worked for nothing this time and failed to draw anyone out. She wandered around for two days and found no one following, so she concealed her form. When she reappeared, she had disguised herself as Qin Jianglan, planning to use his face to swagger around—no, to act chivalrously.

This day, Su Zhuyi stood under green trees by a lake, looking at her reflection in the water. “Look, how’s my illusion technique? Am I the same as you?”

Green trees cast shade, the green reflection in the water like emerald jade. The Qin Jianglan she had transformed into seemed to stand in the jade, even colder than jade itself. But the next moment, that handsome face showed an evil smile. Su Zhuyi blinked and even threw a flirtatious glance at the water’s surface. When these actions were performed on Qin Jianglan’s body, they didn’t seem disgusting at all.

She was even looking forward to the real Qin Jianglan singing softly before her, turning and seeking pleasure.

Su Zhuyi’s cultivation was now quite high, and her primordial spirit even stronger. Disguising herself as Qin Jianglan wasn’t difficult. As long as she didn’t encounter late Nascent Soul stage powerhouses, others couldn’t see through it. She was heading toward mortal towns and low-level cultivator areas anyway, so the possibility of meeting powerhouses was small.

Qin Jianglan, in the mirror, couldn’t see what Su Zhuyi looked like now. Just thinking of Su Zhuyi traveling the world in his appearance made him feel somewhat dreamlike. He vaguely remembered falling from the Wangtian Tree six hundred years ago, when she said she would live again, become the world’s number one, seek the great dao and immortality, and kill anyone who dared obstruct her.

And now she was going to act chivalrously? She was doing this for him.

The corners of Qin Jianglan’s mouth curved in a smile. While listening to Little Skull tell stories, he imagined Su Zhuyi’s current appearance, his smile deepening. Then he heard Su Zhuyi say again, “You’re smiling again.”

“Smiling secretly behind my back—what are you thinking about?” A gentle breeze touched his face and rubbed his cheek, then began wandering downward, even pulling down his collar a bit…

Her divine consciousness control was getting better and better, and her clothes-removing technique was becoming more skilled too.

“Eh, you have a small mole here on your collarbone.” Su Zhuyi said with feigned surprise, though she had known long ago. After all, they had lived together day and night for so many years—with nothing else to do, she could only stare at him.

A tiny spot the size of a sesame seed, like a light touch from a brush tip, bright red and quite alluring, making her want to lick it.

“I’m impersonating you, so naturally every detail must be similar. Let me measure and examine carefully to check if there are any omissions.” Her tone was frivolous, her expression mischievous, her divine consciousness seeming ready to strip Qin Jianglan bare. Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness was slightly weaker than Qin Jianglan’s, so if he didn’t want her to see, setting a barrier could block her. But he didn’t, so despite his calm expression appearing desireless, he must be quite enjoying it inside.

Su Zhuyi stood by the water, watching her reflection while using divine consciousness to tease Qin Jianglan, playing happily. Suddenly, she sensed a bloody smell behind her. Her divine consciousness had been monitoring the surroundings, and she saw an injured woman flying toward her. The woman’s aura was weak, only at the Ningshen stage. Such minimal strength couldn’t even break through her defensive barrier, so Su Zhuyi didn’t take her seriously.

Usually, when someone rushed toward her, if she was in a good mood, she’d slap them away. If she was in a bad mood, she could directly kill them—after all, who knew what intentions they had approaching? She was habitually cautious and couldn’t tolerate anyone suddenly approaching within ten feet of her. She had already raised her hand, but then remembered she was down the mountain to save people, so she silently lowered it and stood aside with her hands behind her back. Acting rashly wouldn’t be appropriate—better to observe first.

For example, if someone looked unpleasant to her, not delivering a finishing blow would already be good enough. They still wanted her to save them?

After a moment, the woman came flying unsteadily past her on a flying artifact, then her spiritual energy stalled as if exhausted, and she fell directly into the small river, her body instantly half-soaked.

She wore a low-grade spirit treasure. Though low-ranked, it should have basic abilities like water resistance. Even if her spiritual energy was insufficient, she shouldn’t have immediately become soaked through.

Su Zhuyi saw the woman get wet, revealing her beautiful figure and graceful curves, and slightly frowned.

The woman emerged from the water, her hair wetly clinging to her body, clothes soaked through. The jade-colored skin beneath the already thin garments was exposed, her waist extremely slender. There was also a wound on her waist—blood seeped from the wound, spreading through the clear river water like a piece of red silk gently swaying.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She never expected that the first person she’d encounter after coming down the mountain would be Su Qingxun.

Su Qingxun was the daughter of Su Xiang, the village chief of Changning Village. Her father was a body-tempering cultivator, her mother a mortal with no cultivation aptitude. Though Su Qingxun’s cultivation talent was quite ordinary, she was Qin Jianglan’s disciple with abundant cultivation resources. Many methods had been used to improve her aptitude, and when entering secret realms, she had senior brothers and sisters to care for her. With plenty of artifacts during training, her cultivation was naturally good. In her previous life, judging by cultivation level alone, she wasn’t much different from Su Zhuyi. Of course, in a real fight, Su Zhuyi killing her wouldn’t be difficult.

Su Qingxun wasn’t bad-looking. She had an oval face, large eyes, and Su Zhuyi remembered she’d had some baby fat on her cheeks—as a child, she looked like a white jade dumpling, adorable. When grown up and slimmed down, she was also charming and delicate, completely different from Su Zhuyi’s bewitching style. But looking at her now, though her body remained petite, she had curves in all the right places, especially her chest, which was full and swollen, actually much larger than Su Zhuyi’s own, comparable to that woman from Danhe Sect…

That busty woman was comparable, making Su Zhuyi click her tongue in wonder. In the previous life Su Qingxun dressed very conservatively, probably even binding her chest usually, so it wasn’t noticeable. Only now did Su Zhuyi discover her figure was quite appealing to men.

Her face was youthful with a girl’s innocence, but her body had graceful curves. With clothes soaked through, she truly had a unique charm.

Su Zhuyi brazenly examined Su Qingxun, who looked somewhat panicked in the water. This gaze fell on Su Qingxun as rather lustful.

She lightly bit her pearly teeth and looked up, “Young master, save me.”

Su Qingxun only knew the man under the tree was young and quite strong, but she didn’t know exactly how strong. Male cultivators in this area were probably at most the Foundation Establishment stage.

She hadn’t looked carefully and didn’t dare use divine consciousness to investigate. Only now, when she looked up, did she see the man’s appearance under the tree.

She had been lightly biting her lip, looking pitiful, but now froze in place, her gaze stopping, her heart racing like a frightened deer.

She thought: could there be such a handsome man in this world? He stood under the tree with a slight smile at the corners of his mouth, as if gathering all the heavenly light, making everything around him pale in comparison.

Su Qingxun almost became entranced…

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She was clearly down the mountain to act chivalrously, but the first person she saw made her want to kill. What to do?

“Old Dog Qin!”

Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness directly roared into the Liuguang Mirror, “Damn it, I see your disciple, and that damn Zhuxin Curse you cast means I can’t touch her!”

Chapter 101: A Difficult Start
“Remove that wretched Zhuxin Curse.” Su Zhuyi’s voice was filled with murderous intent, and even the space between her brows carried a malevolent aura.

Su Qingxun was startled. She only felt that the immortal who had been as serene as a clear wind and bright moon suddenly exuded an evil air. Was it because she was a demonic cultivator? Su Qingxun thought she had concealed herself extremely well. The disciples of their Xueluo Sect were skilled at masking and hiding their aura. Now, covered in wounds and being pursued, she looked like a weakling at first glance. She gritted her teeth, steeled her heart, staggered to her feet, and ran along the riverbank. After circling the man and discovering he hadn’t moved, her heart sank. She then set up a barrier not far behind him by the rocky outcrop, concealing her form.

In her current state, she couldn’t escape even if she ran. It would be better to hide behind him and stake everything on this gamble!

…

Inside the Liuguang Mirror, Qin Jianglan sensed Su Zhuyi’s anger.

“Using the Liuguang Mirror to return to a thousand years ago already violates the Heavenly Dao. You’ve just returned, young and weak. If you directly harm Su Qingxun to death, I’m worried you’ll be punished by the rules of the Heavenly Dao.” Qin Jianglan spoke in a calm tone.

During the few days she returned to Changning Village, the weather was stormy every day with constant thunder and lightning, even splitting trees. Thinking about this, Su Zhuyi felt that at the beginning of her rebirth, Heaven was probably quite irritable too, which was why it thundered and rained for so many consecutive days. Qin Jianglan truly understood her.

She would never think that just because she killed you in the previous life meant her revenge was complete, and they could start with a clean slate from now on. When she was reborn and saw Su Qingxun, she wanted to kill her directly. Even now, seeing Su Qingxun still made her grit her teeth. She was just that petty and vengeful.

If you slap me once, I can kill your entire family. Moreover, to her, Su Qingxun had betrayed her.

Or rather, she felt that Su Qingxun had failed her.

Aside from Su Qingxun, Su Zhuyi felt it was natural for everyone else in the world to kill her. She also killed others, so naturally, others could kill her.

But she just couldn’t accept Su Qingxun using her trust to lure her into a trap.

“Then remove it now!” Su Zhuyi snorted coldly with dissatisfaction. Her divine consciousness was still focused on Su Qingxun, and she discovered that she had already hidden behind the rock behind her, making her sneer inwardly. She remembered now—in earlier years, when Su Zhuyi was nineteen or twenty, she had encountered a female disciple in the Southern Border. She had forgotten her name, but she was a female disciple from a small sect in the Southern Border called the Yuling Sect. That female cultivator accused her of seducing her senior brother and directly attacked her face with a whip. Su Zhuyi cared most about that face of hers. She scratched up the face of the female disciple who had provoked her, and she hadn’t even used poison like Hongyan Ku. As a result, that female disciple committed suicide, and the cultivators of the Yuling Sect pursued her to avenge their junior sister. In the end, she slaughtered the entire sect.

Originally, this was something from long ago that Su Zhuyi had completely forgotten. She had killed so many people—how could she remember such a trivial matter from her youth? But somehow Qin Jianglan knew about it, and when he lectured her at the Wangtian Tree, he would recite it every time until her ears developed calluses, so naturally she remembered it.

This time, she happened to come to the Southern Border and coincidentally encountered Su Qingxun being pursued. Could it be that she was being chased by disciples of the Yuling Sect? The timing matched up. Su Zhuyi looked up at the sky. Though she should have felt schadenfreude, she instead felt a trace of melancholy. It was as if countless silk threads in heaven and earth were connected into a web, and they were flying insects stuck to the spider’s silk. How difficult it was to break free.

“I can’t remove it.” Qin Jianglan’s tone was no longer so calm. His voice was slightly low and hoarse as he said quietly, “I’m not by your side.” That voice was mellow, as if honey had been smeared over her heart, making her feel both sweet and somewhat breathless. The fire that had originally ignited in her heart was also extinguished.

The corner of her mouth curved up. “Your disciple is being pursued. Should I save her or not?”

“She was looking at me with glowing eyes just now. She seems to have fallen in love with me at first sight.” Su Zhuyi clicked her tongue twice. “Could it be that in the previous life, she had feelings for Master, too?”

“She is the disciple, I am the master. How could we disturb the proper order between teacher and student?” Qin Jianglan raised his eyes to look at the sky. “She respects her teacher and values the Dao…” He paused here, then said, “Don’t let your thoughts run wild.”

“What am I thinking wildly about?” Su Zhuyi thought to herself, not even looking at what kind of face you have. Moreover, back then, you were the one who brought her out of that wolf’s den.

For a young girl, she would certainly be very devoted to a handsome savior.

Suddenly remembering that year when she waited in terror, her mind was also constantly thinking of Qin Jianglan’s face. She had always hoped he would bring people back to save her.

It was only after experiencing that hopeless waiting that Su Zhuyi would never entrust her life to others.

What wild thoughts?

Qin Jianglan said lightly, “Instead of thinking about all sorts of nonsense…” His long lashes blinked once, covering like brushes, like fleeting light and passing shadows, cutting through even the night wind, and also seemed to cut off her divine consciousness, making her slightly stunned.

“Think of me instead.”

Instead of thinking about all sorts of nonsense, think of me instead.

Su Zhuyi was speechless for a moment.

This Qin Jianglan spoke sweet words without any shame. She had completely forgotten how she used to half-hide and half-reveal herself by his side, whispering those seductive words in his ear. She had never been ashamed.

After only a few words with Qin Jianglan, Su Zhuyi discovered several people chasing after them. She had no impression of the Yuling Sect disciples, but seeing they had come riding spirit beasts, they should be from the Yuling Sect.

In the previous life, all these people should have died at her hands.

Su Zhuyi glanced at those few people, then swept the corner of her eye toward the rock behind her, seeing Su Qingxun hiding behind the rock. She smiled and turned to leave.

“Fellow Daoist, have you seen a red-clothed female cultivator in the Ningshen Stage pass by here?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She wanted to pry open the heads of these so-called righteous disciples to see what was inside.

Although your cultivation isn’t high either, you’re on par with Su Qingxun or even inferior to her, but she’s injured, and there are so many traces in the river water that haven’t been concealed. Won’t you check and look? Moreover, she had just unnaturally glanced at the rock behind her—didn’t any of you notice?

But the next moment, someone said, “She should have come here and seems to have gone this way.”

The person speaking held a palm-sized spirit beast in his hand. At this moment, the spirit beast jumped to the ground, its little nose twitching a few times before heading toward where Su Qingxun was hiding.

Su Zhuyi was very curious about how Su Qingxun would escape.

However, she had no interest in saving anyone. Due to the restrictions of the Zhuxin Curse, she couldn’t kill Su Qingxun herself, but others should be able to, right? And if Su Qingxun died, she also wanted to know how the Heavenly Dao would compensate.

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi ignored them and planned to leave directly.

Sigh, she had planned to go down the mountain to act with chivalrous justice, but who would have thought she’d have such bad luck at the start? The first person she encountered, she didn’t want to save. She was still more suited to killing people.

But just as she had walked not far, Su Zhuyi felt the ground beneath her feet shake. The soil by the riverbank cracked open, and the clear water river seemed to come alive. Though it was just an ordinary small river, it rolled up waves several zhang high, and those waves carried a thick fishy smell that made even Su Zhuyi frown.

The next moment, a huge head emerged from the river. Seeing that thing, Su Zhuyi’s pupils contracted. A demon flood dragon was hiding in this river!

The flood dragon writhed, seemingly in great pain. Its dragon tail swept horizontally, directly smashing the green trees on the shore. With its struggles, it stirred up large amounts of water. How could this small, clear water river contain such a large demon flood dragon?

The Yuling Sect disciples on the shore were so frightened by the demon flood dragon that they scattered in all directions. One who ran too slowly was directly bitten in half by the flood dragon!

Could this be Heaven’s arranged method for Su Qingxun to escape?

Su Zhuyi suddenly remembered the previous life’s stories about demon flood dragons in the Southern Border. There had indeed been a demon flood dragon here that escaped from the Miao Gu Village in Miao Mountain. It had caused trouble in this area and taken many lives. Later, it even attracted cultivators from the Yunxiao Sect and other major sects to come and eliminate the demon. However, they caught nothing. When they set up nets to capture the demon flood dragon, it was taken back by cultivators from the Miao Gu Village…

Su Zhuyi had come to this area back then because of a mission from the Xueluo Sect. She had forgotten the specific details. After she destroyed the Yuling Sect, she was afraid that the so-called righteous path would come to investigate, so she ran away directly. Therefore, she wasn’t very clear about what happened afterward. It wasn’t until a hundred years later, when her cultivation had greatly advanced and she came to Miao Mountain again, that she heard a little about the events of that year.

So she had encountered that thousand-year-old demon flood dragon? Its appearance was timely!

But it might also be that Su Qingxun’s blood had lured it out, since Su Qingxun had been soaking in the water at the time, and her blood had flowed into the river. This demon flood dragon’s strength was considerable. Having cultivated for over a thousand years, its power was comparable to human cultivators in the Nascent Soul stage. Its physical body was very strong, so in terms of combat power, it was even stronger than early Nascent Soul stage cultivators.

Back then, when those righteous cultivators came in large numbers and set up nets to kill it, it was sufficient proof that this flood dragon’s power was considerable.

For Su Zhuyi to kill it would take some effort, and she didn’t want to kill it immediately either. She would wait for it to cause some chaos in the surrounding area and harm quite a few people, then she would appear in Qin Jianglan’s guise to eliminate the demon. At that time, those common people would surely be extremely grateful to him and voluntarily pray and burn incense for him!

Thinking of this, as Su Zhuyi looked at the demon flood dragon, she found it more and more pleasing to the eye, and no longer minded that its appearance was untimely.

The demon flood dragon writhed and struggled in the air. After roaring twice, it flew into the sky and disappeared in the blink of an eye. Below, the Yuling Sect disciples were in a miserable state, with some dead and some wounded.

No one had any intention to capture Su Qingxun anymore. They buried the corpses of their fellow disciples on the spot. Su Zhuyi had originally wanted to go out and help, but these people would soon be dead in their previous life anyway, and their character wasn’t particularly good either. Even if she went out to help them, they wouldn’t necessarily burn incense for Qin Jianglan or spread his reputation…

She hesitated for just that brief moment, and those Yuling Sect cultivators hurriedly ran away. Su Zhuyi stood in place, feeling somewhat helpless.

All beginnings are difficult…

Why the hell was doing good deeds so damn hard?

Chapter 102: Love Parasite
Su Zhuyi walked back to the riverside, bent down, and used the broken sword in her hand to poke around in the riverside mud twice, picking out a dragon scale the size of a bowl.

The demon flood dragon just now was an azure flood dragon, over ten zhang long, with no horns on its head, still far from transforming into a true dragon. The scales it shed were azure in the center with brown spots, and the edges curled up like a rolled blade. They appeared poisonous. Such a poisonous flood dragon had been soaking in the river, yet the river water had not been poisonous before. It seemed the demon flood dragon’s poison had been sealed. From this perspective, it must indeed have been raised by cultivators from the Miao Gu Village. No wonder the Four Great Sects couldn’t take the dragon away back then, and instead let the Miao Gu Village cultivators capture it.

In her previous life, Su Zhuyi had stayed in the Southern Border for a very long time. This place was chaotic but rich in spiritual energy, with abundant resources in the mountains and even secret realms appearing. It was excellent for cultivation and treasure hunting. But she had never entered the Miao Gu Village. However, she had once provoked a man from the Miao Gu Village. That man had helped her several times, and perhaps seeing that she had no true feelings, he told her one day that he was going home, then disappeared without a trace. She couldn’t even remember his name now—it was quite tongue-twisting anyway. But at the time, he had explained some parasite poisons to her, and Su Zhuyi was studious, so she remembered this aspect deeply. Later, she had read some texts about parasite poisons and gained some understanding of Miao Border parasite poisons. Now she used her sword to flip the scale twice, getting some idea in her heart. Covering her hand with spiritual energy, she planned to pick up the scale.

Just as she bent down to pick it up, she heard a soft voice say, “Don’t touch it.”

Su Qingxun poked her head out from behind the rock, her body leaning forward slightly, and her two large white rabbits were almost bouncing out of her neckline. She was now looking at her nervously, saying, “That flood dragon scale seems poisonous.”

Those large, round eyes seemed to contain tears, like two clear springs, looking extremely pitiful.

She was different now. When had Su Qingxun ever had such expressions and postures in her memory? Back then, she might have learned from that ice block Qin Jianglan, usually wrapping herself up tightly with a cold and reserved appearance, somewhat similar to Luo Ying. So people even called her Little Luo Ying then.

Su Zhuyi ignored her and picked up the flood dragon scale. She planned to go back and study it to see what kind of poison it was. When dealing with it later, it would be simpler. If it poisoned those villagers, she could detoxify them and be more respected.

Su Qingxun bit her lip slightly, her expression somewhat aggrieved. After a moment of silence, she said again, “Thank you just now, young master, for not pointing out my hiding place.”

Only then did Su Zhuyi turn to look at her, her gaze falling on her chest. She snorted lightly through her nose and said, “Improper and immoral.”

She saw her freeze, her expression embarrassed as she hid behind the rock. Su Zhuyi picked up two more flood dragon scales from the river, then used the earth-shrinking technique and disappeared in the blink of an eye.

Su Zhuyi entered the mountains, found a deserted place, and set up an array barrier. Then she placed the flood dragon scales in the medicinal cauldron she had obtained earlier. This was taken from the Suyue Sect originally. She had thought it wouldn’t be useful, but unexpectedly it came in handy so quickly.

Although the demon flood dragon’s scales had fallen off and were damaged, they were still very hard. Su Zhuyi used the broken sword to crush the flood dragon scales, carefully searching with her divine consciousness. Sure enough, she found some small white dots inside. Those were the parasite insects from the Miao Gu Village. This demon flood dragon was also unlucky—it seemed to have been captured by the Miao Gu Village people to use as a parasite mother, allowing many parasite insects to parasitize in its body and survive by sucking its blood and flesh. That’s why it looked so pained earlier.

Now these parasite insects were still eggs. When the parasites matured, its pain would intensify, and then those parasites would kill each other until only one remained. By then, this flood dragon would probably have its dragon marrow sucked dry, and its spiritual energy and cultivation would all fuse into the parasite insect. The parasite raised at that time would at least have Golden Core stage cultivation or above.

Su Zhuyi placed the broken sword in the pill cauldron, then used spiritual energy to suspend the cauldron in the air and cast a fire technique.

She used gentle fire to slowly simmer, supplemented with spirit stones, and drew talismans with her blood. Soon she hatched those small white dot parasite insects. After seeing the parasites, her eyelids twitched. She hadn’t expected that these parasites were the legendary love parasites.

If infected with this parasite, one would be completely devoted to the person who cast it, unto death. The love parasites raised through this flood dragon, if they broke through Golden Core directly to Nascent Soul stage cultivation, even the Qin Jianglan of her previous life would be affected. She wondered who the parasite raiser wanted to give the parasites to?

Suddenly, the face of that Miao Gu Village man flashed in her mind. Su Zhuyi originally couldn’t remember his appearance or name, but now she suddenly recalled. He was called Miaoshe Shiqi, not tall, very delicate-looking, with skin so pale it seemed sickly. He looked like the boy next door, but actually had very cruel methods. Those who died by his hand all suffered the agony of ten thousand insects devouring their hearts.

She could remember him because of something he said when leaving.

“You don’t love me. I want to give you a love parasite.”

Su Zhuyi had specifically researched love parasites afterward and was relieved to learn they had disappeared long ago. Now seeing parasite insects identical to the patterns drawn in the jade slip, she felt her scalp tingle. Red insects, four-legged, with patterns on their backs that looked like the famous love flowers of the cultivation world when observed. Their bellies had a pearl-white dot like a teardrop—love parasites. Looking at the love parasites crawling chaotically in the pill cauldron, Su Zhuyi spun the broken sword and used sword energy to kill all the parasites, leaving a layer of red liquid flowing on the inner wall of the cauldron, looking quite disgusting. She intensified the fire technique, burned the liquid dry, and finally, only some azure-brown powder remained—the product of the demon flood dragon scale powder after being dried.

Love parasites were poisonous, but the poison on the demon flood dragon wasn’t from the love parasites. After recognizing them, she went to the local cultivation market to buy herbs, and also gathered some spiritual medicine in the mountains, combining them to refine some detoxifying pills. By the time she finished all this work, three days had passed.

The demon flood dragon’s appearance in the world stirred up bloody storms. Many cultivators who went to slay the dragon never returned, and over a hundred ordinary mortals had died. When it was hungry, it would go out to eat people, but it wouldn’t kill everyone. Each time it ate about ten people, the demon flood dragon would fly away, and no village or city massacres had occurred. Logically, such a demon flood dragon should eat spirit stones, spiritual energy, and pills to cultivate. Why was it obsessed with eating people? Could it be to raise those parasites? Or did it need resentful energy? Or did it simply enjoy tormenting young lives?

Although she didn’t know the reason, her actions were beneficial for Su Zhuyi’s future image-building.

Su Zhuyi felt she should make her appearance.

She had originally worn black robes, but now changed to white, with a jade crown binding her hair, truly elegant and graceful with an immortal’s bearing.

On this day, the demon flood dragon flew to a mortal village to feed again. The villagers below hid in cellars inside their houses, and the entire village was deathly silent. The demon flood dragon flew over the village, emitting low roars. Its eyes swept over the village, the fierce light in its pupils seeming substantial, like sharp knives splitting the houses in the village in half and directly exposing the people hiding in the cellars.

Su Zhuyi originally felt nothing—in the past, she had been the object that made those people terrified.

But when the people in the cellars were exposed, she saw a strong-built man holding a steel fork, thrusting it toward the flood dragon in the sky. However, before he could reach the flood dragon, his body was torn into pieces. Those fragments of flesh splattered, covering the village woman he was shielding behind him. The demon flood dragon’s purpose was to eat people, so naturally, it didn’t want to shatter everyone. It extended its claws and directly tore the woman in half, grabbing the child she had been desperately protecting beneath her.

When Su Zhuyi arrived, she just saw the demon flood dragon’s claw tear open the woman and grab out the girl child from beneath her. The girl child held a scroll in her hands, raising high a portrait of Luo Ying, as if trying to intimidate the demon flood dragon with the painting.

Luo Ying had never come out all these years because she was too severely injured. She was so weak she seemed transparent, as if she didn’t belong to this period of history, this time, but was forcibly left behind, her figure ready to dissipate at any moment.

If Luo Ying were still healthy, upon hearing of the demon flood dragon’s appearance, she would rush over immediately to save people. That’s why Luo Ying had always been remembered, passed down from generation to generation. Even many years after her death, people still hung her portrait to pray for blessings.

Su Zhuyi immediately struck with her sword.

The sword light split Luo Ying’s portrait in half and also split open the flood dragon’s claw. The demon flood dragon let out a long hiss, turned around, and charged directly at Su Zhuyi. Its massive form, when turning, swept its tail and directly knocked down a row of surrounding houses…

Su Zhuyi realized at this moment that saving people was far more difficult than killing them. Because killers acted without restraint, while saviors had to worry about many lives.

“Evil beast! How dare you cause trouble in the mortal world! With me, Qin Jianglan, here, I absolutely will not allow you to continue harming people and bringing disaster to the human world.” She even stuttered a bit, saying this, really not being used to it. After all, she used to be the one being scolded, and she usually said things like, “Is that so? Then let’s see if you have the ability. Meddling in others’ affairs—you’ll die miserably.”

“Roar!” The demon flood dragon bellowed and spat black poisonous mist from its mouth. Su Zhuyi was prepared and wasn’t affected, but she discovered that when the poisonous gas fell, the mortals hiding in the cellars below couldn’t withstand it either. Since she had come to save people, she naturally couldn’t let these people all be poisoned to death. She immediately flipped her wrist, creating wind from her sleeve to blow away the poisonous mist and scattering a layer of light fog.

Then she used the Shadowless and Traceless footwork. The next moment, her body was directly standing on the demon flood dragon’s head, raising her sword to stab downward.

The demon flood dragon hadn’t expected this cultivator to be so troublesome. It hadn’t even deployed a spiritual energy barrier just now, yet he had gotten close. It roared angrily, its body swaying violently, the sound rolling like spring thunder exploding. Su Zhuyi’s heart jumped—fortunately, she had just covered the village below with a spiritual energy barrier, otherwise, these villagers would have been directly killed by its dragon roar.

Saving people was truly troublesome, having to consider everything!

Chapter 103: Stirring Up Trouble
“Evil beast, how dare you continue being arrogant and harming people!” After saying another formulaic line, Su Zhuyi unleashed her sword energy and stabbed at the flood dragon’s head, leaving only a shallow mark on it. Su Zhuyi’s heart trembled, and she suddenly felt the ground beneath her feet burning hot. She immediately fled, but unexpectedly, the flood dragon suddenly reared up straight, and several scales flew toward Su Zhuyi like red-hot knives.

Su Zhuyi raised her sword to block. Her swordsmanship was fast, but there were too many scales, and one or two always slipped through. The scales broke through her spiritual energy barrier and directly cut through her protective magical treasure, leaving two wounds on her body. Her white clothes were immediately stained with fresh blood.

The flood dragon’s scales were poisonous, but fortunately, she had taken detoxifying pills in advance, so there was no real effect, just slight stinging pain at the wounds. She sealed the wounds with spiritual energy, and a cluster of flames sprouted from her palm, passing directly over the wounds.

She had always been cautious, which was how she could ensure nothing went wrong and prevent parasite insects from entering her body.

The demon flood dragon’s strength was considerable. In the fight, Su Zhuyi didn’t completely have the upper hand. Before long, her white robe was stained with blood, and she looked somewhat disheveled. But the demon flood dragon wasn’t much better off, with sword wounds all over its body, looking extremely terrifying.

The demon flood dragon used its tail as a whip, letting out a long howl as it swung its tail over. Su Zhuyi also became fierce, frantically injecting spiritual energy into her broken sword. Without dodging or avoiding, she gripped the broken sword and charged straight forward. At this moment, azure light flashed on the broken sword, and Su Zhuyi’s body seemed to merge with the sword, transforming into a beam of azure light that crashed toward the flood dragon.

The flood dragon was originally thicker than a person. Su Zhuyi’s sword light split the flood dragon open, just like how the flood dragon had earlier torn the woman apart with one claw. A section of its dragon tail was also split by Su Zhuyi’s sword light, and Su Zhuyi’s entire body passed through the crack in the dragon’s tail, immediately covered in blood, drenched by the dragon’s blood.

She had planned to be elegant and otherworldly, ethereal as an immortal, but who would have thought she’d have such bad luck at the start, making herself so disheveled!

But unexpectedly, a childish voice below shouted: “Well killed!”

Her eye twitched. It was the girl child who had been holding the painting earlier, climbing out of the cellar. She was covered in blood and dirt, but her eyes were bright. Looking up at Su Zhuyi in the air with tears streaming down her face, she held a steel fork in her hands and cheered loudly.

That was the weapon her father had just used. It hadn’t even touched the demon flood dragon, but she had picked it up, as if she wanted to fight the demon flood dragon to the death.

Looking at her age of only seven or eight years old, she was already quite bold and perceptive. Perhaps it was because both her parents had just died that gave her the courage to face the demon flood dragon. When she looked at Su Zhuyi, there was worshipful light in her eyes.

However, her voice attracted the flood dragon’s attention. The demon flood dragon also knew that Su Zhuyi was trying to save those mortals. Having gained no advantage this time, with its tail split in half, it was both angry and anxious. It shrieked twice, rolled its eyes, and abandoned Su Zhuyi, spitting a water arrow toward the girl child.

Although Su Zhuyi had covered the village with a layer of spiritual energy barrier, she had consumed quite a bit of spiritual energy now, and knowing that the flood dragon’s target in fighting her wasn’t the village, that spiritual energy barrier was naturally weaker. But she hadn’t expected it to attack the girl child with full force! And after spitting one arrow, it spat several more, targeting the villagers hiding in cellars in all directions.

Having no choice, Su Zhuyi could only desperately inject spiritual energy into the barrier below. While she was activating the spiritual energy barrier for defense, the demon flood dragon’s trick succeeded. Its body shook, and several scales shot toward Su Zhuyi.

This was its desperate, full-force attack, naturally with infinite power. Su Zhuyi was hit on the shoulder by an iron scale, nearly having her shoulder completely severed. Hanging by one arm, she also became fierce, bit her tongue tip to draw talismans in the void, her broken sword stained with blood, immediately blazing with azure light.

Her entire body was filled with malevolent energy, no longer having that ethereal immortal quality, with evil aura soaring to the sky. Casting a blood curse, several blood threads wrapped around the demon flood dragon. As she chanted the incantation, the demon flood dragon howled in pain, its body seeming to be penetrated by countless ropes, about to be torn apart by five horses.

Su Zhuyi’s strength had increased now, and she could cast many of the vicious techniques from before. But to shape the image of a righteous, powerful cultivator, she had previously only used swords and righteous techniques, never revealing her evil nature. However, the demon flood dragon’s strength was stronger than she had imagined, and it had also used the mortals below. In a one-on-one fight, she could have the upper hand, so she had been quite confident before. But the situation wasn’t so simple—she had to consider the lives of those mortals, so her hands and feet were tied, and she almost suffered a great loss.

“Go die, damn it!” she said hatefully. But just then, the demon flood dragon suddenly stopped struggling and spoke in human language: “This humble one is Miaoshe Shiqi from Miao Gu Village. Please show mercy, friend, and spare the life of my spirit beast!”

The voice was very soft and feminine, but very cold, not like the cold of frost and snow on Luoxue Peak, but more like ghostly fire emerging from a graveyard, cold with sinister energy.

The soul-sharing voice transmission technique—beat a dog and draw out its master.

And Su Zhuyi knew that master. It was Miaoshe Shiqi, who had contact with her in her previous life. Back then, Miaoshe Shiqi only had Golden Core stage cultivation. Could he control this demon flood dragon?

Thinking of Miaoshe Shiqi’s methods, Su Zhuyi frowned. However, at this moment, she naturally couldn’t let the flood dragon go just because of the other party’s greeting. Below, eyes were watching!

“Spare its life? It killed so many innocent villagers—who will pay for their lives?”

Su Zhuyi shouted coldly, “Since you are the demon flood dragon’s master, why didn’t you properly restrain it? Not eliminating such an evil demon would be unworthy of these wrongfully dead people of Miao Border!”

“If you dare harm it even half a point more, I’ll make you wish you were dead!” Miaoshe Shiqi was still far away, so he could only transmit his voice through the demon flood dragon. Su Zhuyi didn’t speak; the malevolent energy on her body converged, the azure light on her broken sword blazed brilliantly, and the ink-black sword energy suddenly shot up to the sky. “Today, I will slay it with my sword!”

The sword struck, and the demon flood dragon’s head fell to the ground. However, it didn’t die. Its head and body flew into the air, shooting away to the east and west. At the moment, the flood dragon’s body separated and fled, a golden speck in its splashing blood rushed straight toward Su Zhuyi’s forehead.

“Golden Scorpion Parasite!” This demon flood dragon contained not only love parasites but also hid a Golden Scorpion Parasite. Once this parasite insect entered the body, it would cause the agony of ten thousand insects devouring the body, able to completely hollow out a person’s internal organs, leaving only an empty shell. And that empty shell could also become a puppet for the parasite raiser.

Facing such a killing move, Su Zhuyi had only one response method—one move to break ten thousand enemies.

She blocked with her broken sword, holding it horizontally in front of her face. The Golden Scorpion Parasite was said to be able to break through all spiritual energy barriers—even immortal-grade magical treasures couldn’t stop it. However, now it was blocked by the broken sword. While Su Zhuyi injected spiritual energy into the broken sword, she also cast the Blazing Flame Palm. The broken sword became like a red-hot iron plate, directly burning the Golden Scorpion Parasite to a crisp. Once this type of parasite insect entered the body, it was very difficult to expel and could eat a person hollow while alive. But before invading the flesh, its defensive power was not strong.

“You…” Miaoshe Shiqi’s voice was extremely cold and sinister. “Very good.”

Su Zhuyi didn’t have time to bicker with him at this moment, only thinking to herself, “I’m doing very well. In the previous life, you couldn’t wait for me to sleep with you!”

With the parasite insect destroyed, Miaoshe Shiqi’s secret technique of speaking through his spirit beast’s parasite insect was also interrupted. Su Zhuyi had consumed most of her spiritual energy and was seriously injured, but her life wasn’t in danger. She swept with her divine consciousness and discovered that her appearance was disheveled and completely lacked an immortal bearing. So she simply withdrew her spiritual energy and fell from the air to the ground, lying there in a half-dead state. Soon, she saw the girl child rush over, crying while wiping her face with her sleeve.

After a moment, more and more villagers poured out of their houses, surrounding her.

Su Zhuyi closed her eyes, pretending to be unconscious, and made her body cold with no breath. She wondered what these people would do. In the demonic path, an unconscious cultivator was as good as dead. If discovered, they would only be given a finishing blow and have their storage bag taken.

Someone brought hot water to wipe her face, and many people around were crying.

The girl child from before was lying on top of her, crying very sadly.

“Is the immortal brother dead?”

“I have a pill here. See if giving it to him can save him?”

“That’s the Longevity Pill you sought for your son Shuanzi.”

What was a Longevity Pill? Could it be a Lifespan Pill? Lifespan Pills were quite rare in the cultivation world. The mortals in this village had a Lifespan Pill?

She saw the white-haired man send the young person beside him to fetch it. After a moment, the young person returned carrying a box, taking out a cloth bundle from inside. It was wrapped in nine whole layers before finally revealing a pitch-black pill.

What Longevity Pill—it was just the lowest-grade spiritual energy pill in the cultivation world. She wouldn’t even bother to pick up such a pill if it fell on the ground. However, now watching these few people make way and carefully stuff the pill into her mouth, Su Zhuyi felt disdainful in her heart, but also slightly warmed.

In past years, she had always been an existence that everyone feared. Whenever she appeared, those people would tremble and not dare to raise their heads. She had never been a good person in her previous life, and all she saw were cases of good people not being rewarded. Now being treated so gently by these ordinary people was a first, giving her an indescribable feeling.

They were ant-like existences that she had been too lazy to even glance at before. In her eyes, mortal lives weren’t lives at all—she could destroy a whole area with a wave of her hand. Yet it was these very people who were now nervously watching her with particularly vivid expressions. Her divine consciousness swept over these faces one by one, and her heart stirred slightly.

“Qin Jianglan.”

“Why do you want to go around being chivalrous and righteous?”

“Why do you want to help those weak, ordinary beings who are like ants?”

Su Zhuyi sent a strand of divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror, asking with some curiosity.

“Life has no distinction between noble and base.” He said calmly, but heard Su Zhuyi snort coldly, “Hmph, my life is more precious and important than others!”

He didn’t argue with her because he knew that if he could truly achieve equality for all beings, he would be able to transcend the world and become a saint.

“If you save people, will they be grateful to you?” Su Zhuyi said again. “Just now, those villagers gave me a Longevity Pill. I thought it was something special, but it turned out to be just a spiritual energy pill. Still calling it a Longevity Pill…”

Someone bent down to check her breathing. Feeling that she had no breath, those people all cried, and the girl child crawled to her side, tears dripping on her face. Su Zhuyi swallowed back her mocking words. She thought that occasionally being a good person didn’t feel so bad.

She opened her eyes and smiled with difficulty.

She was using Qin Jianglan’s face. With this smile, the women in the village stared with wide eyes, and even the girl child who had been crying breathlessly was stunned, tears and snot falling directly down, frightening Su Zhuyi into quickly brushing them away with spiritual energy.

“Immortal brother, are you alright?”

“I’m fine.”

“Thank you, immortal, for eliminating the evil flood dragon.” Without waiting for the villagers to ask, Su Zhuyi directly announced her identity. “This humble one is the sword cultivator Qin Jianglan. Taking the elimination of demons and protection of the righteous path as my duty, upon hearing of an evil flood dragon in the Southern Border, I immediately came from the Western City. Unfortunately, I arrived a bit late, letting the villagers suffer hardship.”

“If it weren’t for our benefactor’s timely elimination of this demon flood dragon, we… our village might not have been saved.” Everyone thanked Su Zhuyi one after another, and several people even kowtowed to her. She was somewhat happy, but also somewhat worried.

Although she had gained the villagers’ gratitude, she had provoked a pervert from Miao Gu Village. Whether this round was a loss or a gain was still uncertain.

Chapter 104: Revenge
Su Zhuyi wasn’t in a hurry to leave.

Doing good deeds was different from doing bad things. After killing someone, you could just pat your butt and walk away, but after saving people, she couldn’t just leave like that. If that Miaoshe Shiqi came seeking revenge, she was quite worried he would vent his anger on these villagers. Since she had already saved people, naturally, there was no reason to do things halfway. Such so-called good people were extremely contemptible in her heart.

If Miaoshe Shiqi came, she had to find a way to lure him away. Only with the main target present could she prevent him from venting his fury on others. In her previous life, she had met Miaoshe Shiqi over a hundred years later, and at that time, Miaoshe Shiqi was only at the Golden Core stage. She had no reason to fear him, but he could control a thousand-year demon flood dragon—there had to be some tricks involved.

She stayed in the village for three days, ostensibly to recover from her injuries, but actually to spread her reputation. Occasionally she would cast some spells to help the villagers, and even gave that Shuanzi a higher-grade spiritual energy pill as compensation for eating his Longevity Pill.

The girl child from before had lost both parents. Su Zhuyi saw that she had no cultivation aptitude, so she taught her body cultivation techniques, which could at least strengthen her body.

After waiting three days, Miaoshe Shiqi still hadn’t come. Su Zhuyi lay on the wooden plank bed, chatting with Qin Jianglan through her divine consciousness.

“This time I saved quite a few lives, and they’re quite grateful to me, but I also provoked someone from Miao Gu Village because of it—that Miaoshe Shiqi. Do you know him?” After speaking, Su Zhuyi’s mouth twitched again. Wasn’t she deliberately poking at people’s wounds? How could Qin Jianglan remember Miaoshe Shiqi? He had forgotten about his early years. Miaoshe Shiqi had only appeared in the Southern Border for a year, over a hundred years later, then returned to Miao Gu Village and never came out again. Even if Qin Jianglan had encountered him before, he couldn’t possibly still remember him.

Thinking this way, she felt she had said the wrong thing. Every time she heard him say in a bland tone that he had forgotten, Su Zhuyi felt like her heart was pricked, becoming somewhat numb. She thought for a moment and added, “But actually, there’s nothing to worry about. That Miaoshe Shiqi is only at the Golden Core stage of cultivation. Even if I run into him with my current strength, I’m not afraid at all.”

But she saw Qin Jianglan frown, his face darkening as he said, “Your current strength is insufficient to clash with him head-on. His methods are ruthless, and the parasite insects he raises are even more vicious, making them impossible to guard against.”

Hearing Qin Jianglan say this, Su Zhuyi was slightly stunned. Then she asked, “You still remember Miaoshe Shiqi?”

In his previous life, Qin Jianglan’s time spent training down the mountain was during these years. Miaoshe Shiqi had only come out for a year or two over a hundred years later. Qin Jianglan had said he had forgotten about his training experiences—half of his life had been forgotten. In this regard, Qin Jianglan couldn’t possibly lie to her. But according to his age, he would have to forget six or seven hundred years of events. How could he still remember Miaoshe Shiqi?

Su Zhuyi’s mind was sharp. She narrowed her eyes slightly, then said, “Did Miaoshe Shiqi come out later?”

He came out but didn’t contact her, instead encountering Qin Jianglan? This wasn’t very likely. Su Zhuyi pressed her lips together slightly. “He came out? After my ‘death’?”

Su Zhuyi was later imprisoned on the Wangtian Tree for six hundred years.

She had no divine consciousness and spent all day in the small wooden house on the Wangtian Tree, completely unaware of what was happening in the outside world. If Miaoshe Shiqi had come out of Miao Gu Village during that time and caused quite a stir, it wouldn’t be strange for Qin Jianglan to remember him.

“Yes.”

Qin Jianglan nodded. He knew that once he said it, she would always figure it out, but he hadn’t expected Su Zhuyi to think of the key issue so quickly.

In the previous life, Miaoshe Shiqi had indeed come out.

Shortly after Su Zhuyi was besieged and “fell,” he came out to avenge her. At that time, several of the cultivators who had besieged the demoness and gained great fame died miserably. Miaoshe Shiqi had raised a Golden Cicada Parasite that could attack people’s divine consciousness. He also had love parasites, lifespan parasites, and Golden Scorpion Parasites, creating a batch of puppet assassins for himself. At that time, he truly stirred up bloody storms in the cultivation world, making many sects anxious and mutually suspicious, fearing that the people around them had already become puppets hollowed out by parasite insects.

In the end, Miaoshe Shiqi had died under his sword. So he always remembered it clearly. When he killed Miaoshe Shiqi, he had even been injured and didn’t return to the Wangtian Tree for several days.

After Miaoshe Shiqi died, those cultivators controlled by parasite insects still showed no improvement. They went deep into Miao Gu Village wanting to ask the parasite masters inside to help, only to discover that the entire Miao Gu Village no longer had a single living person.

All the cultivators of Miao Gu Village had been killed by Miaoshe Shiqi.

He had killed his entire clan and stolen Miao Gu Village’s sacred parasite, the Golden Cicada Parasite, just to avenge Su Zhuyi.

…

Su Zhuyi had provoked many men, all claiming they were willing to give their hearts and souls to her.

Only that Miaoshe Shiqi had truly loved her with his heart.

And he wasn’t at the Golden Core stage either. He raised parasites in his own body—a parasite called the Lifespan Parasite that could increase his lifespan and cultivation. It was just that every hundred years, the Lifespan Parasite would molt once. When the Lifespan Parasite was molting, it would become very weak with greatly reduced cultivation. But at other times, his cultivation was far more formidable than the realm he appeared to be in.

Su Zhuyi absolutely could not let her guard down.

“He came out later, carrying many powerful parasite insects, harming many lives. Many Nascent Soul stage powerhouses died by his hand. If you face him, you must be cautious.” Qin Jianglan hadn’t mentioned Miaoshe Shiqi in his previous life, but now many things had changed. In the previous life, Miaoshe Shiqi loved her, but now nothing had happened—instead, they had become enemies. He had become her foe. Qin Jianglan was somewhat worried about Su Zhuyi’s safety.

“He came out to harm people?” Su Zhuyi was slightly stunned. After thinking for a moment, she asked, “Why would he come out to kill people for no reason? Could it be he was avenging me?”

She had mentioned it casually, but after saying it, she felt the possibility was quite high. Immediately, her heart felt somewhat proud. Her reclining position on the bed became more seductive, with her elbow propped on the bed, palm supporting her cheek, lying on her side with her other hand placed under her hip, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

However, she was using Qin Jianglan’s appearance. In that pose, it made the girl child Lianlian, who was carrying hot water in, freeze. Su Zhuyi had always been paying attention to the outside, but when Lianlian came in, she didn’t think there was anything inappropriate. Only when Lianlian’s shocked gaze appeared did Su Zhuyi remember she was currently a man. She somewhat embarrassedly withdrew her hand and lay flat like a corpse.

“I still have some spiritual energy now, you don’t need to bring hot water,” Su Zhuyi said.

When Lianlian and the others brought hot water, it was just to wash her face and such things she didn’t need.

The little girl didn’t speak, still handing over the hot cloth. Only after Su Zhuyi wiped her face did she say, “They say the immortal brother needs to recover from his injuries, so spiritual energy should be conserved when possible.” After saying this, she lowered her head, carried the water basin, and left the room. Since beginning cultivation, Su Zhuyi hadn’t washed her face with hot water heated by firewood. She touched her still slightly warm cheeks, only feeling that the water carried a smoky, earthy scent that wasn’t pleasant, but wasn’t so hard to accept either.

After Lianlian left, Su Zhuyi continued pressing, “Hey, Old Dog Qin, you never mentioned Miaoshe Shiqi back then. Did he come out to avenge me? Hahahaha, someone avenged me! Never expected it, really never expected it.”

Originally, she had planned that if she faced Miaoshe Shiqi, she would find a way to kill him to eliminate future troubles. Now she was somewhat reluctant to do so. After all, that person had come out to avenge her in the previous life—how wonderful!

“Yes.” Qin Jianglan didn’t deny it. He just felt that saying this one word seemed to drain much of his strength, making his mood sink and his tone uncontrollably drop a few notes. The bitterness in that voice went unnoticed even by himself.

Returning to a thousand years ago, Miaoshe Shiqi hadn’t fallen in love with her yet. However…

With her abilities, it didn’t seem difficult for him to fall in love with her again. Moreover, she was familiar with Miaoshe Shiqi and had spent time with him. As long as she was willing, as long as she wanted to, she…

His brows furrowed tightly, worry showing completely in Qin Jianglan’s expression, like green mountains shrouded in mist, clear waters veiled in smoke.

“Is it true? Hahahaha.” She laughed wildly, only feeling that her previous life hadn’t been lived in vain. A righteous path powerhouse had saved her and hidden her for six hundred years. Someone from what could be called the evil path had avenged her, killing quite a few people. Oh my, she was quite a character—even after “death,” she wasn’t peaceful, continuing to bring disaster to people.

When that Miaoshe Shiqi came knocking later, why not use her original appearance, sacrifice a bit of her beauty, and have a good talk with him?

“Seventeen dear, in the previous life, you loved me to pieces.”

She was lost in wild thoughts when she heard Qin Jianglan say in a deep voice, “Su Zhuyi.”

“Su Zhuyi.”

What now?

Little Skull turned the little flames in his eye sockets, pointed his left and right little fingers at each other twice, and muttered, “Little sister, little uncle has called you three times.”

“Miaoshe Shiqi’s methods are ruthless. You’ve offended him this time, so don’t let your guard down. After all, everything is starting over now—it’s not the same relationship as before.”

In your eyes, he’s that person who once loved you.

In his eyes, you’re just an enemy who killed his parasite mother.

Although Su Zhuyi was currently using his appearance, Miaoshe Shiqi had high cultivation and many methods. He definitely wouldn’t just look at appearances. Even if Su Zhuyi transformed into a woman, he would still know she was the one who slaughtered the flood dragon.

“I know.” Su Zhuyi nodded. “Hey, back then, you disappeared from the Wangtian Tree for a while and didn’t tell me where you went. Where exactly did you go?”

At that time, Su Zhuyi was still severely injured, wrapped up like a dumpling. When she woke up, she had nothing to do—even listening to Qin Jianglan chant incantations could count as entertainment. But for some time, Qin Jianglan disappeared. Every time she opened her eyes, she didn’t see anyone. She waited for about a month or two, and those days were unbearably difficult.

However, Qin Jianglan had arranged for a mechanical puppet to change her medicine. That mechanical puppet was high-grade and quite formidable, yet it was used to change medicine. After he returned, that mechanical puppet was never seen again.

At that time Su Zhuyi had asked him where he went, saying if he didn’t come back soon, she would grow lice on her body. But Qin Jianglan hadn’t answered her, so she never got an answer.

“You know all of Miaoshe Shiqi’s methods. Could it be you went out to kill him?” Su Zhuyi snorted coldly. “The person who avenged me was killed by you?”

She glanced sideways, her divine consciousness lightly patting Qin Jianglan’s face. “Hehe, tell me, how should I punish you?”

The melancholy between his brows dissolved as he smiled slightly, his eyes like a deep pool that one couldn’t look away from once seen. She heard him say, “As you wish.”

Su Zhuyi was stunned for a moment, then she used her divine consciousness to brush over Qin Jianglan from head to toe. “Old Dog Qin, you’ve learned to use your beauty to seduce people, too!”

Chapter 105: Seventeen Dear
Su Zhuyi waited another two days. Her injuries had long since healed; she was staying only because she worried about Miaoshe Shiqi coming to kill her. But waiting like this indefinitely wasn’t a solution either. When she left, she hadn’t concealed her information, so if Miaoshe Shiqi wanted to find her, he could naturally track her down. Moreover, after thinking it over, she deliberately headed in the direction of Miao Gu Village. This way, when Miaoshe Shiqi came out looking for her, he wouldn’t have to travel so far.

Besides, there were quite a few cultivators in that area. If she acted at the right moment, she might be able to leave behind a chivalrous reputation.

It was just that cultivators were more troublesome than mortals. It was difficult to leave a deep impression among cultivators in a short time. However, since she had provoked Miaoshe Shiqi, it was better to resolve this problem first.

Before leaving, Su Zhuyi left a painting for the girl child Lianlian. She left a strand of divine consciousness in the painting. Once Miaoshe Shiqi approached the vicinity, she would be able to sense it and try her best to ensure the villagers’ safety.

If she really couldn’t protect them, then there was nothing she could do. She wasn’t a truly good person to begin with—being able to consider so much already made it even herself find it hard to believe.

Along the way, she used Qin Jianglan’s appearance to help a few more people in passing. When she reached the town where cultivators gathered, Su Zhuyi also heard some news about Qin Jianglan, saying there was a sword cultivator named Qin Jianglan who had slain a thousand-year evil flood dragon, making the disciples of the Four Great Sects who had rushed over return empty-handed.

So disciples from prestigious righteous sects had already rushed over, but she didn’t know who had come.

On this day, Su Zhuyi bought some things at the market to prepare, then climbed a famous treasure mountain in the Southern Border.

This treasure mountain was called Cloud Hidden Mountain. Every so often, the entire green mountain would be hidden in clouds and mist, with even the foot of the mountain invisible. Cultivators below the Golden Core stage who entered the mountain when the clouds appeared would find their divine consciousness completely useless, while cultivators above the Golden Core stage could still use theirs, though it would also be restricted, with the range they could see much smaller than usual.

In her previous life, Su Zhuyi had often searched for treasures in Cloud Hidden Mountain. Others killed spirit beasts, dug spirit stones, and gathered herbs—she was much simpler, directly killing people and stealing their goods. Now, what she had to do was opposite to her previous life—she was going to beat up those who killed and robbed people, and save those who were being robbed.

Several small sects had once been established around Cloud Hidden Mountain, but eventually the cultivators inside either died or scattered. Not a single sect survived for more than a hundred years. After many such incidents, no cultivators wanted to monopolize the area anymore. Going up the mountain required no payment of spirit stones—one could simply follow the small path up.

Every day, hundreds and thousands of cultivators entered the mountain, but not everyone could come out alive. If ninety percent could emerge, it was already considered quite good.

Su Zhuyi followed the small path up the mountain. She walked and stopped along the way, as if she were sightseeing. Her divine consciousness occasionally swept lightly over the surroundings, a faint smile playing at the corners of her mouth.

This was when clouds and mist were shrouding the area, so divine consciousness was somewhat restricted, but for her, the impact wasn’t great. After walking for a while, she stopped in front of a stone wall, then used the broken sword in her hand to cut several tree vines. She reached out and knocked twice on the stone wall, and the wall cracked open a thin seam, revealing a hidden cave.

After she entered the cave, she even built a fire in the corner, taking out the food she had bought at the market earlier to roast. Only after it was cooked did she call out loudly toward the cave entrance: “Since you’ve come, why not show yourself? Do you still need me to invite you?”

Although Su Zhuyi’s strength was late Golden Core stage, her primordial spirit was far stronger than her actual cultivation level.

These past few days, she had sensed a sinister aura that seemed to appear and disappear, as if it were near her, but when she carefully sensed for it, it seemed far away again. That aura was somewhat familiar to her—after all, they had spent time together in her previous life. Although later she had almost forgotten about this person, now that the aura reappeared, she could still distinguish it. Therefore, Su Zhuyi understood that Miaoshe Shiqi had already come. Good—he hadn’t gone to trouble those villagers but had come directly for her. This saved a lot of trouble.

Miaoshe Shiqi’s specialty was placing parasites, but she was extremely well-guarded against parasite insects, so the other party had no way to act for the moment. He probably also had some doubts about her identity.

Although Miaoshe Shiqi’s aura had appeared, she couldn’t capture his location. Her primordial spirit had Nascent Soul stage cultivation—with such cultivation, she still couldn’t capture Miaoshe Shiqi’s exact location, which was enough to prove that his cultivation wasn’t Golden Core stage but was much stronger. It seemed that during that period, over a hundred years later, it happened to be when his strength had weakened due to the Lifespan Parasite in his body molting, which was why he had become the early Golden Core stage.

The opponent was strong, could control demon flood dragons, and was skilled at controlling parasites. Some of Su Zhuyi’s parasite techniques had been taught by him. She was unwilling to clash head-on with Miaoshe Shiqi. Since she couldn’t clash directly, she would use the information she knew from her previous life to improve their relationship. At the very least, she had to make him have some scruples and not resort to fighting and killing at every turn. That demon flood dragon’s head and body had separated and fled—it seemed it hadn’t died. Since it hadn’t died, there was still hope for reconciliation.

If they fought, her chances of winning were about fifty to sixty percent. But Su Zhuyi didn’t want to kill him. After all, this was the man who had avenged her in her previous life and died because of her in the end, while she had been completely unaware. No matter how heartless Su Zhuyi was, at this moment, she still couldn’t bear to directly kill such a person. It would be much better to keep him around to help her.

After she finished speaking, she received no response. Su Zhuyi turned the spirit beast meat that had been roasted golden-brown in her hand to the other side, holding it up with a wooden fork, saying, “Want to try some?”

She had thought for a long time last night, recalling that Miaoshe Shiqi had another parasite in his body. Cultivators from Miao Gu Village would bond with a parasite insect after birth, just like a cultivator’s natal magical treasure—that parasite insect was their natal parasite. The parasite in Miaoshe Shiqi’s body was called a Flesh Parasite. Originally, it was a very poor parasite insect, and its status in Miao Gu Village wasn’t high precisely because that Flesh Parasite was so poor. It liked to eat meat, and after eating, would spit out meager spiritual energy, having almost no significant effect.

Back then she had discovered that Miaoshe Shiqi liked to eat meat and had even roasted some for him several times. After all, at that time she wanted to learn parasite techniques and was quite diligent toward Miaoshe Shiqi.

“Who exactly are you?” Miao She, Seventeen, spoke. His voice was very low and deep, quite similar to the instruments he often played.

Finally, there was a sound from the cave entrance. In the darkness, a very thin person walked in. His hair was loose, bound with a silver hoop, and in the center of his forehead was a Golden Cicada Parasite insect. The gold wasn’t particularly bright, but the ruby eyes on the parasite insect were especially obvious, as if they could suck a person’s soul right in. His skin was already unnaturally pale, and his lips were rather red. That silver hoop and ruby eyes combined with his loose hair made him appear very eerie, like he had just sucked human blood.

Most of those who controlled parasites in Miao Gu Village did so through bamboo flutes and the like, but Miaoshe Shiqi used incense and also had an ocarina. If he didn’t have the ocarina in his hands, he could directly cup his hands together to form a hand ocarina and play it to control parasites. Back then, she initially didn’t know how formidable this parasite technique was—it was only after he returned to Miao Gu Village and Su Zhuyi researched love parasites herself that she understood how powerful his parasite techniques were. Yet despite being so formidable, he hadn’t taught her much. She had even sacrificed her beauty to seduce him every day, so later, Su Zhuyi didn’t have a very good impression of him.

As time passed, she gradually forgot about such a person. After all, it wasn’t a face like Qin Jianglan’s that was so handsome one couldn’t forget it. However, learning from Qin Jianglan that he had come out of the mountains to avenge her, Su Zhuyi developed some good feelings toward him. The thin figure before her seemed to grow several inches taller under the firelight!

“How do you know about this place?”

His gaze fell on Su Zhuyi. “How did you avoid the parasite array at the entrance?”

His brows furrowed slightly, killing intent evident in his eyes. “And how do you know I like to eat meat?”

He had followed her for several days, originally intending to secretly place parasites to make her life worse than death, but discovered she was very knowledgeable about parasite insects, leaving him unable to find an opportunity to act. Miao Gu Village forbade villagers from leaving at will—he had snuck out this time, thinking he could resolve the problem in a short time. Who would have thought he had already spent three days.

Even among the cultivators of Miao Gu Village, everyone’s methods of placing parasites were different, yet she seemed particularly familiar with him. Therefore, even though time was being delayed, he hadn’t given up and returned to the village, but had followed all the way here. When he saw her enter Cloud Hidden Mountain, he thought there would finally be an opportunity. Who would have known she would come directly here?

This cave was something he had dug out bit by bit.

This cave is connected to the back mountain of Miao Gu Village.

This cave was his hidden secret.

Su Zhuyi handed over the meat in her hand. “How I know isn’t important. What’s important is that I have no ill intent toward you.” Her toes lightly touched the ground, and where she stepped was exactly the position where Miaoshe Shiqi used to sit each time. She didn’t know what that position represented, or if it was just his habit, but Su Zhuyi treated the unknown as one of her bargaining chips. She tilted her head slightly, waving the wooden stick in her hand twice more. “I added your favorite seasoning. Since you’re not afraid of any poison anyway, don’t you want to try it? If you don’t eat it, I’ll eat it myself.”

After speaking, Su Zhuyi made as if to withdraw her hand, and saw Miaoshe Shiqi snatch the roasted meat. He looked deeply at Su Zhuyi once, then sat down by the fire.

While Miaoshe Shiqi sat down to eat meat, Su Zhuyi didn’t speak either. She used the tree branch in her hand to stoke the fire, making the flames more brilliant. Soon, there was a thin layer of sweat on her face, and she suddenly smiled. “I have no ill intent—I just want to make friends with you. It was my fault for injuring the demon flood dragon last time. Might Seventeen Dear give me a chance to make amends?”

As her words fell and she saw his eyes deepen, Su Zhuyi smiled and said, “Since I want to be friends with you, naturally I can’t show you a false face.” Her palm faced her face as she gently brushed across her cheek, quietly wiping away the layer of illusion on her body. In the slow movement, that hibiscus-like, delicate face appeared bit by bit before Miaoshe Shiqi’s eyes in the dancing firelight.

She didn’t know why that Miaoshe Shiqi had fallen in love with her in the previous life, but Su Zhuyi felt that men, well, liked her simply because of that face of hers. So she just needed to display the most beautiful moment of that face before his eyes. Between half-concealment and half-revelation, she unveiled her true appearance bit by bit—her brows and eyes containing smiles, her glances full of charm, every frown and smile, every gesture filled with allure.

“Hehe.” Miaoshe Shiqi chuckled softly.

Su Zhuyi immediately felt something was wrong. She vaguely remembered that every time Miaoshe Shiqi chuckled like this, it was when he couldn’t control his desire to torment people. What exactly had gone wrong?

However, her expression remained calm. “This cave is connected to Miao Gu Village. If Seventeen Dear wants to act against me, you’d better think it over carefully. I hear that villagers who break the rules in Miao Gu Village also meet extremely miserable ends.”

“Killing to silence me won’t work. I know your secret, but whether I speak of it depends on whether you’re willing to let go of this resentment and truly make friends with me.” She finished speaking with a smile, then handed over another piece of meat. “Eighty percent cooked—Seventeen Dear’s favorite.”

There was some yellow powder on Miaoshe Shiqi’s fingers. He was skilled at controlling parasites with incense and had indeed harbored thoughts of releasing parasites just now. But now he pressed his lips together and said, “The young lady truly understands me well. Then this friendship simply must be made.”

“Hehe…”

Chapter 106: Beauty Gu
“Since we’re going to be friends, you know so many of my secrets, yet I know nothing about you at all. Isn’t that unfair?” His movements while eating the meat were leisurely but quite fast. By the time he finished speaking, a large piece of spirit beast meat had already disappeared, leaving only a few drops of oil on his fingertips as proof the meat had ever existed.

Who was she?

Why did she understand him so well? Whether it was his deeply hidden secrets or his preferences, she was almost perfectly accurate. The aura emanating from his body should have been frightening and repulsive to others, yet she remained completely natural, as if she were very familiar with him…

Miaoshe Shiqi took the third piece of meat that Su Zhuyi handed him, his expression appearing much more natural now, though his wariness had only deepened further.

Having someone who knew him so thoroughly while he knew nothing about her created a disparity significant enough to warrant maintaining the highest level of vigilance. However, since she had done this, he couldn’t simply kill her outright. This location was too special—if they fought, his secrets would be exposed to the Miao Gu Village. At the same time, he wanted to know how she had learned these secrets. Since they were going to be friends…

Miaoshe Shiqi sneered inwardly while a smile appeared on his face. After eating the meat, his skin wasn’t quite so ghastly pale anymore. His pallid face even showed a hint of color, making his smile appear much more genuine. “You cultivate demonic methods, yet you keep claiming to seek revenge for the villagers. Isn’t that rather strange?”

“Demonic methods? I don’t practice demonic cultivation.”

“Heh, the Soul-Extracting Flesh-Rending Technique—you used it so skillfully. You’ve killed quite a few people, haven’t you?” He had already settled naturally beside the fire pit, waiting for the third piece of spirit beast meat to reach that perfect golden-brown, eighty-percent doneness. As he spoke, his tone carried a hint of frivolity. In the firelight, that pale face had lost some of its sinister air and made him look like a boy next door, though the ruby on his forehead still glowed with an enchanting, scorching malevolence.

Ah, he was referring to how she had used blood curse techniques at the end, inserting soul threads into the demon flood dragon’s body and tearing its flesh apart. When her prolonged attacks proved ineffective, she resorted to techniques from her previous life—indeed, demonic methods. However, Su Zhuyi merely smiled lightly. “Whether techniques are righteous or evil depends on how they’re used. When I use them to kill, they’re evil techniques. When I use them to save people, would you still call them unrighteous?”

She raised both hands above the fire pit, the bright yellow flames dyeing her mutton-fat jade-like hands with rosy light as she turned her palms up and down twice. “If I had killed many people, the resentful malevolent energy couldn’t be hidden in your presence. Look—do I have any?”

Those hands were indeed beautiful—they looked white and tender with spring onion-like fingers, skin like congealed cream, appearing as delicate as soft tofu, making one feel…

Quite appetizing. Hehe…

Shifting his gaze away from those hands, Miaoshe Shiqi sneered inwardly and asked, “Then how did you master the Soul-Extracting Flesh-Rending Technique?”

Su Zhuyi lowered her hands and spoke complete nonsense with a straight face: “Cutting radishes.”

Knowing he wouldn’t get any truth from her mouth, Miaoshe Shiqi said, “I can’t leave the Miao Village for too long right now. Since we’re friends, friends should help each other. I found a secret realm on Cloud Hidden Mountain. That secret realm is protected by a sword formation. I see you’re also a sword cultivator—why don’t you help me break the formation? When the time comes, we can split the secret realm’s treasures equally between us.”

Cloud Hidden Mountain had a sword formation? She had no recollection of this. In her previous life, after killing people at this time, she had fled back to the Xueluo Sect. If this secret realm was discovered by Miaoshe Shiqi but he had secretly obtained its treasures without spreading word, it was quite possible no one else would know.

“Now?”

“I still need to return and make some preparations. We’ll contact each other in a month.” After speaking, he handed over a golden cicada gu made of silver. “This is my communication talisman. When the time comes, I’ll use this to contact you.”

Su Zhuyi had possessed such a communication talisman in her previous life as well.

She appeared to glance at it casually, but examined it very carefully with her divine sense. Then, using a special technique, she took the communication talisman and said, “Good.”

Seeing her technique, Miaoshe Shiqi’s suspicions deepened further. He felt as if he were standing naked before someone. With so many doubts, he simply decided to stop worrying about them for now. He continued, “In that case, I’ll return to prepare first. I’ve been sneaking out these past few days and can’t delay too long. However, being able to make a friend like you, young lady, makes it worthwhile. Isn’t that right…” His voice was very low as he spoke. “Qin Jianglan?”

Su Zhuyi had given this name when introducing herself in the village. She had used the name Qin Jianglan throughout her journey of heroic deeds. Being called by this name by Miaoshe Shiqi now didn’t surprise her, and she nodded reservedly.

Since she already knew, Miaoshe Shiqi didn’t hide anything either. He headed directly back to the Miao Gu Village from this cave. However, when he reached the formation, he suddenly stopped. Without turning around or looking back, he said flatly, “Recently, someone came to the Miao Gu Village seeking gu.”

He placed his hand on the formation mechanism, his fingertip lightly tracing circles without pressing down. After a moment of silence, he added, “Beauty Gu.”

“Since we’re friends planning to cooperate, I’ll give you a warning. The person who came has great strength and has reached an agreement with our Miao Gu Village’s High Priest and Gu King. They will indeed breed this Beauty Gu. I don’t need to say more—you should understand, right?”

“Beauty Gu?” Su Zhuyi had heard of it before. Hearing Miaoshe Shiqi’s warning now made her heart skip a beat. She cupped her hands in salute and said, “Thank you.”

Miaoshe Shiqi didn’t respond. He pressed the formation mechanism and disappeared into the cave, while Su Zhuyi felt somewhat worried.

She had some confidence in dealing with Miaoshe Shiqi, but if she truly faced those old monsters of the Miao Gu Village, her current Golden Core stage strength still felt rather insufficient.

Beauty Gu was an extremely sinister and toxic gu insect. This type of gu insect favored beautiful people, regardless of gender—the more beautiful their appearance, the more it liked them. After secretly parasitizing within a beauty’s body, it would leave the person with only a layer of skin within a short time. After the gu insect matured, it would molt like a cicada. This molted skin would be used as a medicinal catalyst, refined into gu medicine. After consumption, the user would possess a face of stunning beauty. Exactly how beautiful depended on how beautiful the original beauty used as the catalyst had been.

If they were going to breed Beauty Gu, Su Zhuyi felt that whether she used Qin Jianglan’s face or her face while out and about, either would qualify as Beauty Gu’s most beloved catalyst. In other words, regardless of which face she used while wandering around, she might be targeted by people from the Miao Gu Village.

Although Su Zhuyi understood gu insects well, every gu master had different techniques. She was only familiar with Miaoshe Shiqi’s methods of applying gu. Even with the utmost caution against others, she might still fall victim. Therefore, Miaoshe Shiqi’s warning had truly been of great help to her.

Who could this cultivator of great power be—someone capable of negotiating with the Miao Gu Village’s leaders yet only requesting a flashy and impractical Beauty Gu?

A series of people flashed through Su Zhuyi’s mind, and she immediately thought of Hua Yining.

Hua Yining of the Yunxiao Sect, daughter of the sect’s Pill Elder. That Pill Elder was a grandmaster of pill dao. Pills and gu insects had similarities, so he could speak as equals with the Miao Gu Village and possessed things they wanted, thus being able to commission them to breed a Beauty Gu that required tremendous effort and resources yet had little practical use.

Hua Yining had been disfigured by her back then and would likely care greatly about such a gu insect. If she knew Su Zhuyi was also at this Miao Gu Village, she would probably stop at nothing to make a move against her. However, another problem arose: while her cultivation was high and her primordial spirit strong enough to deceive ninety percent of cultivators in the world, she couldn’t hide from great powers like the Yunxiao Sect’s Pill Elder. If only she had an immortal-grade concealment treasure, she wouldn’t have such a headache now.

Whether it was the Yunxiao Sect’s Pill Elder, she could find out by going out to inquire. If Yunxiao Sect disciples also appeared near this southern frontier, it would prove the high likelihood that Hua Yining and the others had come.

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi extinguished the fire pit. She stood up and carefully examined the fixed location where Miaoshe Shiqi used to stay for a while. Finding nothing suspicious, she left. Perhaps she was overthinking it—there was nothing strange about that place. His habit of staying in a fixed position was simply that, a habit?

Leaving the cave, Su Zhuyi walked while maintaining divine sense contact with Qin Jianglan. “Your Yunxiao Sect claims to be the foremost righteous sect, yet that Pill Elder would seek out southern frontier Miao Gu Village cultivators to breed Beauty Gu for his daughter. How ruthless indeed.”

They didn’t capture and refine people into gu themselves, merely trading items for a Beauty Gu pill. But who didn’t know how Beauty Gu pills were made? He didn’t kill directly, yet people died miserably because of him, even having their faces taken by others in the end. Although consuming gu pills wouldn’t make one’s appearance completely identical to the catalyst, at least sixty to seventy percent similarity could be achieved.

“Beauty Gu?” Qin Jianglan’s memory loss had been slightly slower these past few days—he could sense it himself. He had no impression of Beauty Gu either, but he still remembered the Pill Elder. After all, when he was on the Wangtian Tree initially, he would occasionally visit the Pill Elder to get herbs. In his memories, the Pill Elder was a very kind old man. As for his daughter, Qin Jianglan had no recollection.

“In my previous life, I didn’t have much impression of Hua Yining either, but she likes Qin Chuan now. In her previous life, she liked you. You don’t remember?”

Qin Jianglan shook his head. The memories he currently possessed were from when his cultivation had already reached great achievement, when he was revered as a master teacher in the Yunxiao Sect. Sect disciples showed him extreme respect and reverence, always keeping their heads lowered in his presence. He didn’t remember many faces. Only Su Zhuyi neither respected nor feared him, never treating him as a lofty immortal, only thinking of getting handsy with him.

“I had planned to make a big splash in the southern frontier, but I didn’t expect to encounter such an annoying matter. When will Little Skull be able to return?”

If Little Skull were here, he could wrap her in spiritual energy better than any concealment treasure. Should she avoid this for now, or perhaps ask Qinghe? It seemed she was developing some dependency on that malevolent god of a senior brother. No, he was already struggling to manage himself—she couldn’t call Qinghe to such a chaotic place. There was much bloodshed and killing here. If it triggered Qinghe’s evil nature, the losses would outweigh the gains.

Qinghe and Luo Ying living well was also very important to her—it was a key point in her mind for contending with the Heavenly Dao for life itself.

“Should be soon,” Qin Jianglan said.

“Big sister, do you miss me?” Little Skull was so happy he nearly jumped up. He was currently flying a kite, but unfortunately, everywhere far away was like death itself, with not even a trace of wind. So Little Skull ran in circles around Qin Jianglan, the kite flying crookedly. When it was about to fall, Qin Jianglan would give it a lift with spiritual energy, keeping the kite swaying unsteadily in the air without dropping.

Big sister always spoke privately with Little Uncle, which made him a bit resentful. But now that big sister mentioned him, Little Skull immediately became so happy he almost jumped up. “Little Uncle says soon! I miss you too, and Xiaoxiao, Silkworm, Big Sister, Brother Qinghe, Uncle Sect Master, and everyone…”

“So you must be bored out of your mind and wanting to run away early, right?”

Unexpectedly, Little Skull shook his head. “No, I want to keep Little Uncle company.”

In Wu’er’s understanding, Xiaoxiao had Silkworm and the others to play with, and everyone else had companions. That world was rich and colorful, while Little Uncle only had himself. He thought that if he left, Little Uncle would be very lonely here alone.

In such silent scenery, if he were alone, he would cry from morning to night, feeling extremely frightened and extremely unhappy.

“When will Little Uncle be able to come play at our house?” he asked.

But no one could answer this question.

After a long while, Qin Jianglan said, “It should be soon.” The same words, yet hearing them in Su Zhuyi’s ears carried a different flavor.

She walked somewhat distracted and accidentally slipped, nearly twisting her ankle. Supporting herself against a large tree by the roadside, Su Zhuyi suddenly felt an azure light flash from her palm and fly directly forward.

“Oh dear, Sword Ancestor, why did you run away?”

Chapter 107: Sword Formation
Cloud Hidden Mountain had a secret realm, and within that secret realm was a sword formation. Su Zhuyi had just heard this news from Miaoshe Shiqi, and her interest wasn’t particularly great. However, if he contacted her when the time came, she would probably go take a look, as long as she was still in the southern frontier.

When she had first arrived, the Sword Ancestor hadn’t reacted at all. Yet now, after walking out for only a short while, it had flown away. Could it be because it sensed the sword formation?

Su Zhuyi circulated her spiritual energy for low-altitude flight, chasing after the Broken Sword. She then discovered that the paths of Cloud Hidden Mountain had changed. When Cloud Hidden Mountain was shrouded in clouds and mist, it would occasionally create those ghost-wall situations. This kind of phenomenon was rare, perhaps once in a century. Su Zhuyi had never encountered it in her previous life. She had only heard that if one encountered it, they should try not to wander around carelessly, or they would be trapped in the mountain. When the mist cleared, the mountain would have gained several more sets of white bones. Though trapped for only a few days, only skeletal remains would be left.

Seeing the mountain paths shifting, Su Zhuyi knew the danger and didn’t plan to pursue further. However, the Broken Sword flew directly back and smacked her on the forehead. Having no choice, she could only follow the Broken Sword. After circling for a while, she saw a bamboo grove.

Cloud Hidden Mountain had a bamboo grove?

Just as Su Zhuyi was puzzled, a tremendous force struck from behind, pushing her forward more than ten zhang and directly into the bamboo grove. Before she could steady herself, with a sharp crack, a green bamboo lashed out like a soft whip, instantly shattering her defensive barrier and leaving a deep, bloody mark across her back.

The Broken Sword hovered above her head, swaying left and right in what was a spectator’s pose.

Could this be the sword formation? Had the Broken Sword led her here for the sword formation’s trial? Ever since she had comprehended sword intent in the red maple forest, she had been consistently using the sword. When recuperating at Luoxue Peak, she had practiced swordsmanship as soon as her body could move. She cared quite a bit about the sword dao—partly because she discovered that sword techniques with sword intent were indeed much more formidable, and partly because she hoped the Sword Ancestor could suppress the Longquan Sword in the future. But she had so many burdens weighing on her that she couldn’t wholeheartedly enter closed-door cultivation to focus solely on swordsmanship. So the Broken Sword was dissatisfied, and upon discovering this sword formation, it had directly driven her over here…

She feared Qin Jianglan’s disappearance, which was why she had been traveling the world performing heroic deeds and leaving behind a heroic reputation. If she hadn’t shouldered so many burdens, she too could have entered closed-door cultivation for decades or even centuries!

Sensing the Broken Sword’s dissatisfaction, Su Zhuyi roared inwardly. However, since she was already here and had already entered the sword formation, she wouldn’t be too frantic. She might as well fight this sword formation—perhaps it would bring some enlightenment to her sword dao. Su Zhuyi raised her hand and grasped the Broken Sword. She said coldly, “Stop watching the show. Since this is a sword formation and I’m fighting, you shouldn’t slack off either.”

She flourished the sword in her hand. “I’ll break this formation for you to see.” Just as she finished her bold declaration, several more green bamboos came crashing down. Three green bamboos struck down together. Su Zhuyi executed the Tianxuan Nine Swords, splitting them with one strike, only to discover that the green bamboos were extraordinarily flexible. When her Broken Sword slashed through, the bamboos instantly dissipated all force, causing both her and her sword to surge forward a distance. The bamboos bent like bows, their bamboo leaves green and bright like sword gleams, blindingly brilliant.

Sword momentum!

Su Zhuyi thought this was bad and immediately executed Shadowless Traceless to retreat, but it was too late. The tender bamboos rebounded, and a massive number of bamboo leaves shot forth. At least several hundred sword intents completely enveloped her. Her Tianxuan Nine Swords couldn’t possibly block so many sword intents, and she found herself unable to cast other techniques. With several popping sounds, three sword lights pierced her body, directly puncturing three bloody holes in her. She hurriedly swallowed pills, and before she could catch her breath, another green bamboo lashed over from the side.

Softness could overcome hardness, but how could hardness break softness?

She swung her sword to block. The Broken Sword indeed blocked the tender bamboo, but the bamboo was flexible. Though she blocked the bamboo sword, the bamboo tip, encountering resistance, continued to droop down and smacked her face with a crack, making her cheek burn with pain. Reaching up to touch it, she found she was bleeding.

Damn it, it dared to hit her face!

Immediately after, more bamboo leaves flew out, grazing past her body and shaving off strips of her flesh. Though this sword technique was soft, its power was considerable. It didn’t give one a quick death but instead shaved flesh strip by strip, like cutting meat. The person who set up this sword formation trial was probably not a righteous path sword cultivator.

The demonic path also had sword cultivators, and their sword techniques were all rather sinister—one sword to seal the throat, one sword through the heart, mostly using killing to stop killing. She had encountered several in her previous life. Thinking of how Cloud Hidden Mountain would gain several more sets of white bones after the mountain paths changed, could it be that those people had mistakenly entered the sword formation and been slowly shaved into skeletal frames by this sword formation?

Su Zhuyi had no time to think further because the next bamboo was already descending. She no longer blocked but struck out with one sword, only to encounter the same old problem—the bamboo was pressed down and rebounded back at her.

Her strength was insufficient. The Broken Sword’s sword intent was inadequate, its sword momentum not strong enough.

Softness could overcome hardness, which only meant that the hardness wasn’t strong enough yet. As long as her sword qi could directly sever these bamboos without giving them a chance to dissipate force and rebound, she could break through this sword formation. After realizing this, Su Zhuyi steeled her heart, circulated spiritual energy into the Broken Sword, and continued slashing!

She no longer dodged, no longer retreated.

When green bamboos lashed out, she swung her sword and slashed.

When bamboo leaf sword intents attacked, she swung her sword and slashed.

Gradually, she seemed to forget everything else. Only one thought remained in her mind: slash!

If you were to live again, what would you do?

Whoever dares obstruct me, I’ll kill them, regardless of whether they’re righteous path or the demonic path—this is my dao!

Slash!

She forgot all the moves of the Tianxuan Nine Swords. Each time, she simply slashed out directly. The sword wounds on her body multiplied, and large strips of flesh were shaved away, but she wasn’t afraid of pain and forgot about pain. She gripped the sword in her hand tightly and slashed at each green bamboo that continuously appeared before her eyes.

Previously, she had broken ten thousand enemies with one sword, using the Broken Sword horizontally in front of her to block swords and attacks—it could even be used as a shield…

Now, she still broke ten thousand swords with one sword. The rust on the Broken Sword seemed to melt away, dripping down the blade bit by bit. The rust water flowed along the sword’s body in meandering streams, melting into her palm and mixing with the blood on her body. She knew no fatigue, no pain. Facing those willow-like strips that continuously flew over, she swung her sword to slash at them all. Slash! Slash! Slash!

She didn’t know how much time had passed when Su Zhuyi finally heard a crisp crack.

Softness could overcome hardness, but hardness could also overcome softness—as long as she was strong enough! The Broken Sword in her hand seemed longer than before. Su Zhuyi struck out with one sword, and that blue-black sword light severed the green bamboo. After one bamboo broke in the middle, the second, third, and fourth bamboos all snapped in succession. Only after she had severed all the green bamboos did Su Zhuyi finally relax. Once she relaxed, her entire body ached. Looking down at herself, she was stunned.

Her clothes were now tattered and torn, her body covered in sword wounds everywhere. The deep wounds revealed bone. The way she looked now, standing next to Little Skull, they would truly be like siblings—guaranteed to scare anyone they encountered in a graveyard.

Looking again at the Broken Sword in her hand, Su Zhuyi’s eyes lit up.

The Broken Sword had originally been covered in rust, but now all the rust had completely disappeared. The sword body was dark green, a deep and weathered color that grew lighter and more translucent toward the top, like new sprouts growing from an old tree. Though this Broken Sword still lacked a sword tip, it was now two inches longer than before. Sword intent nourished the sword, so because her sword dao cultivation had improved, the Broken Sword had also benefited considerably. Gripping the Broken Sword in her hand, Su Zhuyi felt that the sword no longer seemed as cold as before. Even the sword hilt had warmth to it.

“Using a sword isn’t too bad.”

Broken Sword: “Hmph.”

She truly hoped that when the time came, the Broken Sword would prove useful and be able to suppress the evil Longquan Sword.

Was the bamboo grove sword formation broken?

Su Zhuyi looked at the ground covered with severed bamboo and scattered bamboo leaves—a thick layer blanketing the entire surface. She could still smell the fresh fragrance of bamboo leaves in the air. She frowned deeply, not daring to let her guard down. Her divine sense couldn’t see far, so she didn’t dare act rashly.

At this moment, the Broken Sword chimed softly once, its azure sword gleaming, pointing toward the ground. Su Zhuyi took a pill and followed that sword light. Before long, she entered a narrow mountain passage, and at the end of the passage sat a female corpse.

The female corpse had not decayed and looked lifelike. She was extremely beautiful, and even sitting cross-legged, her figure appeared graceful. On her left side was a jade bottle, and on her right side was a piece of clothing. The clothing was folded neatly and placed beside her right side, without a speck of dust on it.

Seeing that clothing, Su Zhuyi’s eyes gleamed. She hadn’t expected to see that azure robe woven from shark scales that Qin Jianglan had always loved wearing in her previous life.

So in her previous life, this sword formation had been broken by Qin Jianglan. Unfortunately, he had already forgotten, or she could have asked what other traps were inside.

This female cultivator should be evil. Even though she appeared harmless at the moment, Su Zhuyi didn’t plan to approach immediately. Though she had taken pills, she had been seriously injured, breaking the sword formation, and had completely exhausted her spiritual energy. Through the pills, she had only recovered a little—it wasn’t advisable to take more risks.

Su Zhuyi took out a formation disk and set up a defensive barrier, then sat down to meditate and regulate her breathing. However, before long, voices came from outside.

“The sword formation has been broken?”

“If someone has taken the items inside, the Beauty Gu transaction will be canceled.”

“There’s a formation ahead. The person who broke the formation hasn’t left yet. Go quickly!” In an instant, a sword light appeared. Su Zhuyi’s defensive formation was created by a formation disk and couldn’t possibly block such an attack. The formation barrier was shattered, and several figures approached on swords, stopping not far in front of her.

“It’s you!”

From the group, a woman wearing a black veil stepped forward. She looked at Su Zhuyi with a flash of vicious light in her eyes.

It was Hua Yining and the others from the Yunxiao Sect. Among the group, Su Zhuyi also spotted a familiar face.

Su Qingxun.

Su Qingxun had fallen into Hua Yining’s hands.

Could it be that Hua Yining had originally planned to use Su Qingxun to breed the Beauty Gu?

Chapter 108: Hmph
Su Qingxun was quite good-looking and was a demonic path demoness who had just killed many people. They probably had no psychological burden using her to breed Beauty Gu.

But now had she walked right into their trap?

Su Zhuyi had seen that flash of vicious light in Hua Yining’s eyes just now.

“You broke the sword formation?” Walking at the front was a cultivator from the Miao Gu Village. His skin was dark, his face covered with wrinkles, the creases seeming to accumulate black mud, as if he had worked in the fields all day, sweated profusely, and hadn’t washed his face.

His hair was disheveled, and on his head he wore not a silver band like Miaoshe Shiqi’s, but a dark blue headband tied around his forehead. In the center of the headband was also a golden cicada gu, but its golden cicada gu was brilliantly golden and extremely dazzling. The gu insect’s eyes were also green gemstones—a ghostly green like beasts lurking in the night, staring at you fixedly. Once you showed any weakness, it would surely bite through your throat.

The golden cicada ornament on his headband alone could exert spiritual pressure.

Was this person the Miao Gu Village’s High Priest Gu King?

She remembered that in her previous life, Miaoshe Shiqi had said the Gu King would never leave the Miao Gu Village in his lifetime. This person wasn’t the Gu King, but he should be an elder of the Miao Gu Village—his cultivation was at the Nascent Soul stage, and the gu insects on him were probably extremely formidable. What should she do now?

“Yes.” Su Zhuyi nodded. “I am Su Zhuyi of the Gujian Sect, a direct disciple of Luo Ying. I wonder what guidance the senior has for me?”

The Miao Gu Village elder’s expression darkened. After looking at her once, he said, “Young lady, despite your youth, your cultivation is extraordinary to be able to break this formation. This old man truly admires you.” He raised his hand, pointing to the jade bottle beside the female corpse’s left hand. “This item is a treasure of our Miao Gu Village, stolen by that demoness. We have been tracking it for a long time, only recently learning she perished here. Unfortunately, her resting place was protected by formations that we couldn’t enter, which is why we requested sword dao experts from the Yunxiao Sect to assist us. We never expected that this formation would be broken by a fellow Daoist.”

“She stole a Miao Gu Village treasure?” Su Zhuyi’s face showed slight surprise. “After breaking the formation, junior was injured and has been regulating his breath. I haven’t yet examined the items beside her.” She stepped aside. “If it truly is a lost treasure of the Miao Gu Village, it should rightfully be reclaimed by you.”

The Miao Gu Village’s alliance with Hua Yining was merely one of mutual benefit. As long as the Miao Gu Village people didn’t attack, she would at least have one more chance of victory.

That jade bottle should contain gu insects. Su Zhuyi generously yielded it to show her position.

The Miao Gu Village elder glanced at Su Zhuyi, then signaled for several villagers behind him to approach the female corpse. He seemed to have no intention of interfering in their grievances, focusing on retrieving the village’s secret treasure.

At this moment, Hua Yining sneered coldly. “Su Zhuyi, I never expected to encounter you here.”

“After wearing out iron shoes in a fruitless search, it comes without effort.”

Hua Yining stood behind her father. To her left was Qi Hua—Su Zhuyi had some impression of this female cultivator. She was the one who had run out to question Qin Chuan when he lost the sword competition to her, and she also harbored romantic feelings for Qin Chuan.

Behind Hua Yining were three more Yunxiao Sect disciples, all at the late Golden Core stage.

In other words, the opposing side had six people: one late Nascent Soul elder, three late Golden Core cultivators, one early Golden Core, and one Foundation Establishment stage, plus Su Qingxun, who had lost her ability to move.

Meanwhile, Su Zhuyi was currently at late Golden Core cultivation with a Nascent Soul stage primordial spirit, but she was injured and not yet fully recovered.

However, would they dare to kill her?

This wasn’t the Sword Tomb. If they killed her here, with her status, she had a soul lamp, which would expose the killer’s identity.

“So it’s fellow daoists from the Yunxiao Sect. Pill Elder, I’ve long admired your reputation.” The Pill Elder didn’t speak, completely ignoring Su Zhuyi’s attempt at cordiality. At this moment, Su Zhuyi discovered that a concealment barrier had been placed above her head. The purpose of this barrier was to isolate her from outside communication, preventing her from making any sound.

“Oh my, how did a barrier appear above my head?” Her gaze focused as she smiled lightly. “I was just excitedly telling my master and senior brother that I encountered fellow righteous path cultivators in the Miao frontier.”

“You…”

The Pill Elder’s gaze finally fell on Su Zhuyi. “With late Golden Core cultivation, you can sense the barrier?”

“Yes, because I’m Luo Ying’s disciple and Qinghe’s junior sister.” Su Zhuyi still wore a smile. “My senior brother, though he appears to be at the Golden Core stage, could destroy the Dong Fushang Sect master’s immortal treasure with one sword. Tsk tsk, as his junior sister, I naturally can’t be too weak, lest I bring shame to my master and senior brother’s reputation. Don’t you think so, Pill Elder?”

I have a master and senior brother backing me—do you dare kill me?

My senior brother could destroy the Dong Fushang Sect master’s immortal treasure with one sword—do you dare kill me? As fellow renowned righteous path sword cultivators, if you kill me, how will you explain to the Gujian Sect and all under heaven?

Su Zhuyi appeared calm on the surface, but felt somewhat uncertain inside. If Hua Yining was truly blinded by hatred and wanted to kill her, how would she escape? Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi tightened her palm and asked the Broken Sword with her divine sense: “Sword Ancestor, if they attack, whether I live or die depends entirely on you.”

The Broken Sword gave a light snort, and from its tone, it seemed somewhat arrogant.

Though it was just a light snort, it made Su Zhuyi feel much more at ease.

“Su Zhuyi, even if your senior brother were here today, I would still kill you!” Hua Yining removed the veil from her face, revealing an extremely horrifying visage.

“You harmed me so—I absolutely cannot let you continue living in this world!”

“You could kill the most outstanding disciple of the Dong Fushang Sect, so why can’t I kill you?”

“Do you think our Yunxiao Sect would fear your Gujian Sect?”

She raised her hand, and her flying sword whistled softly as it settled in her palm. “Today, I will carve ten thousand cuts on your face!”

In her previous life, Su Zhuyi had disfigured two women. Now, someone wanted to use the same method against her.

Qi Hua, beside her, suddenly spoke up: “Junior Sister Hua, we could use her to breed Beauty Gu.”

“Nonsense! If junior sister’s face ends up resembling hers somewhat in the future, how would we explain that?” said a late Golden Core cultivator behind them.

“At most it would be sixty percent similar, and this face…” She was stared at coldly and didn’t dare continue speaking.

This face—Qin Chuan would probably like it, wouldn’t he? Hua Yining looked at that beautiful face before her and squeezed words through gritted teeth: “Elder Cang, what do you think about using her to breed Beauty Gu?”

There was also a formation beside the female corpse—a gu formation. He was currently watching his subordinates break the formation. Turning his head to glance at Hua Yining, he said, “Just looking at her appearance, the gu insects would like her.” But she was a disciple of Luo Ying from the Gujian Sect—he didn’t plan to wade into these murky waters.

Hua Yining suddenly said, “The Jade Cicada Gu we agreed on previously, plus that Gu-Controlling Flute—use her to breed the gu.”

“Yining!” Pill Elder frowned and scolded in displeasure.

“So the relics of our village’s disappointing child are indeed in your possession. Hehe.” Elder Cang laughed, his eyes narrowing to slits. His gaze was sharp and intimidating. Being stared at by him, Hua Yining felt as if she were being watched by a venomous snake.

The Pill Elder raised his hand and waved it lightly, as if brushing away the tension that had instantly risen. He looked at Elder Cang with a kind smile. “I am an alchemist and enjoy collecting all sorts of rare and strange things. When someone offered them in exchange for medicine, I naturally accepted them. I didn’t present both items together previously because I didn’t want Elder Cang to misunderstand.”

Cultivators from the Miao Gu Village rarely came out, but one had emerged before and ultimately perished outside. A very powerful gu insect and an immortal treasure for controlling gu on his body had disappeared without a trace. At that time, several strong practitioners from the Miao Gu Village had come out seeking revenge while trying to retrieve the gu insect and magical treasure, but all returned empty-handed. Now, however, they had surfaced from the Pill Elder’s hands.

Though the Pill Elder was smiling, his imposing aura was not weak. After staring at him for a moment, Elder Cang from the Miao Gu Village said, “Then I’ll accept this Spirit-Controlling Flute. As for using her to refine gu, I only breed gu—I know nothing else.”

This was distancing himself from the matter. He didn’t know what Su Zhuyi’s identity was—he only knew this was a beauty they had delivered. He was just someone who bred gu; these matters had nothing to do with him. The affairs between the Gujian Sect and Yunxiao Sect were none of the Miao Gu Village’s business.

In other words, if she died, they would use her to refine Beauty Gu, but they wouldn’t help the Yunxiao Sect kill anyone.

Understanding this point, Su Zhuyi felt somewhat more at ease.

“Last time in the Sword Tomb, you attacked me while I was undergoing tribulation. I didn’t want to pursue the matter, but I never expected that you, a sword cultivator from a righteous path sect, would have such malicious thoughts. You slaughter fellow righteous path cultivators—aren’t you afraid of damaging the sword dao?”

“It’s merely revenge—what’s wrong with that?” Hua Yining sneered coldly as she drew her sword.

Her flying sword left its sheath, its sword light like willow or bamboo—it was a soft sword that appeared before Su Zhuyi like a spirit snake.

Having just experienced the bamboo grove sword formation, Su Zhuyi found Hua Yining’s soft sword to be like child’s play. She held the Broken Sword and struck out with one slash, only to see the Pill Elder’s flying sword thrust out obliquely. His cultivation far exceeded Su Zhuyi’s, and this strike carried too much force, numbing the tiger’s mouth of Su Zhuyi’s sword-holding hand and causing her to retreat three steps.

“Father!” Hua Yining frowned, somewhat displeased with the Pill Elder’s interference.

“You’re no match for her.” That sword clash just now would have shattered Hua Yining’s sword.

“To possess such swordsmanship at such a young age is truly remarkable.” Pill Elder looked at Su Zhuyi. “Since things have come to this, I’ll send you on your way and let you die with dignity.”

This matter could no longer be reversed. Even if they let her go, the grudge was already formed. He didn’t quite believe she had already transmitted a message out, because as soon as he arrived, he had sealed off this area with his divine sense. He felt Su Zhuyi was bluffing.

He was an alchemist. Keeping her alive and placing a gu on her could also take her life, or he could directly throw her into a spirit beast’s belly. At that time, the soul lamp wouldn’t show that they had killed her. At worst, there was a ready-made person nearby who could act.

A female assassin from the Xueluo Sect—the Xueluo Sect happened to have quite a few death warriors. His gaze fell on Su Qingxun from the Xueluo Sect, and the Pill Elder already had a plan in mind.

The Yunxiao Sect was also a sword sect, and he was actually a sword cultivator too. At this moment, his flying sword emerged with a long cry, cold light directly entering Su Zhuyi’s eyes, aiming straight for her brow.

He thought his imposing aura could completely suppress her, but unexpectedly, that late Golden Core Su Zhuyi, who was also injured, could raise her sword against him—and it was a strange broken sword at that. Hadn’t she obtained an immortal sword called Songfeng Sword from the Sword Tomb?

She was a good prospect—under such powerful pressure, she could still rise in resistance, embodying the sword dao’s unyielding spirit.

Unfortunately, she was destined to die young!

…

The killing intent seemed to lock onto her brow. Su Zhuyi’s Songfeng sword qi flew out from her heart, splitting the Pill Elder’s sword qi. The Pill Elder was slightly startled, then said, “Someone of great skill is protecting you, but unfortunately, it’s merely sword qi.”

He struck with his sword again, and at this moment, Hua Yining and Qi Hua also simultaneously drew their swords.

“Let me see how many swords that sword qi of yours can block for you!”

Su Zhuyi’s palms sweated.

She sneered coldly: “I have one sword that can block ten thousand swords!”

My lord’s Broken Sword is the ancestor of ten thousand swords!

Ancestor, you absolutely must hold on!

Su Zhuyi raised the Broken Sword in her hand. The moment she lifted it, the Broken Sword left her grip, flew into the air, and traced an azure gleam.

The next moment, the Broken Sword vibrated slightly and let out a sword cry.

Other people’s sword cries were like dragon roars and phoenix calls—loud sounds like long whistles.

But the Broken Sword—it snorted in the air.

Hmph!

Chapter 109: Broken Swords
Broken Sword: “Hmph!”

That single snort carried overwhelming dominance and stirring grandeur.

Pill Elder’s flying sword had been singing long, its sword light piercing toward Su Zhuyi, but unexpectedly, the flying sword suddenly began trembling uncontrollably, as if beyond his control. His flying sword was named Xiangfu—xiangfu was a type of medicine, and also his beloved wife’s pet name. This sword had been forged early on by his sword-forging dao companion, who had perished forty-seven years ago, making it a token of their love. The flying sword wasn’t an immortal sword; originally just an ordinary magical treasure that he had slowly nurtured until it later became a spirit treasure.

The Xiangfu sword had accompanied him day and night for years, its blade naturally carrying medicinal fragrance.

“Xiangfu!”

Situations where flying swords became uncontrollable were extremely rare—he had rarely encountered such a thing. Pill Elder’s expression changed drastically. Then he discovered that his beloved daughter’s flying sword had already left her hand and was flying toward the broken sword in the air. Not only hers, but the three senior brothers behind her also lost control of their flying swords, while Qi Hua, whose cultivation was weaker, had her flying sword directly snap in half!

How could a sword cultivator lose control of their sword?

Hua Yining had already lowered her face veil. Her face had been disfigured and never recovered—those scars couldn’t be healed and could only gradually improve with time. Since not much time had passed, the scars were still hideous and frightening. Due to her tense expression, they twisted and contorted, making that face appear even more terrifying.

Her flying sword buzzed and vibrated, shaking until blood flowed from her tiger’s mouth. Even pouring spiritual energy into it and attempting mental communication couldn’t calm the flying sword. The next moment, she truly couldn’t hold on anymore. The flying sword flew into the high sky, stopping three feet below that azure broken sword, still trembling incessantly as it hung in the air.

Not only hers, but her three senior brothers’ swords had also left their hands, and even her father’s sword was somewhat out of control.

Hua Yining stared at Su Zhuyi with eyes about to split, a thought flashing through her mind. Her pupils dilated even further, her eyes full of bloodshot veins. “What exactly did you do?”

Ten Thousand Swords Paying Homage? This was impossible!

Ten Thousand Swords Paying Homage was the supreme realm of sword dao.

No one in the current world could achieve this realm. How old was she? How could she possibly accomplish this?

Hua Yining had extremely high talent in sword dao.

She believed she was born to wield the sword.

She also loved practicing swordsmanship, becoming obsessed with it and paying little attention to anything else. Until one day, she saw Qin Chuan in the Crane Garden. Old Crane wasn’t gentle at all when teaching disciples swordsmanship. Qin Chuan was only at the Qi Refinement stage, yet he threw himself into the sword formation in the Crane Garden. His whole body was covered in wounds, yet he seemed to know neither fatigue nor pain, using a wooden sword in his hand to fight against the overwhelming flying swords created by crane feather illusions. In just one day, she discovered that Qin Chuan’s swordsmanship had improved significantly.

When she realized this, Hua Yining discovered that she, who usually paid little attention to the outside world, had been sitting on the wall around the Crane Garden watching him for an entire day.

Watching him practice swords for a whole day.

She admired Qin Chuan. When she saw him sheath his sword and sit under a tree to bandage his wounds, Hua Yining felt as if she dimly sensed some other emotions. Like her love for swords, she had also developed an interest in Qin Chuan.

Qin Chuan’s aptitude was very high.

Qin Chuan had been brought back by Old Crane and seemed to have lost his memory. Her mother had died early, and she had been pampered by her father. In the Yunxiao Sect, she could have whatever she wanted. She felt sorry for Qin Chuan, and occasionally, when she saw he was injured too severely, she would give him some guidance. Later, Hua Yining discovered that when she suppressed her cultivation, her swordsmanship could no longer compare to Qin Chuan’s.

This made her very uncomfortable. She was a sword dao genius, and she always felt displeased with those who surpassed her. So she didn’t pass by the Crane Garden for a long time. When she finally couldn’t help but go look one day, she found that the previously gentle and mild Qin Chuan had changed.

He had become cold and even more difficult to approach.

Hua Yining secretly inquired about this. With her extremely high status in the Yunxiao Sect, investigating Qin Chuan’s affairs was effortless. Qin Chuan had remembered his past, but when he returned to his village, he discovered that his village had been destroyed.

Previously, he had lost his memory and fallen to the ground like a beggar, near death. It was Old Crane who discovered him and brought him back to the Yunxiao Sect.

Finally remembering his past and his family, he discovered that the village where he had grown up had long been destroyed, his parents and relatives, and the companions he had grown up with, all dead. Though he appeared aloof and difficult to approach, Hua Yining at that time suddenly felt that the originally handsome youth had grown into someone elegant and distinguished. He was refined and handsome, and though he seemed cold, perhaps because she had guided him in his youth, he would still speak a few words with her. He treated her differently from others.

In others’ eyes, he was a river frozen solid by winter’s cold.

In Hua Yining’s eyes, that was an early spring river. Though the ice and snow hadn’t completely melted, the river water already rippled with warm sunlight, clean and clear. Just one look would make one feel as if their eyes had been washed by water.

Hua Yining was a persistent person.

Just like practicing swords, once she became obsessed with someone or something, she would be especially persistent, persistent to the point of near obsession.

She fell in love with Qin Chuan and told her father about it, receiving his support. She had also communicated with the sect master and Old Crane, and everyone had no objections. Old Crane only indicated that Qin Chuan was still young and focused on cultivation, temporarily unable to indulge in romantic feelings. After both parties reached three hundred years of age, if they were mutually interested, a marriage would be a wonderful thing.

Her father had always said that if she ever found a dao companion, she must find someone with aptitude equivalent to hers, or it would only add to her sadness.

Her mother’s aptitude had been very ordinary. Even after consuming many spiritual pills and miraculous medicines, her lifespan couldn’t match her father’s. In the end, to leave behind bloodline descendants, she had damaged her foundation and perished when Hua Yining was still small. So Hua Yining had always felt that her dao companion’s aptitude must be exceptional. Of course, most importantly, she had to like them.

Fortunately, she had encountered him.

Qin Chuan’s sword dao cultivation grew higher and higher, and she was unwilling to fall behind, wholeheartedly wanting to stand shoulder to shoulder with him. When the Yunxiao Sect spoke of the younger generation with high sword dao talent, they would mention both their names together. Every time she heard others speak their names, Hua Yining felt as if they were already together, like her father and mother, who had been childhood sweethearts. The only difference was that their aptitudes were equivalent, their future lifespans would be similar, and they could accompany each other to the end, until the seas dried up and stones crumbled…

However, one day, a name appeared before her.

Su Zhuyi.

Qin Chuan looked at Su Zhuyi differently than he looked at anyone else.

Her obsession with Qin Chuan had already surpassed her sword dao. She naturally had no good feelings toward Su Zhuyi, who received Qin Chuan’s special attention.

In the sword dao competition, she had wanted to teach Su Zhuyi a lesson, but unexpectedly, her face had been ruined instead.

In the Sword Tomb, she had clearly surpassed Su Zhuyi, but in less than a moment, she was overtaken, receiving a resounding slap in the face.

In the Sword Tomb, she had seen Su Zhuyi undergoing tribulation but still hadn’t been able to successfully kill her.

While she practiced swords bitterly in the sect, Qin Chuan went to Quicksand River with Su Zhuyi. She had also heard that Su Zhuyi had slain Dongri Chen of the Dong Fushang Sect, that Qin Chuan and Su Zhuyi entered secret realms together, and that he would risk his life for Su Zhuyi, rushing over to embrace her and block lightning strikes. When the sect master and others entered, they saw the two of them embracing, with Qin Chuan pressing Su Zhuyi beneath him, difficult to separate for a moment…

When she heard this news, she nearly collapsed completely.

Su Zhuyi had ruined her face, forcing her to hide while practicing swords, unable to see people. There were no mirrors around her, but she had her sword, and each time she could see her own horrifying face in the bright sword blade—or rather, her face bound with black gauze.

Su Zhuyi had also surpassed her in sword dao. Her climbing to the peak of sword dao and turning back to mock her with a smile was like a knife carving her heart. The sword dao aptitude she took pride in had been so easily trampled underfoot by a young female cultivator dozens of years younger than her.

The most devastating blow was that Su Zhuyi had also stolen her Qin Chuan. She was indifferent toward Qin Chuan, yet Qin Chuan would risk his own safety to desperately save her.

The moment she heard this news, Hua Yining directly coughed up a mouthful of fresh blood.

From the beginning, she had wanted to kill Su Zhuyi. She had tried to kill her once in the Sword Tomb and had even hired death warriors from the Xueluo Sect, but none had succeeded. Encountering her in the southern frontier was heaven’s favor—she would not let her go, no matter what.

But—she had once again shattered her confidence.

Ten Thousand Swords Paying Homage? Ten Thousand Swords Paying Homage?

Her flying sword flew into the air, submitting beneath Su Zhuyi’s azure broken sword. Hua Yining felt her face burning with pain, as if she had directly knelt before Su Zhuyi. The bloodshot veins in her eyes became even more obvious, and her expression appeared somewhat deranged.

“Yining!”

His daughter was nearly developing inner demons because of this, Su Zhuyi! A gentle breeze flowed from Pill Elder’s sleeve, slightly clearing Hua Yining’s eyes. At this moment, they saw Su Zhuyi point her toes and fly into the air, gripping her flying sword as she stood above everyone’s heads.

“Tsk tsk, nearly falling into demonic cultivation—what kind of righteous path sword cultivator is that?” Su Zhuyi laughed lightly, pouring spiritual energy into the broken sword, then swinging out with one strike. Like cutting green bamboo, without any sword techniques, she simply slashed out directly.

Sword light swept across like a hurricane in the deep sea of a night, rolling up waves and crashing toward the three flying swords below.

“Crack crack crack…”

Three flying swords directly snapped in half, while Pill Elder’s flying sword finally left his hand and crashed into those waves.

“Yining, Xiangfu!”

Hua Yining’s face went deathly pale as she collapsed directly to the ground.

Hua Yining already had inner demons, and now her natal flying sword had been directly broken, severely damaging her sword dao. Whether she could still use swords in the future had become questionable.

And Xiangfu had also been ground into four segments by that azure sword qi.

Pill Elder felt sweetness in his throat, as if fresh blood was overflowing from his mouth. He straightened up abruptly, his sleeves billowing, the jade hairpin binding his hair directly snapping. His entire person appeared extremely imposing.

Broken Sword: “I can only suppress flying swords.”

Su Zhuyi: “I know.”

The Pill Elder was at the Nascent Soul stage and was also a sword cultivator. Now that his flying sword was damaged, he was injured too. The Sword Ancestor had already helped her tremendously. Originally having to face several people, now her only remaining opponent was the Pill Elder. The others whose flying swords had broken and sword dao damaged couldn’t recover for a while…

There was still a chance to escape! Gripping a Straw Man tightly in her hand, Su Zhuyi was prepared to risk half her life to escape!

Chapter 110: Cannibalism
“Xiangfu…” Holding the flying sword broken into several pieces in his hands, Pill Elder of the Yunxiao Sect’s expression was terrifyingly dark.

But just then, a scream suddenly erupted behind them.

Agonized wails rose one after another—something had gone wrong with breaking the gu formation!

Su Zhuyi caught sight of what was behind them from the corner of her eye, immediately feeling her scalp tingle. She directly executed the Great Grasping Technique, drawing that azure dragon-scale robe into her hands, then pulled the robe over her head and charged outward while wearing it. Qin Jianglan’s dragon-scale robe was an immortal treasure! Though the aura on this robe seemed off, she couldn’t worry about that now. While they were distracted, she’d take it first and worry about the rest later.

As she made this series of movements, the Pill Elder had already attacked. He raised his hand and struck out with a palm, spiritual energy like vast ocean waves with shocking momentum.

Su Zhuyi neither dodged nor avoided, directly forcing her way through and darting away! She didn’t dare delay even a moment!

The Straw Man in her hand instantly shattered while she spat out a mouthful of bloody foam, shouting: “If you care about my life or death, see if you can lead these people away from so many gu insects!”

Behind them, the gu formation had been broken. The jade bottle beside the female corpse’s left side swayed in a circle before toppling over. The wooden cork at the bottle’s mouth popped out with a click, and a wisp of dark yellow gas poured out like green smoke, accompanied by a sickly sweet fragrance.

Immediately after, her corpse instantly shriveled, and countless gu insects poured out from within. These gu insects were extremely formidable—even the Miao Gu Village elder couldn’t manage himself, his long flute playing intermittently with little effect. Dense swarms of gu insects covered his body until he had become a human cocoon.

The flute sound seemed to be crushed by the gnawing sounds of the gu insects. Elder Cang wanted to escape at this moment, but discovered there was no way out. A silver light flashed—his natal gu…

His natal gu had been devoured!

Elder Cang was still struggling desperately while his three subordinates who had gone to break the formation were gnawed into white bones in the blink of an eye. More gu insects surged toward Su Zhuyi and the others.

Except for Pill Elder, the other Yunxiao Sect disciples were all severely injured due to sword dao damage and had almost no mobility. One of them stood up, trembling, reaching out to pull up a companion beside him. Unable to lift him, he nearly fell over himself. His gaze focused with terror—if caught by those gu insects, he would probably become white bones like the Miao Gu Village people.

“Master!”

“Run!” Pill Elder sacrificed a magical artifact, then without regard for Su Zhuyi, used the Grasping Technique to pull several disciples onto the magical treasure. His speed when circulating spiritual energy for full-power flight was actually faster than driving the magical artifact, so Pill Elder wasn’t flying on the artifact but was dragging it forward while flying, also executing the Earth-Shrinking technique.

Ahead, when Su Zhuyi passed Su Qingxun, she heard her raise her head and shout in a shrill voice: “Save me!”

Su Zhuyi’s steps didn’t pause in the slightest. She executed Shadowless Traceless and leaped out, already running several zhang away in the blink of an eye. With that terrifying swarm of gu insects behind them, whether she could escape was still unknown—save someone else? Don’t even think about it!

Her divine sense detected that Pill Elder behind her had also started running. His Nascent Soul stage cultivation made him faster, using Earth-Shrinking to transform into a streak of light, moving faster than her. However, a silver gleam followed closely behind him, as if it had specifically targeted him.

Su Zhuyi instantly understood. During their conversation earlier, Pill Elder had revealed he possessed a high-grade gu insect that he planned to trade with the Miao Gu Village elder. That silver gu insect was chasing him, very likely because it was attracted by the gu insect on his body. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi breathed a sigh of relief. Great that the old thing was being pursued—now she had a chance to escape.

However, she then noticed the silver gu insect spit out a thin thread that landed on Pill Elder’s shoulder! Pill Elder had originally been dragging all the Yunxiao Sect disciples on one of his magical artifacts, but at this moment he suddenly gritted his teeth, released his grip on the artifact, abandoned the other disciples and even the magical artifact itself, grabbed Hua Yining with one hand, and crushed a paper talisman with the other.

High-grade Escape Light Talisman! The refining method for this type of talisman had been lost—it could instantly transport one and was extremely rare. Su Zhuyi could draw talismans, but she didn’t know this Escape Light Talisman. She hadn’t expected Pill Elder to possess one.

Pill Elder vanished into thin air. The silver gu insect, having lost its target, suddenly changed direction and crashed toward Su Zhuyi. Su Zhuyi gripped the Broken Sword and directly slashed out at the gu insect. That azure sword gleam made the silver gu insect restrain itself slightly and dodge to one side. However, after she swung her sword, her movement stagnated slightly. After that momentary pause, Su Zhuyi felt the dense mass of gu insects behind her drawing ever closer…

At this moment, a low voice slowly rang out, the tone extremely low, deep and weathered, appearing even more mysterious in this mist. As the tune shifted, it seemed like sobbing, mournful and plaintive, as if making one’s heart fall to the bottom of a valley.

Ahead, Cloud Hidden Mountain was shrouded in mist that even divine sense couldn’t penetrate clearly, but her eyes could see a faint golden point and two small red dots within the mist.

Her heart leaped with joy, but the next moment she felt pain in her back—a gu insect had entered her body. Su Zhuyi immediately swung her sword, cutting away the flesh and blood where the gu insect had burrowed. Then she rolled on the ground, hiding her body behind Miaoshe Shiqi.

However, Su Zhuyi didn’t relax. She immediately used gu techniques to seal the flesh around the wound and gave herself a Rending Flame Palm strike. Without even treating the wound, she cupped her hands together at her mouth to form a hand ocarina and began playing along with Miaoshe Shiqi’s ocarina music.

Miaoshe Shiqi’s hand holding the ocarina paused, then continued playing. As he played, a gu insect also flew out from within his body, rampaging through that dense mass of gu insects for a while. Wherever it passed, large numbers of gu insects disappeared. Before long, only a scattered few remained, causing the silver gu insect to flap its wings and call all the remaining gu insects to its side. At this moment, Miaoshe Shiqi’s gu insect immediately returned to his vicinity and began fighting with that silver gu insect.

The silver gu insect was very small, looking only slightly larger than a needle’s eye, while Miaoshe Shiqi’s gu insect was plump and fleshy. Su Zhuyi had never seen it before—she guessed this gu insect was Miaoshe Shiqi’s natal flesh gu. Flesh gu were very weak, yet now it could fight with that silver gu insect?

The flesh gu’s fighting method was also strange. Even when poked full of holes by the needle-eye-sized silver gu insect, it showed no blood, its body transforming into various shapes. More than once, it wrapped around the silver gu insect like making dumplings in the mortal world. However, that silver gu insect was extremely fierce, piercing holes many times to burrow out, and the flesh gu would continue wrapping…

The flesh gu was his natal gu. Now being poked full of holes everywhere, Miaoshe Shiqi couldn’t keep this up either. Su Zhuyi remembered the tune Miaoshe Shiqi had played when controlling the gu in her previous life. That tune was similar to the current one but also somewhat different, more powerful than the current one. It could not only replenish spiritual energy for one’s gu insects but also suppress other gu insects.

Seeing his face growing paler and paler, she simply changed the melody.

Su Zhuyi also knew gu control. When she changed the tune, Miaoshe Shiqi’s harmony weakened, and the silver gu immediately felt reduced pressure. It excitedly tried to charge forward but felt a strange new pressure on its body. Miaoshe Shiqi suddenly turned to glance at Su Zhuyi, then closed his eyes and began playing along with her melody…

Controlling Gu was extremely mentally taxing. Before long, Miaoshe Shiqi’s forehead was covered with beads of sweat, but the effect was also obvious. The other gu insects all became motionless as if dead, and the silver gu insect’s resistance also weakened. After a while longer, the flesh gu finally completely wrapped the silver gu insect, pinching it into what looked like a meat dumpling. The flesh gu became round and plump, though with some pits and bumps on its surface, looking greatly injured.

In an instant, the flesh gu burrowed into Miaoshe Shiqi’s body. His body trembled, and he nearly fell. Seeing this, Su Zhuyi even reached out to support him.

At this moment, Miaoshe Shiqi suddenly shook herself off and staggered forward.

With this crisis resolved, Su Zhuyi also wanted to see what the final outcome was and whether Su Qingxun had died. She followed two steps forward, only to see Miaoshe Shiqi suddenly turn around with a ferocious expression and roar at her: “Scram.”

His face was deathly pale, the area under his eyes was blue-gray, and blood trickled from the corner of his mouth—he looked extremely terrifying.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes narrowed as she immediately stopped, not only stopping but even backing up several steps.

She watched Miaoshe Shiqi stagger forward and stop in front of a Yunxiao Sect disciple.

Pill Elder of the Yunxiao Sect had originally planned to save everyone, but later discovered he couldn’t take them all. He abandoned the other disciples and escaped using the Escape Light Talisman. The disciples left behind had already broken their flying swords and were severely injured, unable to run away at all. Though gnawed by the pursuing gu insects, they hadn’t died immediately. After Miaoshe Shiqi appeared, his flesh gu devoured many gu insects, causing the silver gu insect to summon all other gu insects to its side and stop continuing to gnaw these disciples…

The disciple in front of Miaoshe Shiqi was riddled with holes, quite horrifying, but he wasn’t completely dead yet—he still had a breath left. One eye socket was already empty, and he stared at Miaoshe Shiqi with his remaining eyeball, that eye probably showing a glimmer of hope.

However…

Miaoshe Shiqi broke off his arm and brought it to his mouth…

His internal flesh gu was out of control!

Su Zhuyi didn’t continue watching. Though she had killed countless people and even clawed out hearts, she still found cannibalism somewhat hard to accept. She hadn’t seen Miaoshe Shiqi eat people in her previous life—she hadn’t expected that when his flesh gu lost control, he would even eat human flesh…

Su Zhuyi was severely injured, but she didn’t stop. After taking a pill to gather her spirits, she flew out and quickly hunted a spirit beast, dragging it back. Without lighting a fire to roast it, she directly used Rending Flame Palm combined with Tiangang Five Thunder Technique to blast the entire spirit beast until cooked, then ran over and tossed it not far behind Miaoshe Shiqi.

At this moment, she saw Su Qingxun.

Su Qingxun was still alive.

She had also been bitten by many gu insects, but was in better condition than the others. Could it be because when the gu insect swarm flew over, she had been lying motionless on the ground, so fewer gu insects landed on her since they all went chasing the Yunxiao Sect group? But Su Qingxun was missing an arm—whether it was eaten by gu insects or by Miaoshe Shiqi was unclear.

Would Miaoshe Shiqi still kill Su Qingxun?

Chapter 111: Longevity Gu
Miaoshe Shiqi sat on the ground, having recovered considerably by now, his movements still elegant even while eating. However, he elegantly spat out a pale white bone—clearly a human cultivator’s finger bone. Not a trace of flesh remained on the bone; he had gnawed it completely clean. The bones of cultivators were all pure white and smooth, making that bone look as if they were carved from jade. After spitting it out, the bone fell beside Su Qingxun’s head, brushing past her cheek.

Su Qingxun’s gaze was already somewhat unfocused, but she forced herself to stay alert and not completely lose consciousness. Her long eyelashes trembled, teardrops hanging from them as she stared straight at Miaoshe Shiqi. But when he spat out the finger bone that brushed past her cheek, Su Qingxun could no longer hold on and directly fainted.

Miaoshe Shiqi acted as if he didn’t see Su Zhuyi at all. He reached back and dragged over the spirit beast meat behind him, sitting upright on the ground to slowly eat. Before long, he had gnawed an entire spirit beast down to its skeleton. Then he stood up and walked straight ahead.

The elder from Miaogu Stronghold and his several subordinates were all dead as well.

The elder hadn’t been completely devoured yet—there were still several gu insects drilling around inside his body. Miaoshe Shiqi walked forward two steps and picked up the overturned jade bottle. Then he lightly rubbed his fingers together twice, producing some pale yellow ash at his fingertips. At the same time, Su Zhuyi caught a whiff of a clear fragrance.

Su Zhuyi suddenly remembered that Miaoshe Shiqi controlled gu using incense and an ocarina. What was his relationship with this female corpse?

She watched as the gu insects all emerged from the corpse and flew into the jade bottle on their own. Then Miaoshe Shiqi walked over to the female corpse’s side. He stood quietly for a moment, then suddenly turned around and beckoned to Su Zhuyi.

“Come here!”

What does he want? Su Zhuyi immediately became alert, though she didn’t show it on her face—she just stood there without moving. She was currently weak; the injuries from the sword formation hadn’t healed properly, and later she’d been struck by that old man from the Yunxiao Sect. If not for the Straw Man substitute, she would have lost her life. She’d also been invaded by gu insects and had only roughly treated her wounds. If Miaoshe Shiqi wanted to attack her now, her chances of winning weren’t good.

Seeing that she didn’t move, Miaoshe Shiqi said nothing. He suddenly struck out with his palm, creating a large pit in the ground, then said: “Put her in and bury her.”

You won’t touch her yourself? The female corpse now looked like nothing but a layer of skin. Though Su Zhuyi wasn’t afraid, she would still find it quite disgusting.

“My father and mother.” He turned his head and looked at Su Zhuyi with a pair of black, somewhat terrifying eyes. The pupils in those eyes seemed to have become vertical slits, and the black irises were very large, making the whites appear very small, causing one’s heart to palpitate.

He blinked once, and when he opened his eyes again, they had returned to normal.

There was only one female corpse—why did he say it was his father and mother?

He raised his hands. “I’m dirty. Since you could pass through my mother’s sword formation, your character shouldn’t be too bad.”

Sword techniques that were masculine, upright, and unyielding could break through that feminine and malevolent sword formation. Such sword cultivators were hard to find, yet unexpectedly, she had managed it.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Her ability to break the formation might have been due to Sword Ancestor’s influence. Though her swordsmanship had indeed improved, in the end, it was still the flying sword that was formidable. Otherwise, she might not have been able to cut through those bamboos. Most importantly, she understood her character too well. Even though she’d recently been doing heroic deeds and good works, it was all under duress. She felt that being a villain was much more satisfying.

Killing was efficient!

Saving people was troublesome!

Scanning the female corpse with her divine sense and finding nothing amiss, Su Zhuyi thought for a moment, then wrapped herself in a layer of spiritual energy. She still used the method for catching gu insects, drawing talismans with her hands to prevent gu invasion, before walking over to lift the female corpse with both hands and place it in the pit. In her previous life, she’d never heard Miaoshe Shiqi mention his father and mother, but since they were his parents, and since he felt his hands were dirty, he presumably held deep reverence for his father and mother. So Su Zhuyi’s movements were also devout. She carefully placed the female corpse in the pit, then, after thinking for a moment, rummaged through her storage treasure and pulled out a plum blossom branch.

Little Skull used to like placing flowers in her room, putting them there every day, and changing them every day. After he left last time, no one changed the flowers in her room anymore. Su Zhuyi was too lazy to deal with them herself and too lazy to throw them away, so she’d directly stuffed the flowers into her storage treasure. Taking them out now, they surprisingly hadn’t withered and were still a branch of plum blossoms in full bloom.

After burying the person, Miaoshe Shiqi said, “Back to the cave.”

He turned and walked away. When passing by Su Qingxun’s side, Miaoshe Shiqi picked her up like grabbing a broken rag doll, just carrying her in his hand like that.

“Are you planning to…”

Not kill her, but save her?

“Useful.” He glanced down at Su Qingxun. “To survive being gnawed by so many gu insects without dying—her primordial spirit is resilient, suitable for raising gu.”

He planned to use Su Qingxun to raise gu?

Su Zhuyi’s expression shifted.

In her previous life…

In her previous life, hadn’t Miaoshe Shiqi also planned to use her to raise gu?

Or rather, had there been gu insects in her body in her previous life? After all, Miaoshe Shiqi had returned to Miaogu Stronghold, which was isolated from the world. He’d said before that he wouldn’t come out again, so how did he know she had died and something went wrong? Unless he had left clues in her body?

She actually couldn’t remember many of the details from their time together back then, but she also felt that she and Su Qingxun had similarities. They had both come out of Xueluo Sect, people who had survived through constant killing, naturally with resilient wills. And she had indeed been bitten by gu insects without dying—encountering gu insects was very common when mixing around in the Southern Border.

“What, want to kill me?” Seeing Su Zhuyi standing silently without moving, Miaoshe Shiqi said coldly.

“She’s an assassin from Xueluo Sect who’s killed so many people, and I have some grudges with her too… But since you want to raise gu, then do as you please.” Finding a suitable gu mother wasn’t easy. Since Miaoshe Shiqi wanted to take Su Qingxun away, it wouldn’t be easy for her to get him to kill Su Qingxun. However…

Su Zhuyi still wanted to try. After all, in her previous life, had Miaoshe Shiqi loved her? Perhaps…

Originally, Su Zhuyi had been quite confident in herself, but thinking about gu mother, she felt that Miaoshe Shiqi’s contact with her in the previous life probably hadn’t been very pure either. Maybe he had planned to raise her as a gu mother, but all of this could no longer be verified—it could only be her speculation.

“I think it would be better to kill her.” Su Zhuyi suggested.

“Hehe.” Miaoshe Shiqi let out a cold laugh, glancing at Su Zhuyi from the corner of his eye while moving his fingers slightly.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She took a deep breath. “I’ve made enemies with people from the Yunxiao Sect, so I won’t wander around outside anymore. I’ll notify my sect’s elders to come pick me up. Shiqi, until we meet again.”

Since that was the case, she wouldn’t play with him anymore. Su Zhuyi was now seriously injured and planned to temporarily find a place to recover. She hadn’t wanted to call her senior brother over to help before, but calling him to pick her up now wasn’t a big problem. She still had formation plates on her—at her senior brother’s speed, she just needed to hold on for two days.

As for Yunxiao Sect, she wasn’t afraid. That Elder Hua had lost his disciple and fled. She wasn’t worried about them exposing this incident, but she was now exposed in terms of location and feared that Xueluo Sect’s death warriors might track her down.

“Until we meet again?” Miaoshe Shiqi turned around and looked Su Zhuyi up and down. “Don’t you plan to resolve the gu you’ve been infected with?”

Su Zhuyi was immediately stunned. Are there gu insects in my body?

Despite being so careful, she’d still been infected with gu insects?

“That sharkskin robe is on you, isn’t it? That garment has Netherworld Gu on it. Now the gu insects have entered your body. If you don’t remove them…” He didn’t continue speaking.

Netherworld Gu—colorless, odorless, and formless. This type of gu generally parasitized objects, and the older they were, the more powerful the gu insects became. Therefore, Netherworld Gu was also called Time Gu. After entering the human body, it would lie dormant for some time. By the time a person discovers something wrong with their body, it will be too late.

It would devour a person’s lifespan, causing them to rapidly age, beauty turning to withered bones.

Seeing Su Zhuyi’s abnormal expression, Miaoshe Shiqi laughed twice. “It seems you also know about Netherworld Gu.”

“Netherworld Gu can only be resolved by Longevity Gu, also known as Lifespan Gu.” Miaoshe Shiqi’s voice suddenly lowered several degrees. “Among the gu insects my father left me, there’s one Longevity Gu.”

Yes, Miaoshe Shiqi possessed Longevity Gu. Su Zhuyi had already known this point previously.

In her previous life, this sharkskin robe had been obtained by Qin Jianglan. Had Qin Jianglan broken the sword formation together with Miaoshe Shiqi and obtained his parents’ inheritance together? Unfortunately, Qin Jianglan no longer remembered past events, or she could have asked him about it.

Netherworld Gu was colorless, formless, and odorless. Su Zhuyi’s divine sense circulated through her body once, but she didn’t notice the presence of any gu insects. However, she knew how formidable Netherworld Gu was—if she could detect it, she would already be close to death.

Miaoshe Shiqi extended his hand, revealing a gray-brown gu insect covered in wrinkles. He pinched the gu insect’s belly with his finger, and it made a sound like a cicada chirping. The next moment, Su Zhuyi discovered that her body was also producing insect chirping sounds, as if responding to those cicada calls.

She did have Time Gu in her body!

Miaoshe Shiqi put away the gu insect and turned to leave. This time, Su Zhuyi didn’t consider anything else—she hurriedly followed, obsequiously trailing behind Miaoshe Shiqi.

What a joke—if Time Gu wasn’t resolved, within a year she’d be as old as tree bark. The problem was that Time Gu could only be resolved by Longevity Gu, and Longevity Gu was also a rare gu insect. Since Miaoshe Shiqi had one, she could only rely on him.

She had spent several days recovering from her injuries, not far from the female corpse, and had carefully observed that sharkskin robe without finding anything wrong. She’d only felt that the bottle was very strange, and because there was a formation ahead, she hadn’t dared touch it. When the people from Miaogu Stronghold broke the formation and attracted the gu, she’d taken advantage of their distraction to fish in troubled waters and grab the garment. Who would have thought she’d be infected with Netherworld Gu? Su Zhuyi felt heavy-hearted, but when she followed him, she still contacted her senior brother. If Miaoshe Shiqi pulled any tricks later, she could only rely on her senior brother to maintain the situation.

When she sent the transmission, her senior brother didn’t respond. Su Zhuyi was startled, then thought that her senior brother might currently be in the pit. She left a strand of divine sense transmission in the communication talisman, hoping her senior brother could hear it early and come over sooner.

Following behind Miaoshe Shiqi, Su Zhuyi anxiously conversed with Qin Jianglan.

“Old Dog Qin, you remember your sharkskin robe, right?”

“Mm, immortal treasure, Qinghua.” The Zhuxin Curse had just acted up again, and Qin Jianglan was very worried. His cool eyes seemed to have developed turbidity. Little Skull beside him watched nervously, wishing he could immediately tell little sister, but when little sister’s divine sense came in, he couldn’t find an opportunity to speak. Seeing little uncle’s eyes become much clearer, he felt slightly relieved.

Just now, little uncle looked a bit frightening. He was too worried about little sister…

“Do you remember how you got it? I obtained that robe, but it’s somewhat different from when you wore it.” She had originally wanted to say she’d been infected with gu, but the words stopped at her lips and she held them back. Better not to mention it.

“Don’t remember.”

“Qinghua is an immortal treasure. Obtaining it is a good thing—it can protect you completely.” Thinking of the robe he’d worn in his previous life now being on Su Zhuyi, Qin Jianglan’s face even showed a trace of a smile. But the next moment, his brow furrowed slightly.

That sharkskin robe’s color was too dark and somber. Though the robe had a faint luminous halo, he imagined Su Zhuyi still wouldn’t like it. Though he temporarily couldn’t go out, he could refine a real dress for her. There were many things here, and items personally refined by him would suffer less damage when taken out. It was just that there might not be much time left before Little Skull had to leave, so there wasn’t enough time to refine a very good dharma robe.

But if he started refining now, someday he could personally give it to her.

He very much looked forward to that day’s arrival.

“Just now, cultivators from your Yunxiao Sect gave me trouble. What kind of master are you!” Su Zhuyi cursed: “I’m going to recover from my injuries. You’d better reflect properly.” Before withdrawing her divine sense, she even lightly touched Qin Jianglan. Only after her divine sense completely withdrew did Su Zhuyi feel her head was about to explode from pain.

Already weak, she’d forced herself to stay alert and divide her divine sense to communicate with him—she could barely hold on.

Upon reaching that hidden cave, Su Zhuyi collapsed in her usual spot. She leaned there with her back against a slanted smooth stone platform, using her hands to rub her temples, starry eyes half-closed, very weary.

“You’re not afraid of me?” Miaoshe Shiqi walked to Su Zhuyi’s side and kicked her away with one foot, then placed Su Qingxun on the stone platform.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

“Afraid, afraid, afraid! Shiqi, give me a quick death, will you?”

She extended her hand and thrust the Broken Sword into the ground one foot away from herself, looking at Sword Ancestor: “Old Ancestor, I’m counting on you to protect your master.”

Because she really couldn’t hold on any longer.

Chapter 112: Courtship
Su Zhuyi had lost consciousness.

When she awoke, she found the cave empty. Beside her was a bonfire that illuminated the entire cave brightly, tree branches crackling as they burned. Around the fire was a circle of faint gray lines, drawn to prevent the flames from spreading outward.

The Broken Sword still stood thrust into the ground not far in front of her. Under the firelight’s reflection, even that half-length blade seemed to stand much more upright, looking very reassuring. She struggled to sit up, first carefully examining her body. Finding nothing amiss, she relaxed slightly, then looked around. Neither Miaoshe Shiqi nor Su Qingxun was in the cave—she didn’t know where they had gone.

Taking out her communication talisman, Su Zhuyi discovered it still showed no response. She didn’t know how long she’d slept or why Qinghe hadn’t replied to her.

Su Zhuyi was very concerned about Qinghe’s situation. After thinking for a moment, she took out the communication talisman the sect master had given her. The sect master responded immediately. When Su Zhuyi inquired, she learned that Qinghe wasn’t at Luoxue Peak, and Luoxue Peak had also sealed the mountain. However, the sect master could still enter—he would visit Luo Ying from time to time. These past few days, Luo Ying remained the same. No matter how many pills she consumed, there was no improvement, which was truly worrying.

“By the way, that portrait you created—who is that person exactly?” The sect master’s tone was helpless. “Now, many disciples throughout the sect are worshipping it. When people ask me who they’re worshipping, I don’t even know.”

If I said it was Yunxiao Sect’s Sword Venerable, would you slap me?

“Just a swordsmanship expert.” Su Zhuyi chuckled to herself, her eyes narrowing with a crafty expression. “Worshipping him helps with enlightenment. Sect Master, I’m telling you my swordsmanship cultivation has improved again.”

The sect master didn’t believe Su Zhuyi’s nonsensical chatter—what did she mean by “worshipping helps with enlightenment”? However, hearing that her swordsmanship cultivation had improved, the sect master was still very pleased and praised her repeatedly. “When you return for the sect competition, you’ll overwhelm all rivals!”

“Don’t be like last time at Yunxiao Sect, not even drawing your sword. This is sparring between fellow disciples. Since your swordsmanship is superb, if you have time, give them some guidance.”

“Worshipping the Sword God works well,” Su Zhuyi said smoothly.

“You…” The sect master scolded her a few more times.

Su Zhuyi had originally just wanted to ask about Qinghe and Luo Ying, but who knew the sect master would be so talkative, chattering with her for quite a while. Su Zhuyi simply mentioned to the sect master that she’d encountered Elder Hua from Yunxiao Sect and that they had attacked her. “I used a shadow-recording talisman to document the situation at the time.”

Su Zhuyi added another sentence after finishing.

She had been thoroughly prepared for this trip. Since she was doing good deeds to leave a heroic reputation, she’d brought plenty of portrait talismans and spells. When she saw the Yunxiao Sect cultivators, she’d already activated her shadow-recording talisman.

“Good! When you return, we’ll go to the Yunxiao Sect to demand justice. Are you safe now? I’ll send someone to pick you up!” Sect Master Duan Linshu said angrily, “I’ll come personally!” Su Zhuyi was currently Gujian Sect’s best prospect—Yunxiao Sect was simply going too far!

“You should still watch over Master—she can’t be left alone.” Su Zhuyi said, “I’m temporarily safe. I plan to contact Senior Brother.” As for sending others, if the sect master sent those elders over, she wouldn’t trust them instead.

After ending communication with the sect master, Su Zhuyi noticed there was already someone in the shadows.

Her divine sense was somewhat fatigued—she hadn’t even noticed when Miaoshe Shiqi returned.

“Finished talking?”

Miaoshe Shiqi emerged from the shadows and sat across from Su Zhuyi’s bonfire, then glanced at her coldly and said: “Sit up straight.”

Su Zhuyi was startled. Due to fatigue, she wasn’t sitting properly at the moment, just leaning sideways against the stone wall with her body slumped.

Before she could react, she felt a tree branch snap and strike her shoulder. Miaoshe Shiqi said indifferently, “Sit up straight. I’m going to draw away the Netherworld Gu.”

Su Zhuyi had thought she’d still need to beg him, negotiate with him, or figure out why she knew his secrets before he’d remove the gu. She hadn’t expected him to actively remove the gu for her.

“How about waiting two days?” Until her primordial spirit recovered!

“Wait two days? You’ve already been unconscious for seven days. Wait two more days, and the gu insects will mature in your body and bear fruit.”

She’d slept for seven days!

In that case, there was no time to delay.

Su Zhuyi immediately sat up straight, staring intently at Miaoshe Shiqi.

She had to concentrate completely because she was afraid that while removing the gu, Miaoshe Shiqi might plant a new gu in her.

“Heh!” Miaoshe Shiqi snorted, turning his wrist as a small pinch of black ash appeared at his fingertips. He lightly ground his fingers, and the black ash fell from his fingertips into the bonfire. The originally bright yellow flames instantly turned pale purple, purple mist swirling as a light, clear fragrance wafted over. Su Zhuyi’s gaze was as sharp as lightning as she sat upright and straight in that hazy purple mist, like the broken sword before her.

Her bright face was veiled in purple gauze, her black hair like raven feathers, her skin like jade and snow, sitting formally with distant coldness. Having grown accustomed to her improper smiles, seeing her with such a keep-others-at-arm’s-length appearance, Miaoshe Shiqi let out a soft chuckle from his lips. He took out the ocarina for controlling gu and brought it to his lips to play. After he blew the stone ocarina, Su Zhuyi saw that wrinkled, dark Longevity Gu drill out from his ear, then fly into the purple smoke, circle twice, and land on the Broken Sword.

Broken Sword: “…”

It wriggled on the Broken Sword, its old bark-like skin peeling away layer by layer. As it molted, it made continuous cicada calls, its abdomen repeatedly swelling and contracting, the calls growing louder and louder.

Su Zhuyi’s body trembled slightly.

She felt it.

She felt something inside her body.

That colorless, formless, shadowless Netherworld Gu was drilling around inside her body, running beneath her skin. Su Zhuyi felt something slippery move from her head down to her wrist. Her divine sense followed it—she’d just captured the gu insect, but in the blink of an eye, it disappeared again. Then she felt Miaoshe Shiqi’s cold gaze shooting toward her. Su Zhuyi immediately understood that now she could only use the Longevity Gu to lure it out, otherwise, she couldn’t catch it at all. She absolutely couldn’t be impatient.

The ocarina’s sound was more cheerful than before, giving one a feeling of spring’s vitality.

The bark-like Longevity Gu on the Broken Sword molted layer by layer. Though it was clearly a very small gu insect, like peeling an onion it became smaller and smaller as layers were peeled away, shedding layer after layer of withered skin. Its calls became increasingly shrill, but that sound made Su Zhuyi feel restless and agitated.

She was a demonic path enchantress and was very familiar with such bodily reactions. Her eyes had already widened, and now she stared intently at Miaoshe Shiqi while directly biting her tongue tip, slowly stirring the tip in her mouth until the metallic taste filled her entire mouth. At the same time, she sent a strand of divine sense into the Liuguang Mirror and called out to Qin Jianglan: “Old Dog Qin, I miss you.”

“I miss you so much, I feel empty. Why don’t you recite a Heart-Clearing Mantra for me to hear?” Her body was heating up, unbearably itchy, and her mind involuntarily recalled six hundred years ago on the Wangtian Tree, when her legs wrapped around his waist and abdomen, her hands gripping his back.

Her body burned as if even her divine sense had caught fire. The divine sense Su Zhuyi sent into the Liuguang Mirror clung to Qin Jianglan, pressed against his body, lightly brushing over his form, rubbing against his skin like a length of red silk that wrapped him tightly from head to toe. The red silk covered his face, obscuring his eyes and covering his heart, making his gaze waver.

Qin Jianglan steadied himself slightly, then coughed softly and began reciting the Heart-Clearing Mantra.

That voice was calm and clear, like a cool breeze blowing through her divine sense, brushing her skin and comforting her heart.

Hearing his voice, the restless and agitating cicada calls gradually receded. In Su Zhuyi’s ears, it was as if she could no longer hear any other sounds. Her body seemed to sink into ice and snow, yet she didn’t feel cold at all—like a green pine under accumulated snow that wasn’t broken by the snow’s weight but appeared even more verdant.

Her heart finally slowly calmed, and her entire being was like a pearl soaked in water, its luminous halo becoming even more pure and brilliant.

Miaoshe Shiqi, who was playing the ocarina, lifted his eyelids slightly, his gaze flickering.

She sat there as if glowing.

He lowered his eyes, his gaze gradually deepening.

At that very moment, the Longevity Gu shed all its dead skin, and a pure white butterfly flew out from the Broken Sword.

The butterfly flapped its wings, causing the Netherworld Gu in her body to manifest again. Su Zhuyi felt a sharp pain in her arm, then saw an almost transparent light streak toward the white butterfly in the air.

These two gu insects merged into one in midair.

Chapter 113: Eve
The two gu insects danced and intertwined in the purple smoke, occasionally finding a place to rest with their wings flapping loudly.

Broken Sword: “…”

Both gu insects had considerable strength. Sword Ancestor was currently a broken sword with weak sword qi. While it could easily suppress flying swords, suppressing gu insects was much more difficult. It was also afraid the gu insects might return to Su Zhuyi’s body—that Netherworld Gu was invisible and formless, able to easily penetrate any defense. Su Zhuyi was so weak now that she couldn’t defend against it at all.

So sensing Su Zhuyi’s somewhat worried gaze, Sword Ancestor silently endured.

Broken Sword: “When we get out, soak me in a spirit spring and scatter lots of flower petals…”

This was the first time Su Zhuyi had heard Sword Ancestor say such a long sentence, leaving her somewhat flattered.

But she didn’t dare relax right now, still staring intently at every move of the gu insects and Miaoshe Shiqi.

Though an insect had flown out from her body, there wasn’t a single wound on her skin. After the Netherworld Gu left, her body was no longer as feverish and unbearable as before. Earlier, it had been like being poisoned with aphrodisiac powder—that feeling was uncomfortable. Not only was her body soft and weak, but her mind wasn’t clear either. Scenes of her time with Qin Jianglan kept floating before her eyes, which was extremely detrimental to her concentration. If Qin Jianglan hadn’t been in the Liuguang Mirror for her divine sense to caress for a while, she probably couldn’t have controlled herself by now.

Fortunately, now that the insect had flown out, those strange sensations disappeared with it.

Miaoshe Shiqi was still playing the ocarina to control the gu. Su Zhuyi locked onto him and the gu insects firmly with her divine sense, not relaxing in the slightest. After waiting a full hour, the white butterfly spread its wings in an embracing posture. Then the flesh gu from Miaoshe Shiqi’s body emerged again. The flesh gu had recovered considerably—though its surface was still somewhat pitted, it was incomparably better than when she’d last seen it. The flesh gu wrapped up both the Longevity Gu and Netherworld Gu, then gradually shrank until it became a small white dot before returning to Miaoshe Shiqi. It didn’t drill back into Miaoshe Shiqi’s body but instead landed on the ruby eye of the golden cicada in the center of his silver circlet.

After the flesh gu returned, Miaoshe Shiqi put down the ocarina and looked at Su Zhuyi: “Done.”

Su Zhuyi felt relieved.

The strand of divine sense she’d sent out was still clinging to Qin Jianglan reluctantly, but ultimately she hadn’t been affected by the two gu insects’ mating. Miaoshe Shiqi had played this move very smoothly—if her willpower had been weaker, she would have fallen for it and desperately clung to him seeking pleasure.

Even just skin contact or a couple of face-to-face kisses—Su Zhuyi didn’t dare think about it. With this type of gu master, his entire body could have gu. Not making skin contact was fine, but if there was truly intimate contact, there would be no way to defend against it. In her previous life, she’d been interested in learning gu techniques and treated Miaoshe Shiqi very well. The two had fought together through life and death in the Southern Border, and she’d often roasted meat to please him, looking at him with tender affection, yet she’d never dared have any skin contact with him.

Su Zhuyi would dress very seductively and beautifully in front of other people, but during those years with Miaoshe Shiqi in her previous life should have been when she dressed most conservatively, wrapping herself up tightly and not daring to expose anywhere except her face. The situation of wearing thin gauze and swaying around in front of Qin Jianglan had never occurred. So seducing him back then had been very tiring—she had to make him feel she liked him, yet didn’t dare expose her body. All her seduction relied on gazes and voice, looking at him with tender affection, calling out “Shiqi” in a slightly husky voice…

Her later ability to make men stare blankly with just a flirtatious glance was probably trained during that time…

Actually, she’d forgotten many things from before, but now, as contact brought them back to the surface, Su Zhuyi felt that she’d only been over a hundred years old then, still quite weak. Miaoshe Shiqi should have been one of her early sources of support.

She had ambition.

She was more afraid of death.

People who’d walked through mountains of corpses and seas of blood particularly cherished life. Though she very much wanted to learn gu techniques, she still felt life was most important. She treated him well and acted as if she liked him very much. However, in the end, Miaoshe Shiqi said she didn’t love him, then he returned to Miaogu Stronghold and never came out again.

She’d learned some gu techniques from Miaoshe Shiqi and could use hand-held ocarinas to control gu, but Miaoshe Shiqi had never taught her Miaogu Stronghold’s secret gu-raising techniques. As a result, though Su Zhuyi later knew how to control and defend against gu, she never learned to raise gu. Gu insects used well were incredibly powerful, making them impossible to guard against, but unfortunately, she never learned to raise them. So in her previous life, she didn’t like this person deep down.

Because she felt she’d exhausted her efforts but hadn’t gotten what she wanted.

She didn’t like him now either.

Because he hadn’t killed Su Qingxun.

…The reason was just that simple.

“That sharkskin robe is meant for men to wear.” Miaoshe Shiqi looked at Su Zhuyi and said indifferently.

Does he want to steal the treasure?

Su Zhuyi grinned: “I can give it to my man to wear.”

“You have a dao companion?” He still held the stone ocarina in his hand, no expression on his face, but his fingers unconsciously applied two more degrees of pressure.

Su Zhuyi hesitated for a moment, then nodded.

“Hehe.” Miaoshe Shiqi laughed twice more. Though there was still a bonfire in front of him with warm, bright firelight, Su Zhuyi heard bone-chilling coldness in that voice. Her divine sense caught sight of his two fingers rubbing slightly. Su Zhuyi’s pupils contracted, and her heart tensed—she understood him very well. Su Zhuyi knew Miaoshe Shiqi wanted to kill someone.

She was currently seriously injured and hadn’t recovered, while Miaoshe Shiqi had gained one—no, counting the silver one, that was two gu insects. His strength had greatly increased. For her to escape now would be pure fantasy. Su Zhuyi’s eyes turned as she was about to speak: “Isn’t Shiqi my future dao companion?”

But Miaoshe Shiqi suddenly moved, making Su Zhuyi swallow her words. She felt somewhat uncertain, really unable to gauge his current mood, not daring to speak rashly anymore.

Miaoshe Shiqi glanced coldly at Su Zhuyi, then used a tree branch to poke at the bonfire in front of him. After poking a few times, he threw the branch into the fire, then said: “You should go.”

“While I haven’t changed my mind yet.”

…

Su Zhuyi immediately stood up, pulled out the Broken Sword, and left.

Miaoshe Shiqi showed a look of bewilderment, then lowered his eyelashes and suddenly smiled.

His skin was very pale, pale as if powdered, only gaining a trace of a living person’s aura under the firelight’s reflection. That smile was very deep, even bringing out dimples in his cheeks. A trace of blood also flowed down from beside his ear, swaying at the dimple before flowing down his chin and dripping onto the back of his hand that held the stone ocarina.

His Longevity Gu hadn’t reached molting time yet. But he’d just forcibly played the gu-controlling melody, using purple smoke to make the Longevity Gu mature into a butterfly for courtship, drawing the Netherworld Gu out from Su Zhuyi’s body. But when the Longevity Gu matured and molted, his cultivation would plummet. Having just scared her away was quite good.

Miaoshe Shiqi leaned against the cave’s stone platform. His complexion appeared somewhat weary, and the aura on his body gradually weakened. After a moment, his cultivation realm had already dropped to Golden Core. Originally, he had important matters to attend to, and the drop in cultivation was extremely disadvantageous to him. However, for reasons he couldn’t explain, he’d been possessed to save her.

After resting with closed eyes for a quarter hour, Miaoshe Shiqi flipped his hand, and pink powder fell from his sleeve. He rubbed it twice, producing a pink fragrance. Then a stone not far away was lifted, and a person slowly crawled out from underneath.

That was his favorite sitting spot from before. Underneath was a stone coffin he’d planned to use for containing a gu mother.

“Master.” Su Qingxun lowered her brows and bowed her head, standing beside Miaoshe Shiqi.

Su Qingxun’s hands had grown back. She only wore a belly band and white undergarments, her black hair flowing loose without any decorations. The skin exposed outside was as white as frost and snow, her black hair like brocade hanging at her waist. After crawling out from the stone coffin, guided by the fragrance, Su Qingxun knelt beside Miaoshe Shiqi, carefully using the silk in her hands to wipe his ear, then brought her lips to his ear and drew a gu insect into her own body.

She looked as if she’d lost consciousness, like a puppet.

When Miaoshe Shiqi didn’t give orders, she just sat there motionless. Though being invaded by gu insects was very painful, she didn’t make a sound, only furrowing her brow slightly with tears shimmering in her eyes.

After a long silence, Miaoshe Shiqi said: “Don’t call me master anymore.”

Su Qingxun’s eyelashes blinked like small fans fluttering, very much like the butterfly the Longevity Gu had transformed into earlier. The butterfly’s wing beats attracted all the Netherworld Gu from her body, merging with the Longevity Gu.

As she blinked, the tears filling her eyes finally rolled down. Miaoshe Shiqi looked at that crystal clear pearl and thought of the glowing pearl from before. He said, “Call me Shiqi.”

“Yes, Shiqi.”

…

Su Zhuyi left the cave and immediately departed Yunyin Mountain without a moment’s delay. Though she was afraid, she’d also considered gambling once—since she knew he had Longevity Gu, and molting would weaken him and cause his cultivation to plummet, now that the gu insect had molted, maybe he was just putting on a front and would soon be exposed. But Su Zhuyi’s target wasn’t Miaoshe Shiqi to begin with. She had crucial matters weighing on her heart and didn’t want to entangle with him anymore.

After transforming her appearance back to Qin Jianglan’s, Su Zhuyi rode flying treasures back to the Gujian Sect. She had many pills on her and was now taking them all at once to replenish spiritual energy and power the treasure’s flight, not stopping even when passing villages and strongholds.

She ran quickly but wasn’t reckless about it, flying forward carefully and cautiously all the way. Yet she encountered no pursuers. Could it be that Elder Hua from Yunxiao Sect was too busy with his troubles to bother with her?

Before crushing his escape talisman, Elder Hua had been bitten by the silk threads spat by that silver gu insect. She’d forgotten to ask what kind of gu that silver insect was.

Su Zhuyi had never encountered it before and had no idea what that silver gu was.

Miaogu Stronghold’s sacred gu was the golden cicada—could that gu insect be a silver cicada gu?

Anyway, it wasn’t her concern. Su Zhuyi shook her head—don’t think about these chaotic matters. The urgent priority was to go see Master and Senior Brother.

Originally, Su Zhuyi had no idea she’d been unconscious for seven days, and with Senior Brother not responding for so long, she was truly very worried! Please, please don’t let anything go wrong!

Chapter 114: Affection
“He plans to seal me here forever, to keep company with these disgusting, filthy things…”

“Hehe hahahahahaha…”

“Have you noticed?”

“He’s afraid I’ll die.”

“Hahahahahaha…”

Zhang Enning couldn’t speak or move. His body was restrained, his primordial spirit completely suppressed. He was buried head to toe in the cesspit, suffering torment day and night.

But he was bonded with the old tree—a soul-master relationship. The old tree’s vitality was tenacious; its roots could slowly penetrate any seal to absorb nourishment and provide weak support to its master.

Zhang Enning now had a weak divine sense. His sea of consciousness was like morning dewdrops on leaves, ready to be evaporated by sunlight in the blink of an eye.

“Why?”

Why did heaven treat him this way?

Why?

He’d wanted to protect his mother, but she still died a tragic death.

He’d wanted revenge, scheming and planning step by step, gradually becoming powerful in just ten years. Just when success was within reach, he’d encountered Little Master, and ultimately failed completely.

He couldn’t do anything now.

He wanted to become powerful, wanted to change his circumstances, wanted to avenge his humiliation. Yet before that, Qinghe, he couldn’t even generate a thought of resistance.

He was imprisoned in this disgusting seal, his entire body’s strength seeming to mix with that filth, his vitality devoured by maggots. But he couldn’t escape, nor could he die.

“Divine tree, he’s afraid I’ll die. If I die, he might go mad, hahahahahaha.”

“Help me, help me die, will you?” Since he couldn’t see any path to survival, better to die decisively. At least his death could make Qinghe suffer a fate worse than death! “You’re afraid I’ll die, using me to bear the baleful qi. I just won’t let you have your way!”

“He’s not here recently, help me…”

“Old tree, help me…”

His expression was savage, nearly mad. Though his eyes hadn’t opened, bloody tears seeped from them.

The old tree was also sealed and couldn’t move, but this cesspit contained considerable nourishment for it. It secretly grew new roots—it could move slightly now. The roots had originally intended to pierce the seal; just a tiny bit would do. It was skilled at this, having previously extended roots into the Mountain and River Spirits’ seal to obtain spiritual energy, becoming different from other saplings.

Now, its roots coiled around Zhang Enning’s body, piercing into him, quietly, quietly fulfilling his wish.

…

Su Zhuyi rushed back to Gujian Sect without rest, and the moment she returned to Luoxue Peak, she immediately charged to Luo Ying’s room.

With a crash, she pushed open the door—the bed was empty. A bunch of plum blossoms was arranged in the room, but the flowers weren’t fresh, apparently from several days ago.

Luo Ying wasn’t in the room. With her weak body and divine sense, she spent most of her time lying in bed. Not being here now made Su Zhuyi even more panicked. Her heart pounded wildly, and her tightly clenched palms were full of sweat.

Su Zhuyi wanted to use divine sense to look, but she was already traveling while seriously injured, her primordial spirit extremely weak, and her spiritual energy nearly depleted. Now lacking energy, even using divine sense was beyond her capacity. Just as she was worrying anxiously, she heard Luo Ying’s voice: “How did you get injured so badly?”

Luo Ying stood at the doorway in white robes. She was very thin and frail, holding a square wooden box with one hand. The box seemed quite heavy—she held it with difficulty, sweat beading her forehead. Seeing Su Zhuyi now, she set down the box and quickly walked to her, taking a jade bottle from her sleeve and offering Su Zhuyi a pill: “Your divine sense is depleted. This is a high-grade Spirit-Concentrating Pill that can make you more comfortable.”

When a cultivator’s primordial spirit was exhausted, their head would hurt terribly—Luo Ying knew this well from experience.

“Master.” Su Zhuyi took the pill and swallowed it directly. Seeing that Luo Ying did indeed seem to be in her usual condition, and could even wake up clearly and fetch things, suggesting some improvement, the stone in her heart settled slightly. But thinking of Qinghe, she asked somewhat urgently: “Master, do you know where Senior Brother has been recently?”

Luo Ying shook her head: “I only woke up yesterday and haven’t seen him.”

Luo Ying’s primordial spirit was very weak; her divine sense was often unable to sense even her surroundings. When her spirits were slightly better, she could only see outside the door. Previously, every time she woke, Qinghe would be outside the window—she’d grown accustomed to it. But when she opened her eyes yesterday, she hadn’t seen Qinghe. She slowly got up, opened the window, saw the white snow outside and the distant green pines and red plums, but didn’t see the eldest disciple she’d always seen upon waking. She’d felt a trace of worry too.

But she still didn’t show it on her face. Now she stood in place, quietly waiting for Su Zhuyi to speak.

After swallowing the pill, Su Zhuyi felt slightly better. When her divine sense became usable, she realized Luo Ying wasn’t in her usual condition as she appeared.

She looked even weaker, as if a gust of wind could blow her down. Under Qinghe’s control, though Luo Ying had difficulty improving, she wouldn’t continue deteriorating either. But the current situation was that she looked weaker than before. Could it be that the balance between the evil Longquan Sword and Qinghe had been broken, and now the evil sword was in control, continuing to demand sacrifices?

Had something happened to Senior Brother?

“Master, can you contact Senior Brother?” Su Zhuyi steadied herself and continued asking.

Luo Ying took out a communication talisman from her storage bag.

Using communication talismans required injecting divine sense. With her current weak divine sense, she couldn’t even condense a strand to inject into the talisman. After several attempts, large beads of sweat rolled down Luo Ying’s forehead, and she could barely stand. Su Zhuyi quickly stopped her and helped her back to bed.

Sitting on the bed, Luo Ying rubbed her temples, then said: “Zhuyi, bring me that box from the doorway.”

Su Zhuyi felt somewhat panicked, but she still directly used a grasping technique to fetch the wooden box.

Luo Ying caught her breath. After closing her eyes to rest momentarily, she opened them and opened the wooden box, revealing only a fist-sized stone inside. The stone was blue-green—blue on the left side, green on the right, with the color gradually lightening from left to right.

“Zhuyi, this is the Sword Heart Stone.”

Legend said that when Gujian Sect’s ancestor was traveling, he discovered a celestial stone at Luoxue Peak. The strange stone looked like a sharp sword. He practiced swordsmanship beside it, and in a hundred years created the Tianxuan Nine Swords technique. After descending the mountain, he eliminated demons and destroyed evil cultivators, becoming famous throughout the world. In middle age, he returned to Luoxue Peak to enter seclusion, then established his sect here, founding Gujian Sect.

“Luoxue Peak wasn’t in the sky back then.”

“The ancestor moved it onto the ancient sword and used formations to keep the ancient sword suspended, placing Luoxue Peak above all other peaks.”

“The ancient sword beneath our feet is the strange stone the ancestor encountered back then. This Sword Heart Stone is his sword. His sword didn’t enter the Sword Tomb or pass to descendants—he sealed his sword intent inside it, like a heart.”

“The Tianxuan Nine Swords is Frost Sword Intent. We privately speculate…” Here, Luo Ying looked somewhat embarrassed, turning her head away and lowering her gaze: “We speculate that the ancestor suffered heartbreak, which is why he ran alone to such an icy, snowy place like Luoxue Peak. So after his death, he left his sword intent to help later generations comprehend, also telling us that only those with no petty loves in their hearts, only great love, can fully master all nine levels of the Tianxuan Nine Swords.”

“Luoxue Peak doesn’t require every generation of disciples to seal their emotions.” She looked at Su Zhuyi, her face showing a somewhat stiff smile: “I was a sword fanatic from childhood, holding my sword every day and unwilling to let go, seeing nothing but swords. That’s why my master had me seal my emotions—what you call sacrificing the heart to the Sword Heart Stone.”

She took out that chunk of stone and held it in her hands: “You see it as stone, but actually, it was originally a sword.”

Here, Luo Ying coughed softly: “I probably won’t last much longer.”

“I’m very glad that in my youth, I gave my heart to the Sword Heart Stone.” She looked at Su Zhuyi: “Tell me, in the end, will I be consumed by the Sword Heart Stone or by the Longquan Sword?”

Luo Ying gently held the stone: “If I could choose, I’d choose it.”

This time while sleeping, she’d had a dream about her childhood, dreaming of her master and her disciples.

If she could choose, she wanted to remain in the Sword Heart Stone. Even if her primordial spirit dissipated and consciousness scattered, she would still be at Gujian Sect, her sword intent in the Sword Heart Stone at Luoxue Peak, as if always accompanying her two disciples.

She would be like the previous elders of Luoxue Peak, leaving behind sword intent so later generations could cultivate sword hearts earlier and comprehend sword intent.

So after waking this time, Luo Ying had forced herself to get up and fetch the Sword Heart Stone.

She brought the Sword Heart Stone, hoping to be closer to it, so when she couldn’t hold on anymore, she could be near the Sword Heart Stone. Maybe she would enter the Sword Heart Stone. But by then, she would know nothing anymore.

Luo Ying lay on the bed, placing the Sword Heart Stone at her heart. Having said so much, she was already somewhat tired, her eyelids unconsciously closing. After blinking twice, she forced herself to open her eyes again.

She asked: “Zhuyi, your senior brother…”

“Has Qinghe subdued the Longquan Sword?”

“I’ve been wanting to be close to him lately.”

Luo Ying felt inexplicable affection and dependence toward Qinghe. Every time she saw him, she had strange thoughts. Though she normally had no emotional fluctuations, now Luo Ying felt she was becoming peculiar.

Her waking time wasn’t much, and her remaining time probably wasn’t much either. She knew this in her heart.

When sleeping, she always dreamed of him.

When awake, she always wanted to see him.

Was it because he carried the Longquan Sword? Her primordial spirit was too weak to sense anything, but everyone said Qinghe had suddenly become very, very powerful.

More powerful than she had ever been!

She saw her little disciple sitting boneless on the ground, snuggling beside her and hugging her arm, smiling as she said: “What are you talking about? Isn’t it because Master likes Senior Brother?”

“Nonsense.” Luo Ying lightly scolded.

Because of affection, one wants to be close.

Chapter 115: He Has Come
Because of affection, one seeks closeness.

Luo Ying lightly scolded Su Zhuyi, but felt somewhat confused within her own heart.

She’d been having many dreams lately, re-experiencing all sorts of past events in them, watching that youth’s every move and developing feelings different from before.

What she’d previously overlooked became crystal clear in her dreams. That thirteen or fourteen-year-old youth grew up day by day, becoming stronger bit by bit, always smiling brilliantly in front of her. She thought he was smiling for her alone.

She thought he had different feelings for her. Previously, she’d found such emotions utterly unforgivable, but now, facing death and feeling inexplicably drawn to him, wanting to be close to him, she gradually relaxed day by day and wasn’t so resistant anymore.

When she couldn’t see him, she would feel inexplicably lost. She knew that inexplicable closeness wasn’t normal, which was why she’d asked Su Zhuyi whether the Longquan Sword was with Qinghe. But she’d also considered that even she couldn’t suppress the Longquan Sword. Back then, that great cultivator had exhausted all methods, not only sacrificing himself but also capturing several demonic path experts to seal the evil Longquan Sword. How could Qinghe possibly subdue that sword? If he’d truly brought the sword out, he would have long been devoured by the evil Longquan Sword and lost his sanity, slaughtering innocents everywhere.

“Master, Senior Brother loves you very much.” Su Zhuyi thought for a moment, still deciding to pierce through the window paper. Qinghe only listened to Luo Ying’s words—he was that evil sword, while Luo Ying was the scabbard binding that sword.

No matter how ruthless his heart or sharp his blade, the scabbard’s restraint and tolerance made him restrain his edge, becoming a fierce sword that didn’t kill.

Because of Luo Ying, he suppressed his killing intent.

Because of Luo Ying, he could stay in that cesspit continuously.

For him, love for Luo Ying could suppress the evil Longquan Sword’s killing intent—this point made Su Zhuyi find it incredible.

Ji Wuxin’s love for Little Skull made a great demon lord willingly commit suicide, only asking that his son could become a Mountain and River Spirit, have the chance to live freely between heaven and earth, see all the world’s scenery, carefree and unrestrained.

Qinghe’s love for Luo Ying could make that killing sword that once brought devastation to the cultivation world cease its evil ways.

Qin Jianglan…

He, too, could sacrifice himself for love to give her a chance to start over.

Was it worth it?

Su Zhuyi had always felt that regardless of how others were, as long as she lived freely and happily, that was enough. She quite liked Qin Jianglan now and was willing to work hard for him, but she always felt that if she had to trade her own life for Qin Jianglan’s life, she would shake her head and refuse without hesitation.

This was a deal that didn’t need consideration—no one was more important than herself.

However, for many people, it wasn’t like this.

She thought these people were all fools.

But now, looking at the “fool” lying on the bed, thinking of those “fools” who had moved her, Su Zhuyi’s lips curved in a smile, though her eyes held tears like stars, and her heart felt slightly bitter.

Once on the Wangtian Tree, she’d told Qin Jianglan: In six hundred years, I haven’t changed, but you have.

And now, she had to admit that she, too, was beginning to change.

Reaching out to tuck in Luo Ying’s blanket corner, Su Zhuyi sat on the ground, quietly watching this person who seemed about to disappear.

…

Luo Ying closed her eyes. Her body was so emaciated and thin, she was like a paper cutout lying on the bed—the bed didn’t even seem to have any indentation, as if she had no weight.

Su Zhuyi remembered how Luo Ying had looked when she first saw her at Qilian Mountain—that female sword cultivator with picturesque features, cold countenance, and noble bearing, heroically elegant with her sword like a startled swan. Now, where was even half her former majesty?

Through this rebirth, by coincidence, she’d gained over ten years of life for Luo Ying.

But in these ten years, she’d stayed at Luoxue Peak, barely contacting outsiders. They’d claimed to the outside world that Luo Ying had died ten years ago—everyone would probably believe it. That is to say, there hadn’t been much change.

Watching Luo Ying gradually close her eyes, Su Zhuyi thought for a moment and took out the Broken Sword, placing it beside Luo Ying’s pillow.

The Sword Heart Stone was placed at her heart.

Sword Ancestor was beside her pillow.

“With them protecting you, you definitely won’t have any problems.” Su Zhuyi had been sitting on the ground. She didn’t leave the room, instead sitting cross-legged with her back against the bed to meditate and recover from her injuries while constantly monitoring the communication talisman, waiting for Qinghe to contact her.

“Qin Jianglan.”

“Mm?”

“Thank you.”

Little Skull bounced in the Liuguang Mirror: “Little sister, I’m going back.” He could feel his body starting to disappear again, just like last time. But this disappearance was a process. The first time, little uncle had been reading the whole time, and he hadn’t dared mention it, feeling timid for a long while. Now he was quite happy, but also afraid that when he left, little uncle would have no one to accompany him. Both happy and worried, he could only repeatedly remind little sister: “When I’m gone, you must come see little uncle every day.”

He’d heard that only little sister could use divine sense to contact little uncle.

“I know.” Su Zhuyi said.

“Talk to him every day. I’m bringing a little notebook—you tell him stories.”

Holding a small notebook, Little Skull waved at Su Zhuyi. He didn’t actually know where Su Zhuyi was, but little sister’s divine sense seemed to often cling to little uncle, so he just waved at little uncle.

Watching Little Skull continuously wave his small hand at him, Qin Jianglan silently twitched the corner of his mouth. He’d still prepared some gifts, now packing them one by one for Wu’er to take out for her and those friends.

Su Zhuyi sent out divine sense to watch the two of them busying themselves, smiling.

After watching for a while, she withdrew her divine sense and concentrated on recovering her body. Before long, she suddenly heard a sword cry.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes snapped open to see the Sword Heart Stone on Master’s body vibrating continuously, while her Broken Sword had already stood upright, azure light blazing!

Su Zhuyi’s eyelid twitched.

Extending her hand, the Broken Sword entered her grasp. Her expression was stern as she asked seriously: “What’s wrong?”

Broken Sword: “He has come.”

Who?

On the bed, Luo Ying suddenly moaned…

Su Zhuyi saw Luo Ying’s life force rapidly draining. She lay on the bed with an expression of extreme pain, her body curling up, fresh blood flowing from her severed arm, dyeing her sleeve bright red and soaking it through!

Something terrible had happened!

Could it be that Qinghe’s will had been suppressed, causing the evil Longquan Sword to go mad?

At this moment, Su Zhuyi heard three loud clanging sounds—that was Gujian Sect’s bronze bell. The bell only rang when the sect encountered major events. What was happening now?

He has come, he has come? The Longquan Sword has come!

Su Zhuyi infused spiritual energy into the Broken Sword, then backhandedly flourished it and thrust it heavily into the ground. Azure sword intent surged out like ocean waves. The moment the Broken Sword pierced the ground, it let out a long cry—not the cold snort from before, but a roar like a dragon’s call. That sound harmonized with Gujian Sect’s bell, making Luo Ying’s pained expression on the bed somewhat subside and calming Su Zhuyi’s heart slightly.

With Master here, Qinghe would suppress that evil sword.

She believed in him!

Outside, the sky had changed—dark clouds massed, and fierce winds howled.

The whooshing wind seemed to snap even Luoxue Peak’s plum trees, and rumbling thunder drowned out even the bronze bell’s sound. Su Zhuyi extended her divine sense and only felt everything outside was gloomy, just like beneath the seal at Qilian Mountain, where divine sense was restricted.

She didn’t go out to see what was happening.

She just guarded in front of Luo Ying’s bed, hand supporting the Broken Sword, continuously infusing spiritual energy into it.

Outside, what exactly was happening?

With a “clang,” the room’s window was blown open by the fierce wind. The vase on the table was directly knocked over, falling from the table and shattering. The red plum branch inside, which hadn’t been fresh to begin with, withered in the blink of an eye and instantly turned to black ash.

Wind couldn’t possibly push open the windows here.

Wind couldn’t possibly directly absorb all of a red plum’s life force, making it instantly wither…

Su Zhuyi suddenly looked up toward the window. She saw a humanoid mass of black qi slowly approaching from a distance. The moment he stepped onto the ancient sword, Su Zhuyi discovered that the entire ancient sword was trembling, as if an earthquake had occurred.

She nearly couldn’t stand! Watching that gradually approaching figure, wherever he passed, the originally white frost and snow became polluted, and plum trees instantly withered.

“Qinghe…”

Had his will been devoured by the evil sword? Was that now a walking Longquan fierce sword?

A moment later, Su Zhuyi discovered another person had ascended Luoxue Peak. Seeing that blood-covered figure, Su Zhuyi cried out in shock: “Sect Master!”

Sect Master Duan Linshu was covered in blood, his right arm severed. He held his sword in his left hand, spat a mouthful of bloody foam onto the blade, then drew talismans in the void and burned his lifespan in exchange for righteous qi, struggling to slash another sword toward the front…

This black shadow was Qinghe.

He’d easily entered the Gujian Sect without even triggering the mountain-protecting grand formation.

He’d killed his way through, with nearly a hundred sect disciples dead and many more injured.

He’d even charged up Luoxue Peak.

Previously, the Dong Fushang Sect had come to question them twice. He’d always thought it was Luo Ying, not Qinghe, who had suppressed the evil artifact. But now he understood—back then, the cultivators from Dong Fushang Sect and Suyue Sect hadn’t lied.

It had always been Qinghe, always been Qinghe…

But now it was too late. Qinghe’s current state clearly showed he was controlled by the evil thing. With baleful qi surrounding him and no sanity remaining, he’d already struck down fellow sect members, harming hundreds of fellow disciples’ lives.

No matter what, he had to restrain Qinghe, or the entire Gujian Sect would be slaughtered by him!

“Burn five hundred years of life, seek righteous qi, eliminate demons in all directions!” Though already covered in blood, when he shouted these words, brilliant light blazed around his body, and the dark clouds above seemed to crack open, with a ray of sunlight enveloping his head, making him look majestic and imposing like a deity.

Startling sword light flew out, transforming into a silver dragon charging toward “Qinghe.”

However, “Qinghe” suddenly erupted with a mass of black mist. That mist condensed into a sword and directly struck down from the air…

It was as if thousands of people were wailing together, grievances reaching the sky, instantly drowning that ray of sunlight and completely devouring Duan Linshu in the light and shadow.

Su Zhuyi’s entire body went cold. She seemed to have lost her voice, her throat hoarse, unable to shout even one word.

In her previous life, when Qinghe killed people, she was still young and had taken advantage of the chaos to destroy a small sect, making Qinghe take the blame. She only knew that the four great sects had pursued and tried to kill Qinghe but failed, instead suffering heavy casualties. As for exactly who died or was injured, Su Zhuyi wasn’t clear—after all, back then, she was still a small fry at the bottom of the cultivation world.

But she suddenly remembered that later, Gujian Sect’s sect master wasn’t surnamed Duan.

Duan Linshu—he had died at Qinghe’s hands.

Chapter 116: Burning Lifespan
Qinghe seemed to no longer recognize the Sect Master.

His eyes could no longer see anyone.

After devouring the Sect Master, Qinghe continued forward without pause, appearing outside the window in the blink of an eye.

His entire body surged with a murderous aura, blood stains covering him everywhere. Behind him, black qi gathered into a sword. Within the sword’s shadow, one could still see the soul phantoms of slain cultivators. Su Zhuyi even seemed to glimpse, struggling within the writhing black qi, the Sect Master’s figure, and some fellow disciples she had once encountered…

Without realizing it, tears had already formed in her eyes.

The Longquan Sword’s slaughter of living beings would not directly annihilate their souls. When it was originally forged, the swordsmith had relatives throw themselves into the furnace to consecrate the sword. So after its completion, it harvested sacrificial offerings in the same manner, collecting souls into the sword to generate resentment, finally merging with the existing grudges within the Longquan Sword as one inseparable entity that continuously grew stronger. Those newly absorbed souls did not disappear immediately, yet they were no longer the people they once were.

Looking at the fierce black shadows on Qinghe’s body, Su Zhuyi’s heart pounded violently. Her heart seemed ready to leap from her chest. The wind outside, the thunderstorm, and the Gujian Sect’s bell sounds all became barely audible. Only her heartbeat resounded thunderously, as if her blood vessels and heart would explode at any moment.

The aura of resentful malice alone seemed ready to devour people. She was afraid, she was terrified, yet in that instant, Su Zhuyi understood—what she feared was not death.

She had once feared death above all else, stopping at nothing to survive. But now, what she feared was that fate could not be reversed, that Luo Ying and Qinghe would walk the same path as before.

She was afraid, so afraid her heart felt tight, and the hand gripping her sword trembled faintly.

The sky grew darker and darker. Rolling storm clouds blocked out all light. Su Zhuyi had never seen Luoxue Peak so dark before. Even at night, Luoxue Peak had light, yet now, even the accumulated snow seemed covered by a gray veil, everything outside the window a misty gray expanse.

The humanoid black qi that was Qinghe stood by the window. He had stopped outside, just like many times before, standing outside the window gazing at the scene within the room. Only back then the window had actually been closed, and Luo Ying had mostly been asleep.

Su Zhuyi could not see Qinghe’s expression through the black qi, but she knew Qinghe must be suffering and struggling now. He wanted to regain control of his body, he wanted to suppress the Longquan Sword.

Su Zhuyi continuously channeled spiritual energy into the Broken Sword. Azure sword light illuminated the area around Su Zhuyi with a dim glow. She poured spiritual energy into the Broken Sword without cease, beads of sweat already forming on her forehead.

Who in this world could stand against the Longquan Sword?

The Sect Master could not. Luo Ying could not. The Little Skull of the past could only suppress it slightly, and while the current Little Skull might be somewhat more formidable, he was not by her side! Even Qin Jianglan at his strongest probably could not. The only one who could suppress the Longquan Sword was Qinghe himself. In the previous life, hadn’t Qinghe also chosen to disappear from heaven and earth together with the Longquan Sword, rather than continue the slaughter?

Su Zhuyi could only hope now that Qinghe could still recover his sanity and suppress that wicked sword.

“Qinghe, Master is in great pain.” Su Zhuyi turned slightly sideways, bearing the oppressive force of that murderous aura, barely managing to squeeze out a whisper.

By all logic, Su Zhuyi was now directly facing the Longquan Sword’s evil qi. She had a bloodthirsty nature—she should be easily susceptible to losing her sanity now. But Su Zhuyi gripped the Broken Sword with clear, bright eyes. She felt no murderous intent surging within her heart. She only wanted to protect.

To protect Luo Ying behind her.

Even to protect Qinghe, who was controlled by the Longquan Sword.

Suddenly, a muffled thunder crashed, and golden lightning descended from the sky, as if tearing the sky’s curtain apart. What did this represent? Was Heaven’s Will saying that no matter how one struggled, this fate could not be changed?

Her hand gripped the Broken Sword’s hilt tightly, her knuckles already white.

Just then, the black shadow outside the window moved.

With a thunderous crash, the wooden cabin’s doors and windows collapsed entirely. Wild wind rushed in, carrying a dense, bloody stench that made Su Zhuyi unable to open her eyes. The shattered flower vase on the floor was ground to powder by the fierce wind in the blink of an eye, while that plum blossom branch had long since vanished without a trace.

When she opened her eyes again, she saw Qinghe walking in with stiff steps, treading upon the fallen door.

Behind him, black qi gathered into a sword once more. That sword directly lifted the roof, splitting it in half before continuing without pause, slashing toward Su Zhuyi’s direction.

Su Zhuyi drew her sword. Ink-azure sword light struck toward the giant sword formed of condensed black qi. The moment it clashed with the black qi, countless wails crashed violently into her mind. Su Zhuyi felt as if countless hands were dragging her down, countless mouths gnawing at her body and soul. She seemed to have fallen into hell itself, being devoured by evil spirits.

The vengeful souls of those slain by the Longquan Sword had entangled her, trying to drag her into the Longquan evil sword as well!

With a flip of her wrist, the Broken Sword spun in her hand. Ink-azure sword light pushed back the surrounding black qi slightly, but in the blink of an eye, it surged forward again. The sword light was like a candle flame in the wind, seeming ready to be extinguished at any moment.

The Songfeng Sword qi within the Zhuxin Curse appeared once more. It was precisely that sword qi that split open a crack in the black qi. But the next moment, the Songfeng Sword qi was also devoured. The Longquan Sword gave a long whistle, like ten thousand people crying in unison. That sound alone formed a wave, radiating outward in circles with the Longquan Sword as center, as if affecting everything within a hundred li radius. Su Zhuyi, who faced it directly, could not escape. The tremendous force sent her flying directly.

With a tremendous crash, Su Zhuyi was flung against the bedside. Her head struck the bed frame heavily, immediately splitting and bleeding. Her injuries had not recovered to begin with—she had only rested for less than an hour after taking the pill Master had given her. Now, injury was added to injury, making even standing somewhat difficult.

Struggling to stand by supporting herself on the bed’s edge, Su Zhuyi felt warmth in her palm. She turned her head and saw that Master’s arm was bleeding so profusely it seemed to dye the entire bed red. She lay quietly in the pool of blood, lying there soundlessly. The pained expression had vanished from her face. Her left hand rested on her heart, gently placed upon the Heart Sword Stone at her chest.

Master…

“Qinghe, wake up!”

Su Zhuyi gripped the Broken Sword with both hands, directly swinging the sword to slash at that surging black qi. “Master can’t hold on much longer!”

The black qi transformed into a hand, directly seizing Su Zhuyi and crushing her tightly, as if to shatter her completely. She held her sword horizontally before her, the faint sword light desperately resisting the erosion of the black qi. Once the sword light was completely devoured, Su Zhuyi would become like the Sect Master, submerged by black qi, becoming a vengeful soul within the Longquan Sword.

Qinghe walked to the bedside. He stood quietly before Luo Ying’s bed.

The resentful qi on his body hissed and roared. Black qi surged downward, spreading toward Luo Ying bit by bit. That frail body was gradually submerged in the black qi…

This was his sacrificial offering.

A willing sacrificial offering…

Just as the black qi covered the Heart Sword Stone, the Heart Sword Stone suddenly emitted a brilliant radiance. Then, a sword light surged forth from within the Heart Sword Stone, directly splitting apart the black qi. Su Zhuyi was first startled, then understood what the sword qi within was.

Just like the Songfeng Sword qi that Qin Jianglan had left within the Zhuxin Curse, within this Heart Sword Stone were also sword intent and sword qi left by the successive generations of Luoxue Peak inheritors.

Brilliant sword intent surged forth from the Heart Sword Stone one after another. For some reason, Su Zhuyi seemed to see faint human figures as well. When she had become Luo Ying’s disciple, Qinghe had also taken her to see the successive generations of Luoxue Peak inheritors, to pay respects to those memorial tablets. But at the time, she had not been attentive, casually glancing over them. Qinghe had also paid them no mind, because his eyes held only Luo Ying. He disdained all other predecessors of Luoxue Peak, and even harbored deep resentment toward that grandmaster who had made Luo Ying sacrifice her heart.

Luo Ying’s room contained a portrait of that grand-master. Su Zhuyi’s gaze was unfocused—she was tightly bound by black qi, her hands growing weak, nearly unable to grip the Broken Sword.

But she saw that stunning sword light, saw within the sword light her grand-master’s countenance.

Those sword lights surged forth from the Heart Sword Stone one after another. The sword intent was like shooting stars and lightning, like frost and snow filling the sky, tearing through the darkness and splitting apart the resentful qi. It caused the ancient sword to shake violently, and Luoxue Peak itself seemed to experience an avalanche. Su Zhuyi seemed to hear other voices—had the sword qi surging from the Heart Sword Stone also broken open Luoxue Peak’s seal?

Her divine consciousness was weak; she could not see what was happening in the distance, whether disciples were gripping swords and rushing up Luoxue Peak.

Even if they came, it would be useless, she thought. They must not come.

Ice and snow filled the sky, striking the Longquan Sword, but only managed to scratch the sword formed of condensed resentful malice. It still could not harm the Longquan Sword’s essence. That evil sword still stood there, completely unmoved.

But Su Zhuyi felt the pressure on her body lessen somewhat. The Longquan Sword’s resentful qi was also its power source. It seemed that when the resentful qi was injured, it would still be somewhat affected. Seeing the Heart Sword Stone gradually dimming, the sword qi within seemingly about to be exhausted, Su Zhuyi grew anxious. She directly bit her tongue tip, spitting out a mouthful of tongue-tip blood, then forced herself to concentrate, using tongue-tip blood to draw talismans, channeling the power of heaven and earth to enhance her cultivation.

The same Burning Lifespan Talisman as the Sect Master had used.

“Burn five hundred years of lifespan, seek vast righteous qi, slay demons and evil in all directions!” This spell traded lifespan and potential for temporarily increased cultivation realm and greatly enhanced soul power—essentially a technique that overdrafted one’s life force. In the Righteous Path, it was called “Jade Blood Azure Sky,” while in the Demonic Path, it was called “Blood Sacrifice.” The spell’s effects were similar, but the incantations used when casting differed.

Su Zhuyi had never imagined she would have a day of burning lifespan to slay evil.

She had not thought so much about it at all—she seemed to act instinctively, because in her current extremely weakened state, she could not even grip her sword properly. Only through this method of overdrafting her life force could she have the strength to fight.

She was still young. She still had a long lifespan ahead.

The sky overhead seemed pierced by a hole, and a ray of sunlight descended from heaven, falling upon Su Zhuyi and her sword. The Broken Sword’s azure radiance blazed brilliantly. She gripped the Broken Sword and split apart the black qi’s restraints, then, with her body as sword, threw herself together with her sword toward Qinghe!

In that instant, the Broken Sword’s azure radiance seemed to grow longer by several degrees, lacking only a bit of sword tip.

The azure sword radiance merged completely with Su Zhuyi as she plunged headlong into the black qi.

She seemed to become a sword herself.

The moment she collided with the Longquan Sword, her body felt excruciating pain, as if the sword had been snapped in half.

Still lacking just a bit.

The Broken Sword had not yet been reborn. She still could not suppress the Longquan…

In the instant she pierced through those countless wailing, resentful qi, Su Zhuyi’s entire body burned with agony. Her voice hoarse, she called out softly, “Senior Brother.”

The Broken Sword in her hand fell. Su Zhuyi collapsed to the ground. She lay on her back, feeling as if her body had been broken in two.

Thunder rolled.

Rain poured down torrentially.

Never had she imagined that the ending of her second life would be like this.

Qin Jianglan… Su Zhuyi wanted to say something to Qin Jianglan, yet her divine consciousness could barely gather. Just then, she heard the frantic barking of a dog.

“Woof woof woof!”

It was the same torrential rain, the same snarling large dog. Yet this dog, though so frightened its tail was tucked between its legs, still stood before her, barking madly at that mass of black shadow.

It charged toward Qinghe.

It whimpered as it fell, scalding blood splashing onto Su Zhuyi’s eyes.

She had hated dogs for two lifetimes.

Now, blood and tears mingled together.

“Xiaoxiao…”

Chapter 117: Chaos
Su Zhuyi had rarely seen Xiaoxiao on Luoxue Peak.

Little Skull had hidden it very well.

Wrapping it tightly with spiritual energy, not allowing even a trace of its aura to leak out, afraid of making her unhappy. When Little Skull went to Qin Jianglan’s side, Xiaoxiao would spend all day staying on the mountain. What it ate and drank, how it made a living under those powerful spirit beasts on the mountain—Su Zhuyi knew nothing of this.

Dogs were very spiritually sensitive creatures. Su Zhuyi hated dogs, and Xiaoxiao could sense this itself. It never approached Su Zhuyi, with only one exception—today.

Right now…

“Xiaoxiao…”

That blood was still hot, still scalding, splashing on her face, splashing into her eyes. Before her eyes was a crimson expanse, the world within her sight seeming like a vast ocean of blood.

Xiaoxiao had advanced and was no ordinary spirit beast. Its life force was very tenacious. It whimpered twice, slowly crawling to Su Zhuyi’s side, gently placing its paw on her face. In its paw, it held a spirit fruit—a spirit fruit from the snowy mountains that could replenish spiritual energy.

Seeing that Su Zhuyi had no spiritual energy left, it grabbed a red fruit to bring over.

Its body seemed to have been split in two by the Longquan Sword. When it crawled, it dragged a trail of blood across the ground. The pain made its claws tighten, crushing the spirit fruit. That juice also splashed onto Su Zhuyi’s face, flowing into her mouth—cool and refreshing, yet very sweet, reminding Su Zhuyi of that candy she had eaten as a child, that sweetness that made her heart go soft…

She thought, if she didn’t die, if Xiaoxiao didn’t die, she probably wouldn’t harbor killing intent toward it anymore in the future.

But would there be a future?

Tears and blood blurred her vision. She saw that mass of black qi approach once more, yet it didn’t act rashly, instead stopping before her.

Xiaoxiao’s blood had splashed into the black qi, seeming to make it restrain itself somewhat.

Legend said dog blood was also an evil-dispelling substance. Could it be that Xiaoxiao’s blood had played a small role?

But moments later, Qinghe moved again.

Qinghe, shrouded in black qi, stood stiffly before Su Zhuyi. He raised his hand, black qi condensing into a sword in his hand, as if he held a Longquan Sword in his grasp. He raised the Longquan Sword. Black qi dripped from the sword’s body like ink. Where it touched skin, there was a stinging pain, as if burned by fierce flames or corroded by poison, accompanied by sizzling sounds.

The sword pressed down, then lifted again. Qinghe’s entire body was trembling, his arm shaking incessantly.

The black qi on his body faded slightly. Su Zhuyi could see his face—that face with veins bulging, countless resentful qi filling his body, flowing through him, manifesting on his face like countless black earthworms writhing. His eyes were tinged red, his expression agonized. Strange gurgling sounds came from his throat, mixed with sword howls one after another, as if Qinghe was arguing with the Longquan Sword.

Su Zhuyi had lost much blood. She lay in a pool of blood, the only bit of spiritual energy in her body coming from the spirit fruit Xiaoxiao had given her. Now Qinghe was struggling, and she desperately wanted to pull pills from her storage pouch to replenish herself, but she couldn’t move at all—she couldn’t even lift a finger.

The black sword was only three inches from her. That ink-like black qi seemed to surge into her eyes. Just then, Qinghe suddenly raised his sword, and a tear rolled down from his eyes.

“Junior Sister…” He uttered the words with difficulty, flipping his wrist to grip the sword in reverse, pointing the tip at himself and pressing down hard.

The sword formed of condensed black qi pierced through his body but caused him no actual harm. Su Zhuyi instantly understood—at this moment Qinghe’s consciousness held the upper hand. He wanted to perish together with the Longquan Sword, but had not yet found the method…

In the previous life, when Qinghe’s soul lamp was extinguished, the Longquan Sword never again emerged to cause chaos. He must have found a way to seal or destroy the Longquan Sword.

“Where is Wu’er?” Qinghe half-knelt on the ground, his hand grasping Su Zhuyi’s wrist. During his rare moment of clarity, he used too much force, directly crushing Su Zhuyi’s arm.

With Wu’er present, he might be able to persist a little longer. But now, where was Wu’er?

Qinghe looked up, seeing Master on the bed. A low whimper came from his throat. He released his grip on Su Zhuyi’s hand, his large palm grasping the bed frame, forcibly breaking off a piece of the wooden bed and instantly crushing it to powder. His fingers also became stained with Luo Ying’s blood.

The Heart Sword Stone at her chest had lost all radiance. From the shock, it had rolled off her body, falling directly to where Luo Ying’s severed arm lay, soaking in that pool of blood. Originally just an unremarkable fist-sized rough stone, now it was like a sponge, actually beginning to absorb that fresh blood. In an instant, the stone became bright red, crystal clear, and translucent like pigeon blood stone.

Just then, the black qi on Qinghe’s body suddenly erupted, once again concealing his form. Only an ice-cold, sinister voice could be heard saying, “My sacrificial offering—how dare you steal it!”

The Longquan Sword once again took control. Black qi condensed into a sword, slashing toward the Heart Sword Stone. In her heart, Su Zhuyi kept calling to the Broken Sword, “Sword Ancestor, Sword Ancestor…”

Broken Sword: “…”

The Longquan Sword was stronger than its current self.

The section of the sword body that had finally grown was now covered in cracks from their recent clashes. Flying swords needed to be held in their master’s hand to achieve greater power. It had previously suppressed flying swords because it was the earliest and strongest one in the Sword Tomb. But the Longquan Sword had changed countless masters since its birth and was finally sealed. Such swords would never enter the Sword Tomb—they would either be sealed or destroyed, never entering the Sword Tomb. So as long as it hadn’t completely been reborn, it wouldn’t have much restraining power over the Longquan Sword…

Broken Sword: “Is calling me useful?”

No use.

It had forgotten its past, only remembering that it had stayed in the Sword Tomb for thousands upon thousands of years, watching sword after sword appear in that graveyard, watching batch after batch of people enter and select other swords to take away.

It was just a broken sword. No one ever chose it. Of course, it also looked down on those people.

When it suddenly wanted to leave one day, it discovered it had already approached the Sword River, had already become rusty and corroded, and was already about to fall into the Sword River like some of those swords that couldn’t wait for a master, to merge with countless broken swords.

Even as the Sword Ancestor, the first sword in the Sword Tomb, it couldn’t escape such a fate.

It was the Sword Ancestor, with its pride. If no one took a fancy to it, it wouldn’t actively entice people either. Until one day, it was picked up by someone. I thought, this must be destiny. Since that was the case, it would go out with her. On the surface, it appeared calm, but the Broken Sword was very happy inside. Its way of expressing happiness was probably to hum.

The person who picked it up was weak.

The person who picked it up didn’t even like practicing swordplay.

The person who picked it up didn’t seem like a sword cultivator at all.

But she was changing bit by bit. Sword intent was close to the human heart, so her changes—it was the one who felt them most deeply.

Watching Su Zhuyi desperately struggle to get up, the Broken Sword suddenly flew high into the sky. Its sword body hummed and resonated, that sound echoing through the clouds like rolling thunder, causing all the flying swords of Gujian Sect disciples to ring in harmony. Countless brilliant sword lights shot into the sky, gathering together, while the Broken Sword’s body became covered in cracks, as if torn apart by countless sword qi.

Sword qi, like an azure dragon, crashed toward Qinghe. Simultaneously, a large cluster of pine needles shot from the distant large pine tree. Green sword intent merged with azure sword intent, piercing through the black qi on the Longquan Sword. Qinghe staggered, his sword-swinging motion blocked. Then the black sword in his hand disappeared, and his entire body swayed, collapsing to kneel before Luo Ying’s bed.

The moment he knelt, the Broken Sword above plummeted from the sky, hitting the ground with a thud. The sword body shattered, leaving only the hilt and three inches of blade…

“Sword Ancestor…”

Broken Sword: “If you can survive, practice swordplay properly.”

After speaking, the sword light completely disappeared. The hilt again became covered in rust, even more broken than when first seen in the Sword Tomb, as if picking up that broken sword from the ground would turn it to powder.

Qinghe’s hand grasped Luo Ying.

His hand was trembling, his body was trembling. Only now did Su Zhuyi realize that the Master on the bed no longer had any breath at all. Her blood seemed to have drained completely, her entire body ice-cold, clearly having lost all vitality.

Dead?

Dead?

Su Zhuyi was completely stunned. Her mind went momentarily blank. Her lips moved, but she couldn’t make a sound. In her ears, she heard Qinghe’s roar as he held Luo Ying’s body tightly, crying and laughing, nearly driven to madness.

He lifted Luo Ying into his arms, stood up, and turned to leave. When his steps passed Su Zhuyi, Qinghe paused and said, “Take care.”

Behind him were scattered wisps of black qi, floating there with bared fangs and claws. Though they had been cut to pieces by the Sword Ancestor’s sword qi and weren’t as arrogant and fierce as before, they seemed to mock her, making her heart feel cut by knives.

Luo Ying was still dead.

Qinghe would leave carrying Luo Ying’s corpse, then he would find a way to seal the Longquan Sword, and die with his path severed.

Su Zhuyi’s fingers moved slightly. She used all her strength to reach out and grab Qinghe’s trouser leg.

“Senior Brother…”

“Don’t die…”

The Heart Sword Stone—the Heart Sword Stone was still there. This time was different from before. Just now, the Longquan Sword hadn’t said the Heart Sword Stone was stealing sacrificial offerings? Master’s soul, Master’s soul might be within the Heart Sword Stone. She gripped Qinghe’s trouser leg tightly, wanting to speak, but her mouth opened and her voice was hoarse, speaking in broken fragments, unable to form complete sentences. With slight effort, Qinghe broke free. He turned to glance at Su Zhuyi. “From now on, you are the master of Luoxue Peak.”

With Master dead, Luoxue Peak would be inherited by the disciple. With him gone, only Junior Sister remained.

He left carrying Luo Ying’s physical body, but just then, several figures rushed up Luoxue Peak. He had thought they were fellow disciples coming to obstruct, but unexpectedly, Gujian Sect disciples had been forced to retreat to Luoxue Peak.

Demonic cultivators!

The Gujian Sect indeed had spies reporting intelligence. So quickly, demonic cultivators had taken the opportunity to attack in groups and had already fought their way up Luoxue Peak. Seeing that people from Dong Fushang Sect wore appearance-changing magical treasures to hide among the Demonic Path, Qinghe immediately understood—Dong Fushang Sect had colluded with the Demonic Path. His soul was now immensely powerful. Though that person wore high-level spiritual treasures to disguise his identity, Qinghe still recognized him.

Dong Fushang Sect! Dong Fushang Sect had long-standing grudges with Gujian Sect and had probably long intended to act. This time, they had waited for an excellent opportunity.

Seeing those people, killing intent surged in Qinghe’s heart. The black qi behind him instantly doubled and more. But the moment the black qi went berserk, his arm tightened, holding Luo Ying’s corpse even closer, as if wanting to embed her in his embrace.

He couldn’t kill again.

The bronze bell rang out—disciples from Yunxiao Sect and major cultivation sects would all rush over for rescue. If he didn’t go mad with demons, with Gujian Sect disciples retreating to the ancient swords, they could still resist for a while. At worst, with several elders’ help, some people could still escape…

If he continued the killing spree, he probably wouldn’t have a chance to stay clear-headed. Without clarity, he would kill indiscriminately between enemy and ally, slaughtering everyone here—Junior Sister, fellow disciples, everyone…

Then they wouldn’t have even a thread of hope for survival.

He couldn’t lose consciousness. He still wanted to destroy the Longquan Sword.

So he must remain clear-headed. Holding the corpse in his arms, Qinghe glanced at those people, raised his hand and struck with one sword, slashing before those demonic cultivators, cutting a deep ravine. “Those who cross the boundary die!”

But unexpectedly, after delivering this sword strike, Qinghe only felt a murderous aura surging skyward, his consciousness becoming momentarily blurred again.

“No wonder Gujian Sect cultivators have such high cultivation. A three-hundred-year-old cultivator can split immortal artifacts with one sword. Turns out they all practice evil methods. Now he’s gone astray and entered demonic madness?”

“This kid has such a dense, murderous aura. Compared to you, I feel like I’m a righteous great power.” A female cultivator giggled. “Why not join my Demonic Sect? I’ll make you Left Protector!”

Qinghe’s tone was sinister: “Scram!”

“I’ve crossed the boundary. What will you do?” One of the demonic great powers snorted coldly, raising his hand to grab a disciple and directly throwing him across the boundary line Qinghe had drawn. Qinghe struck with one sword, severing that demonic cultivator’s arm. He hadn’t intended to kill, just to deter the others, but couldn’t reveal that he didn’t dare harm people. So he swung his sword to cut off limbs, but unexpectedly, black qi instantly seeped into that person’s body, devouring his life in an instant.

Qinghe’s form immediately became blurred. He was about to lose control of himself again.

“Ah!”

“That demon will lose control if he continues killing, so he doesn’t dare kill!” a voice shouted.

“We can’t delay any longer. Before those righteous sects arrive, uproot the Gujian Sect completely!”

Blades and swords clashed, blood splattered. The thick, bloody stench in the air was nauseating.

Qinghe couldn’t suppress the killing intent in his heart. He could only give a long whistle and disappear as a streak of light. Otherwise, he couldn’t control himself at all.

…

Perhaps due to that fruit, Su Zhuyi felt she had a trace of strength. She pulled a pill from her storage pouch and, tremblingly, stuffed it into her mouth.

The pill dissolved in her mouth, spiritual energy slowly circulating through her body, stopping her bleeding and healing her wounds, reducing her pain slightly.

Su Zhuyi heard sounds of fighting outside—the clash of weapons, the sound of swords. Had the Demonic Path come knocking? Such convenient timing?

“Little Skull, how much longer before you can get here?” She sent weak divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror, hearing Little Skull say: “Miss, my body is starting to become transparent…”

But just then, a figure rushed over, shouting: “Where is the Heart Sword Stone?”

That voice contained overwhelming pressure. It made Su Zhuyi’s soul, already extremely weak, shake violently. The divine consciousness she had barely gathered to send into the Liuguang Mirror was scattered again, her sea of consciousness once more depleted.

“Did Qinghe take the Heart Sword Stone?” The newcomer shouted angrily, but paused slightly upon seeing the strange stone on the bed. Was that the Heart Sword Stone? He had seen the Heart Sword Stone before—the stone on the bed looked nothing like it.

Was it or wasn’t it?

“So it’s you.” Su Zhuyi looked at the newcomer, saying through gritted teeth.

Chapter 118: Saving People
The person who rushed in was Elder Hu!

Elder Hu was considered the most approachable elder in the Gujian Sect.

He was kind to people and protective of his own. If anyone spoke ill of his sect’s disciples, he could blow his beard, glare, argue fiercely, and even come to blows with them.

Su Zhuyi’s previous suspects had been him and Yi Lian.

Of course, the reason for suspecting Hu Yu was rather bizarre, purely because Su Zhuyi disliked this type of good person, subconsciously feeling that such good people were black-hearted. However, many truly good people had educated her, like the Sect Master, causing this notion to change. Now, unexpectedly, this traitor was Hu Yu.

Revealing her whereabouts to help others kill her was one thing, but he dared collude with Dong Fushang Sect and the Demonic Path to destroy the entire Gujian Sect? All for a Heart Sword Stone?

Seeing how much he valued the Heart Sword Stone, Su Zhuyi already understood what Hu Yu sought.

“Me?” Hu Yu was slightly stunned, then said, “Demonic cultivators have attacked. The Heart Sword Stone cannot fall into evil hands!” He directly used a grappling technique, wanting to seize the stone on the bed. But just as he was about to touch the Heart Sword Stone, Hu Yu said, “I almost forgot—only Luoxue Peak disciples can take the Heart Sword Stone.”

They could only comprehend sword intent at the sword tip, unable to touch the Heart Sword Stone at all. The Heart Sword Stone contained sword qi and sword intent—only Luoxue Peak inheritors wouldn’t be harmed by the sword qi.

Luoxue Peak’s sword cultivators had always been the strongest in the Gujian Sect.

The resources they possessed were also the most among all peaks.

All because they controlled the Heart Sword Stone. To Hu Yu, that Heart Sword Stone was a treasure that could bring one’s sword dao to great accomplishment. His sword dao had encountered bottlenecks for a hundred years. Though he had become a peak master, visiting Luoxue Peak still required reporting to the Sect Master, waiting for Luo Ying’s agreement before ascending. He could only comprehend sword intent at the sword tip, and only under his strong insistence had he seen the Heart Sword Stone once.

His heart was unwilling.

His heart held an obsession. His sword dao had never been able to break through, and his cultivation growth was extremely slow. So he schemed and plotted to obtain the Heart Sword Stone. He had been waiting for an opportunity, and now, finally, it had come.

Looking at that blood-red stone, his eyes were shining.

After speaking, he looked down at Su Zhuyi, pulling her up from the ground somewhat roughly. “This matter is crucial. Quickly take the Heart Sword Stone and put it in…” He had originally wanted to find a magical treasure to contain it, but then discovered the wooden box for storing the Heart Sword Stone beside the bed. His heart filled with great joy. “Put it in the wooden box.”

Seeing that Su Zhuyi hadn’t moved, he frowned and directly grabbed Su Zhuyi’s hand to take the Heart Sword Stone. Su Zhuyi clenched her hand into a fist. Hu Yu’s eyes flashed coldly, his brows rising like knife edges as he shouted, “At a time like this, what are you dawdling for?”

He applied force with his hand, as if wanting to crush her bones. But Su Zhuyi acted as if she felt no pain or pressure, not even humming once. Her fist remained tightly clenched, not picking up the Heart Sword Stone. She looked like she had been crying, moisture still in her eyes, but with bone-chilling coldness, as if water had frozen to ice.

“The Demonic Path has come knocking. Do you want the Heart Sword Stone to be stolen?”

Su Zhuyi’s body stiffened, then she grasped the Heart Sword Stone in her hand. The stone felt ice-cold to touch, but after holding it, she could feel warmth. She even had the illusion that it was a beating heart.

“Quickly, put the Heart Sword Stone in the box.” Seeing the stone picked up, Hu Yu released his grip, taking the box in hand and placing it right under Su Zhuyi’s nose. But Su Zhuyi didn’t throw the stone in. She forced herself to rally her spirits, loudly saying, “Elder Hu is right. This Heart Sword Stone is the foundation of the Gujian Sect. We absolutely cannot let outsiders steal it.”

“I am Luoxue Peak’s inheritor. Where I am, the stone is. If placed in a box, it’s more easily lost.” Not far away were many Gujian Sect cultivators. Yi Lian and several elders, including Peak Master Yun, were there, forming a sword formation to temporarily block those demonic cultivators outside. Su Zhuyi spoke these words for them to hear.

“Hu Yu, why aren’t you coming to help?” Yi Lian couldn’t spare attention to speak. The Golden Sparrow that normally perched on his shoulder flew into the air, shouting at Hu Yu, “Quick, we must hold on until rescue arrives!”

Hu Yu’s eyes revealed a fierce light. His soul pressure spread, and the hand gripping the wooden box showed bulging veins. He said through gritted teeth, word by word, “Su Zhuyi, put the Heart Sword Stone inside.”

The Golden Sparrow’s eyes turned, then cried sharply, “No wonder the Demonic Path would take advantage at this moment—so you’ve been leaking information! Hu Yu, you’ve gone mad!”

Su Zhuyi hadn’t expected Yi Lian to make so many connections, much less that he would expose it directly. She had originally wanted to draw attention, and Hu Yu seemed to show no signs of immediately revealing his true face. She had wondered if he might yield to pressure from others and temporarily join in fighting the enemy together. But unexpectedly, Elder Yi had called him out directly.

Hu Yu’s expression changed, and then he simply stopped pretending and swung his sword to strike. If you won’t release the stone you’re gripping tightly in your palm, then I’ll just cut off your arm!

The Golden Sparrow suddenly flapped its wings. Several feathers transformed into sharp swords, shooting toward Hu Yu. He didn’t even dodge, striking with one sword toward Su Zhuyi’s arm.

But just then, a voice called out, “Miss!”

Little Skull materialized. He was no longer a skeleton frame—his body had been wrapped with silk threads by Silkworm, making it seem like he had grown flesh. He wore clothes on the outside and even had a hat on now. The moment he appeared, Little Skull sensed outsiders around, so he immediately used spiritual energy to hide himself. When he saw the scene before him clearly, Little Skull was dumbfounded. “What happened?”

“Miss!” Spiritual energy instantly enveloped Su Zhuyi completely. That barrier spread out, directly blocking Elder Hu’s sword. When he thrust with his sword, he felt like he had struck a spiritual energy barrier. The sword tip seemed to shudder from the impact, but the spiritual energy barrier remained unmoved.

Seeing someone using a sword to stab Miss, and Miss covered in wounds, Little Skull was already very worried. He directly channeled spiritual energy into Su Zhuyi’s body, then turned his gaze to see the big yellow dog on the ground. Little Skull screamed out, his voice extremely mournful.

“Xiaoxiao!”

Xiaoxiao had been cut in half by a sword. Its head and body were not far from Miss’s feet, but its hind legs were a zhang away. A trail of blood between them showed that after being severed, it had still crawled to Miss’s side! He wrapped Xiaoxiao tightly with spiritual energy, pressing its separated body parts together.

Then he glared furiously at Hu Yu!

Little Skull had never been angry before.

He was timid, would be afraid—afraid of ghosts, afraid of the deathly silence in the Liuguang Mirror, afraid of becoming a lifeless monster himself.

He would worry—worry about Xiaoxiao, worry about Miss, worry about Little Uncle, worry about all the people and things he cared about.

He would be nervous, would blame himself, would feel wronged, but had never been angry. But now, he was beside himself with rage. The flames in his eye sockets seemed to burn beyond his body. That cluster of blue-green flames emerged from the top of his head. He knew no attack methods, and no one had taught him. He just charged at Hu Yu like a tolling bell, gritting his teeth!

Though Hu Yu was startled in his heart, he said, “This, this is a ghost creature! How dare you, people of Luoxue Peak—Qinghe, have entered demonic madness, and you’re raising a ghost creature. How can the Heart Sword Stone fall into your hands!”

Su Zhuyi felt much more comfortable, nourished by the spiritual energy. She caught her breath, her spirits improving slightly, and shouted at Hu Yu, “He’s cleaner than you, cleaner than anyone!”

With a thunderous crash, Little Skull struck Hu Yu like a meteor…

Hu Yu’s defensive barrier was directly shattered. His face showed complete disbelief—he never imagined this ghost creature’s collision would be so powerful…

His body seemed to catch fire. The fire was ghostly flame from graveyards, burning him with excruciating pain yet having no temperature, freezing his heart, and making his blood lose all warmth.

His body was like a fragile porcelain vase. With such a collision, as he flew backward, he saw his body shatter into pieces. That cooled, dirty blood splattered in all directions. He watched helplessly as his flesh and blood separated.

With a bang, Hu Yu turned to powder in mid-air, directly perishing. Blood splattered all over Little Skull’s head and face. He stood in place in a daze, his body trembling, appearing quite panicked and uneasy.

Wu’er was a ghost creature.

Ghost creatures were very prone to generating a murderous aura and malevolent qi.

He had just been very angry and couldn’t find a way to attack, so he had charged over like that. But he hadn’t expected that such a collision would directly turn someone into minced meat! Fresh blood splattered all over his body, covering his clothes everywhere. That thick, bloody stench enveloped him, making the green flame in his eye sockets take on a hint of crimson.

“Wu’er! There are many more bad people outside. They’ve killed many people. Go help quickly!” Seeing Little Skull seemed off, Su Zhuyi immediately called out, “Those bad people outside want to break in. The Sect Master is already dead. Do you see Elder Yi? They’re using a sword formation to resist those people. Go help quickly—we absolutely cannot let them break in!”

Su Zhuyi spoke rapidly.

“Go save people quickly.”

You’re not killing people.

You’re saving people.

Little Skull came to his senses, seeing the chaos outside and many familiar people injured. He had secretly observed Gujian Sect disciples before. These people didn’t know Little Skull, but Little Skull knew them.

Little Skull wiped the blood and flesh from his face and ran toward the Gujian Sect disciples. Those Gujian Sect disciples were joining forces to resist the enemy and hadn’t noticed the commotion here. But the Golden Sparrow had seen it all. So when Little Skull charged over, Yi Lian, who controlled the sword formation’s pivot, suddenly withdrew his sword and stepped aside.

With his movement, the sword formation immediately fell into chaos. The formation that had been blocking the demonic cultivators’ sword qi showed a gap. Two demonic experts used this gap as a breakthrough point, rushing in and planning to go on a killing spree…

“Yi Lian! What’s wrong with you!”

Yi Lian: “I, I was just making way for him.”

Chapter 119: No Longer Loves
Little Skull charged over. This time, he controlled his force, his heart also fearing he might crush someone to powder again. He only wanted to knock the person away, but who would have thought that after this collision, the person didn’t fly—instead, he sat down hard on his bottom.

That demonic cultivator’s weapon was a large saber with seven iron rings on the back of the blade. Each iron ring held a thumb-sized skull head.

With a murderous aura surging, the saber chopped down. Little Skull was unharmed, but his hat was split, revealing a skull head. The demonic cultivator was slightly stunned, then laughed heartily twice. “So Gujian Sect are kindred spirits with us! Since that’s the case, I’ll also show mercy later. Anyone willing to join my Demonic Sect will be spared!”

Little Skull’s face was exposed. He discovered that the surrounding Gujian Sect disciples were all looking at him with shock.

Even Elder Yi Lian had a face full of astonishment and a strange expression.

His body was wrapped in silk threads, but his face was still a skeleton frame. Now the flames in his eye sockets flickered slightly when suddenly a female voice said, “Skeleton, ghost creature!”

They were all afraid of him. He could feel it.

He was also afraid of himself—he had just killed someone in a collision.

Little Skull trembled all over.

Seeing those demonic cultivators rush in and disrupt the sword formation, Little Skull panicked and used spiritual energy to wrap the Gujian Sect disciples. There were thousands of Gujian Sect disciples outside Luoxue Peak. Most of the entire sect had retreated to Luoxue Peak, while other peaks also had elders leading their respective disciples to resist. But most people were still at Luoxue Peak, and this was also where the most demonic cultivators were.

After Little Skull set up the defensive barrier, he didn’t know what to do next. He turned back to look at Su Zhuyi for help, but saw Miss lying on the ground, her face deathly pale.

“Miss!”

Su Zhuyi’s body was very weak, with a sword wound at her waist that had nearly split her in half, too.

Earlier when the situation was tense, she had forgotten the pain. Now with Little Skull back, Su Zhuyi finally relaxed slightly. But she was still worried, not knowing how Qinghe was doing now, where he had gone carrying Master’s remains.

The spiritual energy Little Skull gave her made her feel somewhat better. She struggled to sit up, leaning against the bed frame in the ruins of the room. Though the bed had also been damaged by Qinghe, borrowing support to lean against it was at least more comfortable. After sitting down, she meditated to regulate her breathing and used spiritual energy to nourish her wounds. When examining her injuries, she saw a deep red line on her right wrist.

In an instant, her face turned snow white.

That bloodline wasn’t simply a single line. On her wrist’s horizontal crease, starting from the Shenshu acupoint, it curved and meandered upward, coiling and knotting like a writhing dragon, all the way to her right shoulder. On her shoulder was a yellow dot, like a touched flower stamen. Earlier, her right hand had nearly been crushed, her shoulder almost severed. The pain had numbed her completely, so she hadn’t noticed such an abnormality on her hand at all.

By the time she noticed, it was already too late.

Miaoshe Shiqi!

Su Zhuyi understood the Gu insects.

She knew what this meant.

Even cutting off her right arm now would be useless. The Gu had already taken hold in her body—not a Gu insect but just a small egg. It had been planted when she was injured on the Southern Border. Afterward, she had rushed back the entire way with no time or opportunity to rest. Now, with injury upon injury, her mind stretched taut with no energy to pay attention to anything else, that Gu insect had secretly grown during her extreme weakness. Nourished by Little Skull’s final spiritual energy, it had directly matured.

Now Su Zhuyi still couldn’t tell what kind of Gu insect it was. She bit her teeth and drew talismans, wanting to control the Gu insect. Now that the Gu insect was mature, removing it from her body would be very difficult. She could only strive to confine it to one location, not letting it roam throughout her entire body.

Her left hand fingers bled as spiritual energy and blood together drew talismans on her right shoulder. But halfway through drawing the talisman, Su Zhuyi was completely stunned.

The pale yellow dot was like a flower stamen, with something hidden inside her body, slowly protruding the stamen bit by bit.

Flower petals slowly grew around the stamen.

Red petals, like peach hearts, opened around the stamen one by one. Her mind exploded with a roar. Her five fingers formed claws, fingertips gouging toward those petals, forcibly digging out that piece of flesh. But the next moment, beside the wound, another flower bloomed…

Love flowers.

Love Gu.

The moment that the flower shed its tears, she would completely fall in love with the person who planted the Gu.

Miaoshe Shiqi had planted such a Gu insect in her—one of those Love Gu raised on the flood dragon’s body.

She watched helplessly as moisture formed within those flower patterns, like a tear about to fall.

“Wu’er, Wu’er!”

Little Skull saw Miss’s agonized expression and couldn’t care about anything else, running back with pattering steps. “Miss, what’s wrong!”

“Spiritual energy, spiritual energy, use spiritual energy to wrap that flower and crush it.”

She had no other option, and could only reach out her left hand to grab Little Skull. “Dig it out, crush it.”

“I…” Little Skull sensed there seemed to be an insect there. He had never been willing to step on even ants before.

“Hurry!” Su Zhuyi suddenly exerted force, startling Little Skull so much that tears fell directly. He immediately used his remaining spiritual energy to wrap around Miss’s shoulder and used spiritual energy to grab that insect, but discovered he couldn’t catch it. When spiritual energy touched it, the insect shrank…

“The insect is crying!”

The insect grew smaller and smaller, seemingly becoming the tear within the flower.

Tears also formed in Su Zhuyi’s eyes. She suddenly projected her divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror.

Her sea of consciousness had originally been depleted, only recovering a tiny bit with Little Skull’s earlier spiritual energy assistance. Now, all divine consciousness surged into the Liuguang Mirror, but due to her weakness, it still didn’t stir up much commotion. Her divine consciousness was very weak, a thin strand like a hair, just wrapping tightly around Qin Jianglan’s body.

“Qin Jianglan!”

“Qin Jianglan, Qin Jianglan, Qin Jianglan!”

Each call more piercing than the last, like a phoenix crying blood.

Previously when encountering problems, she had only called Little Skull, hoping he could come out quickly to save people. She didn’t want Qin Jianglan to know her current predicament, what she was experiencing, because Qin Jianglan couldn’t generate resentment—he was in the Liuguang Mirror, and she didn’t want him to worry.

She knew he worried; he always worried. After all, he had left the Zhuxin Curse—when the Zhuxin Curse stirred and Songfeng Sword qi emerged, he could sense she was in danger again. So Su Zhuyi knew he was always worrying, yet he had no way to come out of the Liuguang Mirror. He couldn’t help her.

Since that was the case, she tried to make herself appear less painful and miserable. She didn’t want him to blame himself and be troubled due to worry, generating negative emotions. But now, she had no choice.

Love Gu.

Growing during her weakest moment, while she now only had the Golden Core stage cultivation.

She would fall in love with the person who planted the Gu.

After being infected by the Gu, she would still remember this person called Qin Jianglan, but she would no longer love him.

She understood her nature—someone she didn’t love, she wouldn’t do anything for.

She wouldn’t have sect disciples pay respects to him.

She wouldn’t act righteously to let the world remember him.

Not only would she no longer love him, she would do nothing at all, letting him lose his memory alone in the deathly silent Liuguang Mirror, finally becoming part of the Liuguang Mirror itself.

Perhaps when her cultivation advanced someday and her power increased greatly, when she could contend with the Love Gu and remembered Qin Jianglan in the Liuguang Mirror, she would discover he was already gone.

“Qin Jianglan, Qin Jianglan, Qin Jianglan…”

She called out with heart-rending desperation, as if wanting to carve this name into her heart with a knife.

“Love Gu, Qin Jianglan…”

Su Zhuyi didn’t cry aloud, but tears already covered her face. She didn’t know, had never known, that she was so afraid of losing.

In her previous life she had never understood, never possessed, and everything she had finally obtained was shattered in an instant.

First, the Sect Master, Master, Senior Brother, Xiaoxiao…

Now it was Qin Jianglan’s turn.

Qin Jianglan!

Her divine consciousness could no longer be restrained. That thread seemed to embed tightly into his body, both burning hot and ice cold. Though it was merely a strand of divine consciousness, Qin Jianglan truly felt her emotions. Her face even appeared before his eyes.

She was crying.

The divine consciousness disappeared, like a snapped harp string. Her voice echoed in his ears, making his heart empty.

In the Liuguang Mirror, torrential rain suddenly began falling. He sat in the rain, his entire body ice cold.

From the tear’s emergence to its fall was only an instant.

Though only for a thought’s duration, her heart seemed to experience vast changes. The once bone-deep love became nourishment for the Gu insect. She still remembered Qin Jianglan, knew he was the righteous great power who had trapped her, but she no longer loved him.

On her shoulder, the tear from within the love flower fell. Su Zhuyi sat dazedly on the ground, her expression somewhat confused. Then she blinked and looked at Little Skull. “What are you still standing here for? Go help quickly—those demonic cultivators haven’t left yet!”

Not one of these people could be left alive.

Little Skull’s identity had already been exposed.

Qinghe was also a demonic sword—they knew this too. Now Gujian Sect had been branded as demonic. Su Zhuyi steeled her heart—before Yunxiao Sect and other righteous sects arrived, she must silence all these people…

Not one could be left!

“Miss, Little Uncle he…”

“Don’t worry about any Little Uncle. Wu’er, be good and go help quickly.”

She struggled to crawl behind Luo Ying’s room, kicked away that small stool with one foot, then pressed her already bloody palm directly onto the ground. The bookshelf behind the room opened, revealing a small chamber. In the center of the chamber hung a portrait of Luo Ying’s master.

When she had joined Luoxue Peak, it was here that she had paid respects to the successive ancestors.

Luoxue Peak had few people, so even though Gujian Sect had been passed down for so many years, the portraits in this small chamber weren’t even filled, and there were only three rows of memorial tablets.

She rallied her spirits and went in, grabbing the dragon horn incense burner in front of the portrait and turning the dragon horn in a different direction. Instantly, a silver light shot skyward.

Immediately after, the entire ancient sword shook heavily.

Gujian Sect already had a mountain-protecting grand formation, and Luoxue Peak, situated on the ancient sword, not only had secret passages and forbidden grounds but also had a barrier even more formidable than Gujian Sect’s mountain-protecting grand formation. However, deploying this barrier required enormous consumption and would cause the ancient sword suspended in air to lose its support—within a hundred years, it would fall to the ground.

Su Zhuyi originally didn’t know these things either.

It was information that suddenly appeared in her mind the moment she grasped the Heart Sword Stone.

Once the barrier emerged, the entire Gujian Sect was shrouded within it. But this barrier wasn’t an attacking formation—instead, it spread like clouds and mist with rain and snow falling, concealing the entire Gujian Sect within.

Divine consciousness was cut off?

“What, does Gujian Sect plan to perish together with us?”

“Hahaha, how long do you plan to hide in that spiritual energy shell?”

“Boom, take out magical treasures and blast with all your might—let’s see how long that spiritual energy barrier can hold!”

“Bring all the disciples captured from the other peaks over here. Kill them one by one in front of them!”

Today, the Gujian Sect would be erased from the cultivation world!

Chapter 120: Sword Venerable
When Qinghe had ascended, the Gujian Sect Master and elders immediately detected the anomaly, so they acted at once to block that walking mass of demonic malicious qi.

Qinghe, at that time, had lost his sanity. To anyone who obstructed his approach to the sacrificial offering, he responded with the same method.

Slash! One sword strike to cut a bloody path.

Therefore, those few powerful figures of the Gujian Sect were all severely injured, with the Sect Master even perishing. Yi Lian was wounded more lightly, so he had just been serving as the sword formation’s pivot, bearing most of the pressure.

Sect battles relied on the confrontation of the strong. Even though the Gujian Sect still had many living disciples now, they weren’t a match for those demonic cultivators. One Nascent Soul stage could easily slaughter hundreds or thousands of Golden Core cultivators.

So now they could only defend and wait for rescue.

However, now some disciples from other peaks had been captured by the demonic cultivators.

“I heard that fellow surnamed Duan died?”

“Who’s in charge of you now?” The demonic cultivator holding the large saber pointed its tip at Yi Lian. “Since you’re all cowering inside and won’t come out, I’ll kill you one by one!” He casually grabbed a female disciple, directly tearing her clothes, then threw her toward a thinner demonic cultivator beside him. “I know you like women. This one’s for you.”

That demonic cultivator didn’t even catch her, instead staring intently at Su Zhuyi on Luoxue Peak with gleaming eyes, smacking his lips and saying, “I’ve spotted a treasure. Save that life for me—nobody competes with me!”

…

Su Zhuyi was still some distance away from there, yet she felt a disgusting gaze sticking tightly to her body.

She recognized that demonic cultivator—a lustful scoundrel with mid-stage Nascent Soul cultivation who most loved to rape righteous female cultivators, his methods extremely cruel.

“Little Skull, find a way to stop them.”

“Okay, but I don’t have much spiritual energy left, Miss.” He could return to the little gourd to replenish spiritual energy, but there wasn’t enough time. Using spiritual energy to restrain the demonic cultivator who wanted to kill, Little Skull was very anxious, thinking in his heart—how had he done it before?

No one had taught him to kill, nor did he understand any cultivation methods.

At that time, charging forward in anger, the flame seemed to expand, which was how he had crushed that person. But the next time, he hadn’t crushed anyone. How could he drive away all these bad people? Little Skull looked at his hands, grasped the Zhuying Sword, then gritted his teeth and executed the first level of Tianxuan Sword Technique.

Previously, many disciples had felt shock and panic seeing Little Skull, but now, seeing such a tiny Little Skull helping them and even executing the Tianxuan Nine Swords, everyone didn’t seem so afraid anymore. Among them, a little girl’s voice came from the center of the crowd: “Amazing little skull! It’s the Tianxuan Nine Swords—I haven’t even learned it yet!”

This was the little girl brought from the mortal village last time. Little Skull had secretly gone to see her before, resulting in her startling awake, thinking she’d had a nightmare. Now seeing Little Skull, she said again, “Oh my, I dreamed about him.”

“Is he, is he protecting us?”

Little Skull had been somewhat afraid originally. His hearing was very keen, and his divine consciousness even stronger—he could hear all the surrounding movements. Now his hands stopped shaking, too. When his sword thrust out, just as it was about to pierce that demonic cultivator, a black shadow rushed up to block it. It was a zombie controlled by the demonic cultivator. The zombie blocked the attack from the saber-wielding demonic cultivator. Though pierced through by Little Skull’s sword, being a zombie, it felt no pain and didn’t dodge. Instead, it directly punched Little Skull.

Little Skull had distributed his spiritual energy to others, so his spiritual energy was extremely thin. This punch sent him flying directly. He didn’t shatter, but instead that zombie’s fist turned to powder.

“That skull is strange!”

Several demonic great powers said in deep voices, “His spiritual energy is insufficient. Though his defensive power is strong, his attack power is very weak. Attack together—let’s see which side he can manage!”

…

On the other side, Su Zhuyi bent down to pick up the Broken Sword. She was very weak now, but couldn’t wait for death.

The Broken Sword only had a hilt and a short stub of blade remaining. It was unusable now and needed careful nurturing. She thought of the Songfeng Sword again. She couldn’t be without a weapon in hand right now. Su Zhuyi rallied her spirits and moved beneath the pine tree, seeing Qin Jianglan’s stone tablet. She found it somewhat strange—had her brain been faulty before, setting up a monument for an enemy and even hanging a portrait on the tree?

He looked quite presentable, though.

The moment her hand touched the Songfeng Sword, Su Zhuyi’s heart suddenly ached sharply. Then she discovered thunder crashing overhead. The next moment, her heart bled as if someone had forcibly carved out a piece of flesh from her heart. Yet even so, it didn’t hurt much.

It just felt somewhat empty, making her spirit dazed. Though there was almost no divine consciousness in her sea of consciousness, it still trembled slightly.

The Liuguang Mirror!

The Liuguang Mirror suddenly flew out from within her body. The moment it shot into the sky, lightning struck down from above. Golden lightning was like an arrow shot by Heaven, whistling forth with flames burning at its tail, leaving a red glow in the air. But just as it was about to strike the Liuguang Mirror, an earth-shaking sword qi appeared out of nowhere between heaven and earth.

That sword light split the entire sky canopy. The snowflakes drifting over Luoxue Peak were directly shredded by the sword qi. A blue-robed figure descended from the sky, standing in mid-air with robes fluttering in the wind. He reached out into the void and uprooted the large pine tree at the entrance.

The pine tree was originally transformed from the Songfeng Sword. Dragged by tremendous force, it fell into the black shadow’s hand and instantly transformed into a sword.

That sword scattered the lightning in the sky.

That sword split open the heavy, oppressive dark clouds above.

That sword was earth-shaking, drawing everyone’s gaze. No one had expected someone to suddenly appear here and astound the world with one sword.

The pine tree was uprooted, and the portrait hanging on it swayed and fell. Su Zhuyi stared blankly at that portrait, looking at the person in the portrait, then raised her head to look at the sky…

She murmured, “Qin Jianglan.”

He reached out and grasped that suspended precious mirror in his hand, then turned his head to look back, glancing at Su Zhuyi.

Those were dark red eyes.

His gaze appeared very demonic.

The Songfeng Sword in his hand was trembling and wailing, as if unwilling to be held by him.

Qin Jianglan?

Had he entered the demonic path?

But even having entered the demonic path, he didn’t have the fierce, malevolent qi and bloody aura like Qinghe. He looked clean and pure, yet very cold, cold as if he could freeze one’s bones to ice.

His body was clean and clear like frost, snow, and ice rivers, but that ancient bronze mirror faintly leaked black qi. The Liuguang Mirror—had it become a demonic artifact?

But the next moment, suddenly a disciple shouted, “It’s, it’s that Sword Venerable!”

Song Shangzhi was so excited that tears fell.

He never imagined that the Sword Venerable he worshipped day and night would suddenly appear. Had he come to save the Gujian Sect?

“Worship the Sword, Venerable, achieve great accomplishment in the sword dao!”

Chapter 121: The Demoness
Little Skull saw Qin Jianglan and shouted, “Little Uncle, you came out! These bad people hurt Big Sister and killed many people.”

Little Skull had learned to tattle.

Su Zhuyi retained her memories. She clearly remembered what she had done and knew she should consider Qin Jianglan a friend, though she felt no deep emotions toward him. So why had she flirted with him so much back then? What was it all for?

It was inexplicable. She only felt that she had been inexplicable, as if her brain had been filled with water at that time.

However, for her, liking someone was inherently strange—not liking someone was normal. Perhaps she had once been moved by Qin Jianglan, but in a single thought, she stopped liking him. So now she simply felt no romantic love for him, yet she knew their previous relationship had been good, and she could ask him for help.

She just needed to know that Qin Jianglan liked her.

“Qin Jianglan!”

Su Zhuyi wanted to say that none of these people could be left alive, but before she could speak, she saw Qin Jianglan give her a deep look, then directly fly to Little Skull’s side. Without even blinking, he drew his sword.

Su Zhuyi currently only had late Golden Core cultivation, but Qin Jianglan seemed even more formidable than in his previous life. His sword was too fast—one strike sealed the throat, the blade unstained by blood. He continued slashing his way through like this, and as he killed, the Liuguang Mirror in his hand gleamed with cold light, directly absorbing the souls of those people that had not yet completely dissipated into heaven and earth.

When cultivators perished, their souls would dissipate. For those killed by a single sword strike like this, with no time to make any preparations, their souls would scatter into heaven and earth, and thereafter would never exist in the world again. However, it now appeared that the demonic artifact Liuguang Mirror could devour those souls about to dissipate.

Could this be considered competing with the Heavenly Dao for sustenance?

The Liuguang Mirror originally contained many undead spirits. At first, the dead spirits inside didn’t even know they were dead. Now it was absorbing souls again, meaning it had swallowed up all the souls that should have dissipated into heaven and earth. This was truly acting against heaven!

Su Zhuyi felt like she had touched upon something crucial, but for a moment, she couldn’t figure out what the problem was. If only she could see what the inside of the Liuguang Mirror looked like now.

She thought to herself.

She had just zoned out for a moment…

Qin Jianglan had finished killing everyone?

Su Zhuyi looked at the fallen demonic cultivators covering the ground and felt stunned. However, all those who died were demonic cultivators who had committed countless evil deeds—their deaths were well-deserved. Many of these people had also died under Qin Jianglan’s sword in a previous life.

Perhaps because Qin Jianglan’s swordsmanship was too shocking, the entire Luoxue Peak was now silent as death, so quiet you could hear a pin drop.

He killed cleanly, his sword unstained by blood.

Then he sheathed his sword and turned around.

Step by step, he slowly walked toward Su Zhuyi.

Behind him were the dumbstruck Gujian Sect disciples.

Yi Lian wore a look of bewilderment, the Golden Sparrow on his shoulder had its beak agape for a long time without closing. Though it was such a tiny bird, you could fit a bird’s egg in its mouth.

Song Shangzhi had already pulled out the incense he carried with him from his storage treasure, lit it with a whoosh, and respectfully bowed toward Qin Jianglan’s retreating figure.

His action was so foolish that others couldn’t bear to watch. Peak Master Yun of Jie Peak was the first to react—she directly knelt: “Thank you, hero, for saving our Gujian Sect.”

Following her, the Gujian Sect disciples knelt one by one. Although Qin Jianglan didn’t turn around, they still respectfully kowtowed three times.

The Gujian Sect had nearly been annihilated, and he had saved the entire sect.

Days ago, the Gujian Sect disciples had all been worshipping this Sword Venerable, which had somewhat displeased Peak Master Yun. Now, however, she was completely convinced. Such swordsmanship was worthy of being called the world’s Sword Venerable. Only, there seemed to be something strange about him.

Unfortunately, she was severely injured and couldn’t tell what was odd about him for the moment. However, since he had saved the entire Gujian Sect, he certainly wouldn’t harm them. Probably not, right?

…

Qin Jianglan turned and walked toward Su Zhuyi.

Little Skull followed closely behind Qin Jianglan. When he moved, a little girl in the crowd also moved. The girl had two buns tied on her head, each with a red ribbon. She stood up from the crowd and squeezed out, puffing her cheeks as she followed behind Little Skull. When Little Skull noticed her, she timidly followed, saying quietly, “I, I dreamed of you.”

Little Skull didn’t know how to interact with other children.

He had never interacted with other children, especially girls.

He was a bit nervous.

After thinking, Little Skull pulled out a Straw Man from his little butterfly pouch. Feeling the Straw Man wasn’t bright enough, he found the red stone. The red stone was for Big Sister, so he continued searching, finding the pretty pebbles he had picked up on Luoxue Peak. At that time, he had sewn the pebbles into a pouch. The pouch was very thin and transparent, and the stones inside still sparkled.

Little Skull stuffed the pouch into the young girl’s hands. He wanted to make friends, but there were more pressing matters now.

Looking at the pouch of glittering stones in her hands, the girl was a bit dazed. She had just entered the sect and hadn’t learned much, but she could still sense that the stones in the pouch contained particularly rich spiritual energy.

What a cute and generous… skeleton? Looking at it this way, he didn’t seem scary at all. His bones were white like jade, he wasn’t a skeleton, was he? Was he made of jade?

Little Skull followed behind Qin Jianglan, originally wanting to follow Little Uncle to see Big Sister. Earlier, Big Sister had looked particularly pained and sad, but then she had driven him away, telling him to save others. Now that Little Uncle had solved the problem, he wanted to see if he could help. But as he got close to Big Sister, Little Skull felt that Little Uncle’s body was very cold and frightening, as if there was a damp, cold aura rising from underground, making his bones brittle and his whole body emit cold air.

He keenly sensed that Little Uncle didn’t want him following.

So he paused slightly, then ran toward Xiaoxiao. He had wrapped Xiaoxiao in spiritual energy—Xiaoxiao wasn’t in mortal danger now, but it hadn’t woken up either.

He had pieced together Xiaoxiao’s body that had been split in half and nourished it with spiritual energy, but it hadn’t healed yet. It was unconscious now and couldn’t heal itself. Little Skull thought for a moment, sat down cross-legged, and pulled out a needle and thread. He planned to sew Xiaoxiao’s two halves together…

He cried while sewing, occasionally stealing glances toward Big Sister.

But after watching for a short while, he felt that area had become shrouded in gray mist. He thought Little Uncle must not want him to see. Although he might still be able to see with his divine sense, he didn’t dare look anymore and continued earnestly treating Xiaoxiao.

…

Su Zhuyi saw Qin Jianglan walk up to her and stand there. The Songfeng Sword wasn’t in his hands—since it could disappear, that proved it had recognized him as master?

The Gujian Sect disciples outside had been making a commotion, but after Qin Jianglan approached, all those noisy sounds disappeared. She and he seemed to have entered a place isolated from the world, surrounded by silence and deadly stillness.

Had Qin Jianglan fallen into demonic cultivation?

But he didn’t have that fierce, murderous aura like Qinghe, though he was very cold, as if emanating an aura of death.

Yes, that was the feeling of deadly stillness.

At this moment, the dark clouds in the sky had dispersed, the rain and snow had stopped, and the sun still hung in the sky, shining on her. She could even see her own shadow, but couldn’t see Qin Jianglan’s shadow.

As if the sunlight couldn’t reach him.

He had once been the most powerful righteous cultivator, and now even his fall into demonic cultivation was so distinctive. She wondered if he still had feelings for her after falling into demonic cultivation.

While contemplating how to respond, she saw Qin Jianglan suddenly reach out. Her heart grew alert and she raised her hand to block, but found that his left hand easily caught hers while his right hand pressed on her shoulder. Then with a turn, he made her face away from him, her hand still twisted…

Her body was very weak now, and she couldn’t do anything about him.

Even if she were currently in high spirits with cultivation at her peak, she actually couldn’t do anything about him either.

“Old Dog Qin, long time no see.”

“Why are you getting handsy right from the start? Could it be…” She didn’t dare struggle and turned her head to wink at him with a seductive smile, “Could it be that you missed me too much? So impatient?”

Her clothes were tattered, and bloodstains were everywhere. Her arms and shoulders had been crushed by someone, and though they had been reconnected after nourishment with spiritual energy, they hadn’t healed yet.

Her hair was disheveled, and her eyes were swollen like walnuts.

She had truly cried.

And cried very sadly.

The sound of her heart-wrenching shouts echoed in his ears. She had called his name over and over again.

Qin Jianglan, Qin Jianglan, Qin Jianglan…

For a moment, his heart had felt dead as ash. He had nearly merged completely with the Liuguang Mirror.

But in the end, he had emerged.

Unable to give up, unafraid of becoming a demon, the resentment of countless undead spirits had broken through the Liuguang Mirror’s restraints, allowing him to control that mirror while also being devoured by the aura of death. Yet he remained unmoved.

“I’m sorry. When you were in danger, I wasn’t by your side,” he thought to himself.

She had been afflicted with a Qing Gu. However, the one who cast the curse wasn’t by her side now and hadn’t activated the curse insect, so she wouldn’t desperately love the one who cursed her. But she also wouldn’t love him anymore.

On the Wangtian Tree, she hadn’t loved him either.

He was used to it. As long as she still remembered him, that was enough.

As long as she was still that Su Zhuyi, that was enough.

After all, given her personality…

Thinking of this, Qin Jianglan suddenly smiled. Fortunately, the one he loved was a shameless demonic path demoness.

His palm pressed against her back, and spiritual energy flowed from where his palm and her back connected, surging into her body.

Su Zhuyi was startled, thinking, “Is Qin Jianglan trying to heal her?”

He truly cared about her.

Qin Jianglan was so powerful, and having fallen into demonic cultivation, if she could use him for her purposes…

She wondered if he could suppress Qinghe!

No wait, having fallen into demonic cultivation, was his consciousness occasionally clear or always clear? Would he go mad like Qinghe? While pondering, she suddenly felt some numbness and itching at her waist…

Qin Jianglan’s hand had already moved from her back to her waist…

His large palm gently pressed on the sword wound at her waist—the place where Qinghe had slashed her. Although she had nourished it with spiritual energy, the wound was still very deep and still bleeding slightly…

When his palm pressed down, Su Zhuyi frowned. She wasn’t afraid of pain—she had endured much worse—but now, that little bit of sharp pain made her somewhat unable to bear it. As if beyond her control, she sucked in a cold breath, making a hissing sound.

Spiritual energy wandered around the wound, nourishing it bit by bit, as if driving away all the evil energy from the wound. That hand roamed around her waist, gently pressing, making her feel an indescribable strangeness…

Old Dog Qin, what a righteous cultivator you were, and you’re still taking advantage of me under the pretense of healing!

Uh…

She almost forgot—he was no longer a righteous cultivator.

Chapter 122: Princess Carry
After being nourished by Qin Jianglan’s spiritual energy and being gently rubbed and caressed all over, Su Zhuyi felt that the wound on her waist was much better.

Her face was also a bit red—not the deliberately feigned shyness from before, but a strange reaction. With her thick skin, would she feel shy? Even she wouldn’t believe it if she said it out loud.

That hand finished rubbing her waist wound and moved to her arm, traveling up along her arm. Her clothes were tattered, and that ice-cold palm pressed against her wrist and moved upward, finally resting lightly on her shoulder.

The fabric on her shoulder had long been damaged, providing no coverage. The external wound had already healed, appearing white and smooth, like touching silk satin.

Su Zhuyi chuckled twice in her heart, licked her dry, cracked lips with her tongue, and smiled: “What, so impatient?”

One of her hands was twisted behind her back by him, and her movable hand was pressed down at the shoulder by his other hand. Even so, she still lightly tugged at his sleeve with her fingers: “But I still have things to do.”

Qin Jianglan’s fall into demonic cultivation was distinctive—he didn’t have towering resentment and murderous aura, but his body carried an aura of death. He was also cold, but cold in a completely different way from Qinghe.

His was the coldness of dead things, like the deathly silent True Spirit Realm within the Liuguang Mirror.

Su Zhuyi knew he had liked her before and should still like her now, right? But having fallen into demonic cultivation, whether he liked her and whether he was willing to do things for her were two different matters. Just like before on the Wangtian Tree, he had liked her then too, but wouldn’t agree to her requests or let her leave.

She found Qin Jianglan’s thoughts even more unfathomable now. Falling into demonic cultivation was different from being a demonic cultivator. Those who fell into demonic cultivation had unstable emotions and were easily influenced by resentment and murderous aura, becoming weapons of pure slaughter without consciousness. But if he didn’t have this murderous and bloody aura, would he directly become a dead thing? Or was he already a dead thing now?

Su Zhuyi felt she couldn’t completely understand Qin Jianglan’s current state.

She had said several sentences already, and he still hadn’t made a sound.

Su Zhuyi’s gaze moved away from his face and caught sight of the mirror floating beside him. In the mirror, she saw herself disheveled, face covered in blood, eyes swollen. Her expression immediately changed. She had always thought herself beautiful, and even in distress and dejection, her appearance wouldn’t be diminished, but…

She was overthinking it.

Just as she was about to tidy up her appearance, she heard him say: “Do you know about Qing Gu?”

“Of course. Those afflicted with the curse will fall in love with the one who cast it.” She sneered, “Why are you looking at me like that? I never put a curse on you.”

I wouldn’t need to use a curse!

“You’ve been afflicted with Qing Gu. Forgot?” Qin Jianglan didn’t hide anything. He gazed intently at Su Zhuyi and asked.

Su Zhuyi was stunned. “How is that possible! I’m very knowledgeable about curse insects, especially Qing Gu. I absolutely wouldn’t be cursed without knowing it.” In her previous life, because of what Miaoshe Shiqi had said at the end, she had searched everywhere for information about Qing Gu and understood it very thoroughly. That demon flood dragon Miaoshe Shiqi did have Qing Gu on him, but it was just insect eggs, still small white dots. For them to grow enough to control someone of her late Golden Core cultivation, they would need at least ten more years of nurturing. Could it be that besides Miaoshe Shiqi, someone else had also successfully raised Qing Gu?

Moreover, the key issue was—I haven’t fallen in love with anyone! She knew Qin Jianglan liked her, so she only said this in her heart.

I only love myself, she thought.

“What if it’s insect eggs?” Qin Jianglan’s hand pressed on her shoulder, gently kneading a few times. Only then did Su Zhuyi feel a bit of warmth in his palm.

“Insect eggs?”

“For Qing Gu to mature, first the mother insect must be powerful—if the mother insect is strong, the eggs will be stronger too. But Qing Gu feeds on emotion, specifically on humans’ intense emotions as food. So, to let a Qing Gu mature, the cursed person must also be very emotional. If they’re insect eggs, the person must also be extremely weak for the eggs to find an opportunity.” Su Zhuyi smiled, “Do you think I fit that description?”

Qin Jianglan released the hand that had been restraining her arm, then gently covered her eyes with his palm, asking in a soft, gentle voice: “Why did you cry?”

Qin Jianglan’s voice was usually calm and emotionless, but that gentle tone made Su Zhuyi somewhat bewildered, as if a pure white feather had fallen into the heart of a lake, creating extremely faint ripples.

Threads of coolness flowed into her eyes, like a gentle breeze passing by, ice and snow lightly applied, making her uncomfortable eyes feel much better.

Why did she cry?

Because of sadness, because of despair?

“Because I exhausted all my strength trying to preserve their lives, trying to defy destiny, but it was still useless. Luo Ying still died, Qinghe will still disappear together with the Longquan Sword…” That palm covered her eyes. Her face was small, and half of it was covered. His obstruction prevented her from seeing the outside world, leaving no light before her eyes, placing her in a silent, soundless darkness. In her ears, there was only her calm, hoarse voice: “I thought I had done a lot, but the truth is, I accomplished nothing…”

“You have deep feelings for them.”

“No, I just wanted to use them to fight against destiny. I was reborn, and the Heavenly Dao wants to erase me, too. And I want to change this situation.” Su Zhuyi said slowly.

She had only lost her emotions, not her memories.

She remembered that she had once wanted to save Qin Jianglan, to rescue him, and firmly refused to let Qin Chuan replace him.

But she couldn’t figure out why she had done all that. Whether Qin Jianglan lived or died, remembered or forgot—was it that important to her?

Su Zhuyi felt that everything she had done before was foolish and inexplicable, yet she vaguely felt that she had liked Qin Jianglan at that time, just that she didn’t like him now.

She was somewhat confused, yet subconsciously felt this was natural.

It wasn’t normal for her to risk her life loving someone—it was like being cursed.

She still remembered everything else, only forgetting that she had been afflicted with Qing Gu. That Qing Gu had also disappeared within her body upon maturation, turning into a teardrop and vanishing without a trace. The blood-red thin line on her wrist and that enchanting flower were both gone, as if they had never existed.

“What if you were afflicted with Qing Gu?”

“You mean me?” Su Zhuyi was slightly stunned. “The one who cast the curse must activate the insect for the cursed person to be controlled.”

Qin Jianglan’s gaze was cold and deep. He didn’t understand curse insects as well as Su Zhuyi—he only knew a little about Qing Gu.

Kill Miaoshe Shiqi and never give him a chance to activate the cursed insect.

“However, even if the cursed insect is never activated, the cursed person won’t fall in love with anyone else. When they meet the one who cursed them, they’ll still fall in love at first sight.” Since Qin Jianglan kept bringing up Qing Gu, could she have been cursed?

“Of course, if one’s cultivation is far superior to that cursed insect, it doesn’t matter.” She shrugged. “Though Qing Gu is disgusting, its practicality is quite good. But this kind of curse is most vicious for those with love and affection in their hearts—for others, it’s not that terrifying. There aren’t many who cultivate this type of curse insect, so for nearly a thousand years, no Qing Gu has appeared in the world.”

With that kind of effort, raising other powerful curse insects would be much better. Going through all that trouble just to make someone love only oneself—Su Zhuyi thought those who raised Qing Gu had something wrong with their brains.

Miaoshe Shiqi…

So she had never really liked Miaoshe Shiqi, though the main reason was that he wouldn’t teach her to raise curse insects.

“What if the one who cast the curse is killed?”

Su Zhuyi glanced at him from the corner of her eye. “After asking so much, can you help me with a small favor later?”

“I’ll go find Qinghe.” Qin Jianglan looked at her steadily and said directly without waiting for her to speak.

Very good, very understanding.

“Then, regardless of whether the cursed insect has been activated, the cursed person will despair completely and commit suicide. Of course, if one’s cultivation is far superior to both the one who cast the curse and the grade of the matured curse insect at that time, this can still be resisted.” Seeing him agree so readily while asking so carefully, Su Zhuyi felt a bit uneasy.

So, although Qing Gu existed, it wasn’t suitable for use when the target was much stronger than oneself.

Otherwise, in her previous life, at least ten thousand female cultivators would have tried every means to obtain Qing Gu to use on Qin Jianglan.

Although the Miao Gu Village didn’t emerge from seclusion, those powerful cultivators who wanted to seek curses could still find ways. Didn’t that woman surnamed Hua from Yunxiao Sect go seek Beauty Gu? As long as one could pay the price, they could obtain the desired curse insects. Even lost ones might not be impossible to obtain.

In her previous life, there were quite a few female cultivators who had been infatuated with Qin Jianglan.

The question was—had she been afflicted with Qing Gu?

…

Hearing Su Zhuyi’s explanation, Qin Jianglan’s lips curved slightly, and the pressure in his heart lessened considerably.

Very good—he would never let Miaoshe Shiqi appear before her.

He would urge her to heal her injuries and cultivate properly. When her cultivation far exceeded Miaoshe Shiqi and that matured curse insect, she wouldn’t be affected by that curse insect anymore. Unfortunately, he didn’t know what grade that matured curse insect that had disappeared within her body was.

“Qin Jianglan…” After Qin Jianglan released his hand, Su Zhuyi immediately turned around and threw herself directly into his embrace, pressing her face against his chest, her fingers drawing circles on his chest. “Qinghe took away Master’s remains. I’m afraid he’s thought of a way to perish together with the Longquan Sword.”

“I’ll take you to find him.”

“You know where he is?”

Qin Jianglan slightly raised his head, gazing into the distance.

How could he not know? That Longquan Sword’s resentment reached the sky—he could see the black mist in the distance that covered even the sky.

“I know.”

“I’ll take you there.”

Su Zhuyi breathed a slight sigh of relief. She was a bit puzzled—when the Liuguang Mirror had been in her body before, any slight movement would cause lightning and thunder in the sky because she was someone brought back by the Liuguang Mirror, a person from outside the Heavenly Dao. Qin Jianglan should also belong to someone outside the Heavenly Dao, so why, when they emerged, only a single bolt of lightning appeared, and he had directly split it apart?

He was indeed very powerful—he had been the world’s number one back then.

Could it be that now he was close to the God Transformation stage? With cultivation far exceeding hers, she couldn’t sense it at all.

While pondering, her feet suddenly left the ground.

Qin Jianglan had lifted her in a princess carry!

He was taking her there, not carrying her on sword flight, but carrying her like this?

“The Songfeng Sword is still a bit disobedient.” Qin Jianglan lowered his head and explained.

Songfeng Sword: “…”

Chapter 123: Flirting and Banter
Su Zhuyi thought Qin Jianglan would carry her away on a flying sword.

What she didn’t expect was for him to lift her horizontally into his arms. One hand even passed through under her armpit to hold her, very close to her chest, yet his expression remained calm, as if he wasn’t aware of where his hand was placed.

Old Dog Qin looked too aloof and composed, exactly like that righteous cultivator from back then. But Su Zhuyi understood clearly that he wasn’t the same person as the Wangtian Tree. At least the Qin Jianglan from that time wouldn’t have taken the initiative to hold her in his arms, and certainly not this tightly…

Su Zhuyi thought that after holding her, Qin Jianglan would whoosh into the air like a shooting star across the sky. She didn’t expect him to weigh her in his arms…

Though he didn’t say anything.

Did he think she was heavy?

Qin Jianglan thought to himself, “She’s gotten thinner.”

On the Wangtian Tree, she didn’t like to move, and there wasn’t much space for her to move around. He had nourished her daily with spiritual energy, so she had been more plump than now. Now she was too thin—holding her was somewhat uncomfortable.

Very thin, very light, very weak, very heartbreaking.

His face showed no particular expression, but subconsciously, he held her tighter. Su Zhuyi nestled in his arms, only feeling a bit cold.

Qinghe and the others’ coldness was imposing, a cold treatment of people. Qin Jianglan’s coldness was bodily—he was ice-cold, without any body warmth. Su Zhuyi’s heart jumped. She wrapped both hands around his neck, pressed her cheek against his chest, and then she couldn’t even feel a heartbeat. When she tried to use her weak divine sense to look, she heard a great deal of clamoring voices.

She thought Qin Jianglan would leave directly, but didn’t expect him to open the barrier.

In other words, he was holding her like this and walking directly in front of the Gujian Sect disciples.

Su Zhuyi: …

In the previous life, you loved me and hid me in a tree where no one knew.

In this life, are you planning to announce it to the world? Walking directly in front of everyone holding me like this—how do you expect those senior brothers in the sect who admire me to feel?

You’re so powerful, just now you killed so many demonic cultivators with a single sword. Who would dare compete with you for a woman in the future?

Who would dare flirt with me now? Hm?

Su Zhuyi felt like cursing in her heart.

There were many people on Luoxue Peak—not only Gujian Sect disciples, but also people from Yunxiao Sect, Xundao Sect, Danhe Sect, and even Dong Fushang Sect had sent people. The first to arrive were all elders above the Nascent Soul stage—only they were fast enough to activate magical treasures and rush to rescue the Gujian Sect in such a short time.

No one had expected this crisis to already be over, with all the demonic cultivators who invaded Gujian Sect annihilated.

Now, the bodies of those demonic cultivators had all been dragged over and arranged in rows. Ninety-nine percent were killed by Qin Jianglan, without even a wound on their bodies. It was precisely this divine swordsmanship that caused disputes between sword cultivators from the Yunxiao Sect and the Gujian Sect, creating a commotion outside.

“I say, now isn’t the time to argue about superior swordsmanship, is it?” An elder from the Danhe Sect came out to mediate. “Gujian Sect suffered this disaster with so many disciples injured. What’s the point of arguing with them now?”

“Looking at these sword wounds, it’s our Yunxiao Sect’s Stellar Sword Technique.” The person from the Yunxiao Sect was Elder He, Qin Chuan’s master. He pointed at a demonic cultivator’s corpse: “The naked eye can’t see the sword wound. The sword was like meteors and lightning, directly breaking through defensive barriers to strike the forehead and destroy the soul…”

He crouched down and wiped the corpse’s forehead with his hand. Originally, there were no wounds on the forehead, but after his hand passed over it, a very small red dot appeared with a drop of blood seeping out. “This is the supreme realm of Stellar Sword Technique!”

Qin Jianglan had created the Songfeng Sword Technique, but when he emerged to kill just now, he used the Stellar Sword Technique. Songfeng Sword Technique was too straight and righteous—for defense against others’ attacks, the Songfeng Sword could be like a pine tree standing proud against wind and snow, able to block all storms and huge waves. But for actively killing people, its power was slightly inferior.

To be precise, Songfeng Sword Technique focused on defense, while Stellar Sword Technique focused on attack.

“What Yunxiao Sect! This is our Gujian Sect’s Sword Venerable!” A Gujian Sect disciple immediately pulled out a portrait, pointing at Qin Jianglan in the picture: “Look, this is our Gujian Sect’s Sword Venerable. All our disciples have one hanging in their rooms for worship. How did he become someone from your Yunxiao Sect?”

The original portrait was painted by Su Zhuyi, and all the subsequent ones were magically copied to look the same. Because the painter’s heart was filled with love, the Sword Venerable in the painting was incomparably handsome, like a banished immortal, with a noble and cold temperament. Just seeing the portrait gave one a feeling of looking up at a high mountain.

No one from the Yunxiao Sect doubted whether this portrait was real or fake. They only argued: “This Sword Venerable used Yunxiao Sect’s Stellar Sword Technique, so naturally he’s our Yunxiao Sect’s Sword Venerable…”

The people from the Danhe Sect were speechless. Someone said, “How about ‘World’s Sword Venerable’?” Being able to kill so many high-level demonic cultivators in the blink of an eye, including quite a few vicious Nascent Soul stage demonic cultivators and some villains wanted by the righteous path—calling him the World’s Sword Venerable, even the Danhe Sect people were convinced. Probably all cultivators in the world would be convinced.

“No way!”

They started arguing again…

Some people continued arguing, some tended to the injured, some collected fellow disciples’ bodies, some secretly shed tears for dead fellow disciples, and others went to investigate the identities of those demonic cultivators.

The people from Dong Fushang Sect had guilty consciences, afraid that the identity of the elder hidden among them would be exposed. They planned to find a way to destroy the appearance—after all, he was currently wearing concealment magical treasures, so temporarily, no problems could be seen. As long as the appearance was destroyed, a body without a soul wouldn’t stand out among so many corpses.

They took advantage of the chaos to approach, but before they could get close, they discovered that the arguing suddenly stopped.

Someone walked out of the ruins of the small wooden house.

The person from the portrait that the Gujian Sect disciples had produced. The real person was as handsome as the painting—not a bit more or less would do. His outstanding otherworldly handsomeness was just right, as if blessed by heaven, meticulously carved with twelve parts of effort put into sculpting him. In comparison, other men were all crooked melons and split dates, clay figures randomly pinched by heaven.

He was even holding Gujian Sect’s Su Zhuyi in his arms, appearing so abruptly before everyone. For a moment, the entire Luoxue Peak became silent as death.

Su Zhuyi was stunned at this moment. She was still pressed against Qin Jianglan’s chest, with one hand on his heart.

After being stunned for a moment, Yunxiao Sect’s Elder He strode over with large steps. Without even glancing at Su Zhuyi, he directly bowed to Qin Jianglan: “Senior, may I ask if what you just used was Stellar Sword Technique? Could it be that Senior has some connection with our sect?”

Su Zhuyi buried her face in his embrace. She wouldn’t feel embarrassed, but with her current appearance—disheveled hair, tattered clothes, and such a poor complexion—it was better not to show her face under everyone’s gaze, as it would damage her image. She thought that Elder He was Qin Chuan’s master and also Qin Jianglan’s master in the previous life. Originally, their master-disciple relationship had been very harmonious, though Elder He died quite early, about two or three hundred years later. Since Qin Jianglan had lost so many memories, he shouldn’t remember Elder He.

But unexpectedly, Qin Jianglan said, “You once suffered sword qi backlash. Though you think your meridians have recovered, you have a hidden ailment.” His face showed no expression, and his voice was very calm. “The Stellar Sword Technique you cultivate is too fierce and rigid. If you continue to impact the next realm, your hidden ailment will relapse, and you won’t last long.”

After speaking, he stepped to one side, carrying Su Zhuyi as he brushed past Elder He. But after taking three steps, he stopped: “Take care.”

Elder He’s expression changed drastically, his expression struggling. After hesitating repeatedly, he finally said: “Thank you for Senior’s guidance.”

Su Zhuyi’s heart was pounding.

“The Liuguang Mirror has recognized you as a master, so your memories have returned, too?” she transmitted.

“Mm.”

Continuing forward, Qin Jianglan held Su Zhuyi with both hands. He hadn’t drawn his sword at all, yet a sword qi appeared on his body, falling on a corpse on the ground. Then a mask fell from that corpse, revealing a face that surprised everyone.

“Dong Fushang Sect!”

“How could a Dong Fushang Sect cultivator be mixed in with the demonic path?”

That Dong Fushang Sect elder’s expression changed drastically: “We never thought Elder Xu would fall into the demonic path. We will investigate this thoroughly and give everyone an explanation!”

He was responsible for pulling people out. As for how they would handle things next and whether people would believe Dong Fushang Sect, that wasn’t something Qin Jianglan wanted to manage right now.

Little Skull had already taken the unconscious Xiaoxiao to the snowy mountains of Luoxue Peak. Qin Jianglan gave a few instructions, telling Little Skull not to run around and wait for their return, then carried Su Zhuyi away from Gujian Sect, flying toward Qinghe’s direction.

After walking that circle, the Liuguang Mirror had collected several more wisps of souls that hadn’t completely dissipated.

And at this time, in the stone on Su Zhuyi’s body, there was also a soul.

He knew that was Su Zhuyi’s master, Luo Ying.

The soul was weak and unconscious, but hadn’t completely dissipated.

She had always wanted Qinghe and Luo Ying to live. Presumably, knowing that her soul hadn’t scattered, she would also be somewhat happier. Unfortunately, the young Qing Gu fed on emotions. Su Zhuyi not only no longer loved him, but her feelings for Qinghe and Luo Ying had also become indifferent. She thought he saved them only because he wanted to defy heaven, but forgot that she had desperately wanted to save their lives only because she liked them.

“Luo Ying’s soul hasn’t dissipated yet.”

Su Zhuyi said, “In that case, it’s somewhat different from the previous life, isn’t it?” But she didn’t know whether in the previous life, after Luo Ying died in the forbidden land underground, her soul was completely devoured by the Longquan Sword, or if there was a possibility that a trace returned to the Sword Heart Stone.

“We’ll talk after finding Qinghe.”

He flew carrying her. After flying until Gujian Sect was no longer visible, Su Zhuyi reached out with both hands to circle Qin Jianglan’s neck: “You’re so cold, I’m cold.”

“Old Dog Qin, what exactly is your situation now?” She couldn’t help but want to ask to the bottom of it.

“Cold?” His originally ice-cold body suddenly had warmth, as if a fire had been lit inside his body. Indeed, it was nice and warm. Holding him was like holding a small furnace.

She had experienced too much these past few days. Her divine sense was exhausted, and her injuries were severe. Being warmed like this, she felt somewhat drowsy. Too tired, she wanted to rest. Her upper and lower eyelids were starting to fight, but Su Zhuyi tried hard to keep her eyes open, wanting to persist a bit longer.

“Sleep.” Qin Jianglan said gently. She had burned five hundred years of lifespan to forcibly increase her cultivation. Now her body was suffering backlash…

However, she was originally only in her teens in bone age. The gap between them was quite large, but now it had closed by just a tiny bit?

“Can’t sleep.” Su Zhuyi murmured: “Haven’t seen Qinghe yet.”

Her eyes were already squinting, her voice nearly like sleep talk.

Qinghe…

Her attitude toward Qinghe was truly different from others.

Thinking of Qinghe, Qin Jianglan’s brow furrowed, and then he gently blew a breath.

Su Zhuyi closed her eyes and fell asleep in his arms.

Afraid she would sleep uncomfortably, he summoned the Songfeng Sword.

“Make yourself wider.”

Songfeng Sword: “…”

The Songfeng Sword became both long and wide, suitable for use as a bed. Qin Jianglan placed Su Zhuyi on the Songfeng Sword bed. After thinking, he knelt upright, letting Su Zhuyi pillow her head on his legs.

His fingers gently caressed that face, wandering bit by bit across her face, lightly tracing her eyebrows, brushing past her lip line, his fingertips lingering, just like when she had used her divine sense to explore his entire body in the Liuguang Mirror. All he sought was to be able to touch her again, to be by her side.

Not letting her face the Heavenly Dao alone.

Chapter 124: Asleep
A gentle breeze came, as if carrying whispers reciting soothing incantations. That tone was very familiar, just like during those days and nights when she had been severely injured and wrapped tightly, continuously echoing in her ears, gently caressing her wounds and accompanying her into dreams.

Su Zhuyi fell asleep.

Cultivators usually meditated and regulated their breathing to rest their spirits. They rarely actually slept properly.

The time when she regularly slept every day was already a matter from her previous life. Back then, on the Wangtian Tree, there wasn’t much to do. During the day, she would read idle books, paint a little, and trouble Qin Jianglan. At night, she would also rest on schedule. Even if she didn’t want to sleep, Qin Jianglan would directly restrain her on the bed with spiritual energy.

Over time, Su Zhuyi had even developed habits of early sleeping and early rising.

This time she slept very deeply and comfortably, and even had a dream about events from six hundred years ago.

She had clearly hated losing her freedom. When on the Wangtian Tree, every day she wanted to leave, wanted to persuade Qin Jianglan to let her go. Unexpectedly, in her dream, it was still that time’s scenery, as if she had once been nostalgic for it.

The tall green tree, the small wooden house, the simple furnishings inside, and that person who often sat in meditation.

Wearing an azure robe, hair bound with a jade crown, a pendant hanging around his neck—the Yuansheng Pearl, crafted from a spirit beast’s divine eye. It was pitch black yet had a faint lustrous glow, appearing noble, elegant, mysterious, and profound. Hanging at his collarbone, the black and white contrasted distinctly, complementing each other, eye-catching and alluring.

It wasn’t exactly eye-catching, since that pendant was hidden inside his clothes—only she could see and touch it.

In the dream, she stood barefoot on the wooden house’s floor, her long hair not bound in any style, flowing smoothly down her back. She had plucked branches and leaves from the Wangtian Tree to make a flower crown. The Wangtian Tree didn’t bloom, but her flower crown had scattered tiny flowers mixed among the green leaves. Su Zhuyi couldn’t quite remember where those flowers came from, but since she couldn’t go out, they could only have been picked by Qin Jianglan for her.

Her hair reached below her hips. Her back was completely bare, her dark hair like clouds, her skin white as snow. Standing by the bed in the wooden house, sunlight from outside fell on her, as if gilding that jade-colored skin and dyeing it with darkness.

Her waterfall-like black hair covered her back, and she wore nothing in front either, but held a skirt to shield her body. She walked barefoot to Qin Jianglan and finally used the skirt covering her body to directly cover his head, draping it over him. Breaking through the coldness around him, instantly became sultry and amorous.

Even in the dream, Su Zhuyi felt that the man before her was truly handsome to perfection, not inferior to her.

She was so confident and shameless, yet had to admit this point.

“Qin Jianglan…”

She opened her mouth to call him.

“What, after eating your fill and wiping clean, you’re planning to turn your back and refuse to acknowledge me?” Her finger brushed his forehead, then followed his brow center downward, tracing over his straight nose bridge and landing on his lips. “Having tasted it, how was it? Wasn’t it soul-stirring and bone-deep?”

Her voice was melodious, with a faint huskiness that seemed somewhat sultry and seductive.

Warm breezes circulated in the wooden house, as if that wind still retained an intoxicating fragrance.

Something had happened before this, but she didn’t dream of that—only the most crucial part.

She had been flirting with Qin Jianglan for so long and finally slept with him. Clearly, before this, he had lost control under her seduction and done everything with her, but his talent was exceptional, while her body was too weak, causing her to fall asleep directly. When she woke up, this guy had become cold again and was sitting over there, not even responding when she called him.

She had thought he would change his attitude toward her. Who knew he would now have this appearance of turning his back after eating the meat—it made her grit her teeth.

Her clothes had been stripped clean, and now she wasn’t putting them on either. She held the red gauze garment in front to slightly cover herself, walked to Qin Jianglan’s side like that, and directly covered his head with the clothing. Immediately after, she sat in his lap, clinging tightly to him.

She had done this action before. Every time she wanted to get close to him, she would feel a barrier blocking her, preventing her from touching Qin Jianglan. But now, that barrier doesn’t exist.

Tch, fake propriety.

“Qin Jianglan…” He ignored her, but she continued talking to herself.

“Are you secretly reciting sutras?”

“Definitely.”

Asking and answering herself.

“Heart-calming incantations?” She placed her hand on his chest, then giggled. “Stop pretending. Look at your heartbeat—thump, thump, it’s so loud.”

“Comfortable or not?” she asked softly. “You’ve never hidden it before, have you?” Her hand reached inside his clothes, her breath like orchids. “Want to… do it again?”

After saying so much, Qin Jianglan hadn’t even opened his eyes. Su Zhuyi wouldn’t be discouraged either. She just smiled lewdly. “Or did you secretly do it several more times yourself after I passed out?”

One hand caressed her waist as she frowned. “My waist is so sore.”

“That place still hurts, too.”

Her legs moved slightly, then Su Zhuyi was somewhat stunned and laughed again. “You cleaned me up?”

She felt no discomfort—clean and tidy. It could only be that Qin Jianglan had taken care of it.

Perhaps her words were too explicit. Qin Jianglan finally opened his eyes. He awakened from his meditative state and originally wanted to directly throw her aside, but unexpectedly, through that thin red gauze garment, seeing that snow-white body, he suddenly felt somewhat heated again.

The heart-calming incantations just now were recited in vain.

Seeing him move, Su Zhuyi knew he probably wanted to throw her away again, so she directly clung to him like an octopus. Through the red gauze, she kissed his lips. She wasn’t gentle at all, viciously taking a bite as if to vent her frustration, nearly biting his lip.

Through a layer of soft red gauze, his body wasn’t so cold anymore.

His expression also seemed less cold. The proud pine tree in the snow on the high mountain also became sultry and amorous because of the evening glow at the horizon, as if rouge had been applied even to the pine tree. She had originally bitten down viciously and even smelled a faint bloody scent. It seemed Qin Jianglan had neither set up a barrier nor used spiritual energy shields. Su Zhuyi thought that the current Qin Jianglan was completely unguarded against her, so could she kill him?

She had a trace of spiritual energy in her body.

Because just before, she had successfully seduced Qin Jianglan. Qin Jianglan had high cultivation and good aptitude, and had never been intimate before. His yang essence was of great benefit to her. Her meridians were severed and originally couldn’t absorb spiritual energy, but she had a Liuguang Mirror hidden in her body that could condense that weak spiritual energy within the mirror. Now, with Qin Jianglan completely unguarded against her, could she kill him?

Definitely not—she was just thinking about it.

As long as the other party had a thought, a single glance could easily kill her.

Moreover, if he died, what she would eat and drink, and how to get down from the tree would all be problems. So, better forget it. Because she was thinking about problems, Su Zhuyi’s actions became slightly gentler. She nestled languidly in his embrace, leaning sideways against his chest, one hand domineeringly pressing his head down while she raised her head to kiss him.

That position was somewhat tiring. Before long, Su Zhuyi was exhausted and found it boring. Her body slid down, landing on the wooden floor, her head pillowed on his legs. Then she giggled, turned over, and climbed up, smiling sweetly: “Still pretending!”

You react, yet you’re still pretending! She reached out to grab, and Qin Jianglan finally moved. He gently blew a breath, and that red gauze skirt wrapped around her, then rolled her up and tossed her onto the bed. Immediately after, Qin Jianglan stood up and walked out of the Wangtian Tree.

The Wangtian Tree had a barrier. She knew he had gone out but didn’t know exactly where he went, since she was now pinned to the bed. She pouted, first cursing for a long time, then later smacking her lips to savor the taste, only feeling the flavor lingering intoxicatingly, as if the fragrance remained on her lips and teeth.

That dream scene made Su Zhuyi’s face flush with rosy clouds. She unconsciously twisted and gently shook her head, smacking her lips.

Qin Jianglan’s hand was still covering her eyes.

He felt her eyelashes trembling, as if she was about to wake up.

He had used a spirit-calming method, yet she was about to wake up so soon. Qin Jianglan saw the gradually approaching Longquan Sword, his gaze somewhat dark and unclear. He moved his hand from Su Zhuyi’s eyes, waiting for her to wake up, but saw her only turn over, then place her hand beside her cheek, nuzzle her head, and continue sleeping. His hand was pressed under her cheek.

He couldn’t bear to withdraw his hand and gently touched her face with his fingers, yet worried she might be uncomfortable sleeping like this.

While hesitating, he suddenly felt a soft little tongue lick across his palm. Qin Jianglan was stunned, his whole body stiffening.

She wasn’t dreaming of eating, was she?

He couldn’t help but smile, his long lashes fluttering, cutting through the gentle breeze. His palm still had slight dampness and warmth. His whole body was cold, but the place she had licked seemed to burn like fire.

…

The Songfeng Sword flew for half an hour, reaching Qinghe’s location.

Qin Jianglan had impressions of this place.

Su Zhuyi had lived nearby in her childhood. Back then, he had also discovered Su Zhuyi and the others near Qilian Mountain.

Qinghe was deep underground at the bottom of a cliff. Seeing this, Qin Jianglan frowned slightly and directed the Songfeng Sword to fly down.

There was a seal here, but it had already been broken. However, traces of the seal’s existence remained below, along with dense, murderous, and evil qi. Presumably, the Longquan Sword had originally been suppressed here—this was the Longquan Sword’s burial ground.

When he flew down, he heard a roar. Qinghe was kneeling in front of Luo Ying’s remains, his back against the mountain wall.

He held a gray bone nail in his hand, with white candles arranged in a formation in front of him.

Qinghe had made soul-devouring bone nails from the bones of people killed by the Longquan Sword. He planned to nail himself to death on the mountain wall. How much willpower would it take to resist the Longquan Sword while nailing oneself?

“You won’t necessarily succeed.” Qin Jianglan didn’t speak at absolutely. He knew clearly that Qinghe couldn’t persist much longer—that towering black qi was enough to explain everything.

“Roar.” The answer was a beast-like roar.

The Liuguang Mirror beside Qin Jianglan trembled slightly. The next moment, that mirror surface suddenly emitted a brilliant white light.

Chapter 125: King of Hell
The Liuguang Mirror shot out dazzling light, but it was merely a beam of light.

Under that illumination, even Qinghe felt somewhat blinded. He even turned his head with difficulty and glanced at Qin Jianglan. Those eyes were filled with pain, with black qi swirling within them, forming whirlpools in his eyes.

“Get lost.” After a furious roar, Qinghe finally made human sounds.

His consciousness was blurred, and his body had already been punctured with several holes. Black qi leaked out along the white bone nails, as if his body was deflating. There were also threads of foul blood mixed in, slowly soaking into the bones.

Qinghe’s physical body had merged with the Longquan Sword. So, although he was a human-shaped sword, he still had flesh and blood, just completely different from normal people. He had been thinking all these years about what would happen if he couldn’t control himself someday, and had also thought about perishing together with the Longquan Sword. Therefore, he had made preparations early on, only he hadn’t expected this day to come so suddenly.

Yet when this day arrived, Qinghe discovered that destroying the Longquan Sword was truly very difficult.

Even though he was a descendant of swordsmiths.

He still couldn’t control himself and would kill his master and slaughter fellow disciples. Now, wanting to nail himself to death, he was already somewhat powerless. In that instant, he even thought there was no need to persist.

What did chaos in the world have to do with him?

After all, Master was already dead.

If he was replaced by the vicious Longquan Sword and became a weapon that only knew slaughter, what did it matter if he bathed the world in blood?

After all, Master was gone.

Although such thoughts flashed by, Qinghe’s gaze fell on Luo Ying’s corpse before him, and his energy seemed to concentrate again: “What you protected, I don’t want to destroy.”

Luo Ying, I can only do my best. Not as master, just Luo Ying.

Without the barrier of generational differences, she was just Luo Ying, his beloved.

Using force in his hand, he pressed the bone nail down bit by bit. The intense pain made his body tremble, the hand gripping the bone nail shook incessantly, and his throat issued continuous roars. He turned his head to look at Qin Jianglan, saw he hadn’t left yet, and squeezed out another sound—still just one word: “Leave.”

He recognized this person—his junior sister’s beloved. She had hung his portrait on the pine tree at her door with a monument beneath it. This person also had something strange about him and didn’t seem like a living person, but he couldn’t see through him either. While he could barely control himself, he didn’t want to hurt him.

After all, he had already lost Luo Ying and didn’t hope for Su Zhuyi to lose this man too. He hadn’t been able to stay with his beloved—he hoped she could.

“Luo Ying’s soul hasn’t completely dissipated.” Qin Jianglan grasped the mirror in his hand. “Her soul is now weak and residing in the Sword Heart Stone.”

The Sword Heart Stone was on Su Zhuyi’s body. However, Qin Jianglan had enveloped Su Zhuyi with a spiritual energy barrier. The resentment and evil qi here were too dense, and the bloody smell was heavy. He didn’t want to affect her. Moreover, if the vitality of a living person entered, the Longquan Sword’s consciousness would strengthen, making it even harder for Qinghe to control.

So he hadn’t let Su Zhuyi show herself.

The Sword Heart Stone inherited sword intent and will, and also contained remnant soul thoughts of past ancestors, but that didn’t have human souls inside—just wisps of consciousness and sword qi. After people perished, their souls would dissipate between heaven and earth unless refined into soul weapons. But even if refined into soul weapons, it only slowed the dissipation speed—they would still eventually disappear…

With Master’s soul being so weak, once fallen, it would certainly dissipate without a trace. What merged into the Sword Heart Stone would probably only be a wisp of remnant thought, not even consciousness.

But he just said Luo Ying’s soul was in the Sword Heart Stone?

“In the Sword Heart Stone, it will also dissipate, just at a slower speed.” Qin Jianglan paused. “But there’s one place where souls not only won’t disappear but will slowly strengthen.”

“Where?”

“The City of the Dead.” His gaze was cold and deep. “The True Spirit Realm within the Liuguang Mirror.”

He had once felt dead as ash, yet nearly mad with obsession. The vitality in his body had surged out madly in that instant, nourishing the dead spirits in the True Spirit Realm. His consciousness seemed to separate from his body, seeing people in the distant city move, using his vitality as nourishment to live in the city. He had almost become like them.

Making the dead spirits realize they were dead, thus generating resentment, causing the Liuguang Mirror to be dominated by towering resentment and become a demonic artifact, cutting off its path to becoming a dao artifact—only then could it recognize a master. After recognizing a master, one could freely control the Liuguang Mirror and leave it. This was what that already-vanished remnant soul from the True Immortal Realm had told him.

But Qin Jianglan understood that the countless dead spirits in the True Spirit Realm each had profound cultivation and powerful strength. If it truly became a demonic artifact, that towering resentment could directly devour him completely, leaving him without consciousness, becoming similar to the out-of-control Longquan Sword. The Liuguang Mirror would then have the same nature as the Longquan Sword, with the only difference probably being that the Liuguang Mirror was stronger than the Longquan Sword.

Similarly, the Liuguang Mirror wholeheartedly wanted to become a dao artifact—how could it so easily become a demonic artifact? If it were to truly become a demonic artifact, it could have completely become one when devouring the True Spirit Realm. Yet the Liuguang Mirror imprisoned the beings of the True Spirit Realm, saying they were dead, but they were completely unaware and could live anew by absorbing his vitality.

Thousands and tens of thousands of years had passed, and these people still existed. Their souls had never disappeared and could still survive within the Liuguang Mirror.

It was close to becoming a dao artifact, but not through temporal regression or changing fate. Even returning to the past, one still struggled within the Heavenly Dao—how could changing fate truly count? Making good people bad, living people die, dead people live? Important historical figures couldn’t be changed, or they’d be struck by heavenly lightning?

Qin Jianglan had always thought this way, so he had even placed a Zhuxin Curse on Su Zhuyi, fearing that upon rebirth, she would immediately kill the famous Su Qingxun, thus bringing divine punishment.

Divine punishment did indeed exist, but that was an illusion given to people by the Heavenly Dao. Perhaps there was indeed a tiny bit of that reason, but it wasn’t the key.

Everyone was a tiny, dust-like existence within the Heavenly Dao.

To it, there truly wasn’t anyone irreplaceable. That period we once lived through, that segment of history, to us, was extremely important. Yet heaven and earth had experienced millions of years. Changes to certain people in such a small segment of time—was that truly breaking the dao? Would it care?

You think it would care, but actually, it doesn’t.

Thinking of yourself as the world’s number one, irreplaceable—actually, under its guidance, there would still be new sword dao supremes, new number ones in the world.

Perhaps the Liuguang Mirror had attempted countless temporal regressions and failed at defying heaven to change fate. Finally, the Liuguang Mirror itself realized this point, so it preserved the sacrificial True Spirit Realm, using all its power.

Any living being, after perishing, would have their soul dissipate between heaven and earth.

The Liuguang Mirror wanted to break the dao—this was where it would start.

Thanks to Su Zhuyi’s influence, Qin Jianglan had read many mortal storybooks. Many mortals believed good was rewarded with good and evil with evil—if one committed many evils in life, even if they weren’t dealt with while alive, they would be severely punished after death, reincarnating as beasts in the next life. This was many mortals’ faith. But actually, death was just death. Once the soul dissipated, there was no next life, no reincarnation.

But what if a true underworld appeared?

After living beings died, souls would no longer disappear between heaven and earth but enter cities where the dead lived, even able to be reborn. The good would have smooth lives, the evil would have rough fates filled with suffering.

This was the dao the Liuguang Mirror wanted—it could be called the Reincarnation Dao. Not breaking the Heavenly Dao to become a dao artifact, but being able to supplement the Heavenly Dao’s shortcomings and coexist with it.

Qin Jianglan realized this point.

So finally, he left the Liuguang Mirror.

“Luo Ying can live in the City of the Dead.” Qin Jianglan looked at Qinghe. “You can too.”

“While you still have consciousness, voluntarily sacrifice to the Liuguang Mirror. You can continuously provide vitality to the world within the Liuguang Mirror. With your current strength, you should be able to persist for a long time.”

“Why should I trust you?” Qinghe’s gaze was cold and sinister.

Qin Jianglan said indifferently: “You have no choice.”

After a slight pause, his tone softened: “I am your junior sister’s man.”

Qinghe’s hand tightly gripping the bone nail, loosened slightly. He looked at the mirror behind Qin Jianglan: “This mirror alone can subdue the Longquan Sword?”

If he were to sacrifice voluntarily, he was currently the Longquan Sword—this mirror would have to be able to devour him.

“Try it and you’ll know.”

“Good!” Qinghe didn’t hesitate much. He also had no time to hesitate.

He followed Qin Jianglan, reciting the sacrificial incantations sentence by sentence, placing his hand covered in foul blood and surrounded by black qi on that ancient mirror. While chanting, his whole body hurt as if being torn apart. The Longquan Sword struggled desperately. Just when he was about to be unable to hold on, a hand gently pressed on his shoulder.

An ice-cold hand with bone-piercing coldness. This was Qin Jianglan’s hand. The moment their bodies made contact, Qinghe’s eyes flew open: “You!”

Are you already dead? He was slightly shocked but had no energy to care about others. After finishing the last sentence, Qinghe felt that the mirror surface burst forth with dazzling light again. His body seemed to be dragged by tremendous force, and in that instant, he also completely lost control of his body. The Longquan Sword vibrated desperately, trying to break free from that enormous binding force. Though he lost control, his consciousness instead became clear—he could only watch the Longquan Sword struggle, as if freed from bodily constraints, floating outside as a cold observer.

Was the mirror devouring the Longquan Sword?

Or would the Longquan Sword shatter the mirror? Seeing even a crack appear on the mirror surface, he thought the Longquan Sword was so powerful that the mirror would surely fail.

But unexpectedly, the next moment, his body suddenly sank heavily, as if falling into an endless abyss.

“Luo Ying…”

Qin Jianglan grasped the Liuguang Mirror in his hand. There was a crack on the mirror surface, but moments later, the crack disappeared.

“Luo Ying will also go in.” He gently rubbed the mirror surface with his finger, then sent Luo Ying’s remains into the mirror as well. After completing all this, Qin Jianglan put the Liuguang Mirror back in his embrace.

Chapter 126: Judge
Qin Jianglan was the first person to actively sacrifice himself to the Liuguang Mirror, and he, at the critical moment between life and death, also understood the path the Liuguang Mirror wanted to take. That mirror no longer possessed spiritual intelligence—it had nearly exhausted all its primordial spirit power in its final act to seal the True Spirit Realm.

So it wouldn’t teach him what to do. Only when he comprehended it himself did he trigger that trace of weak divine consciousness that had been slumbering within the Liuguang Mirror. He had gained control of the Liuguang Mirror, but only temporarily. The current Qin Jianglan was not yet the true master of the Liuguang Mirror.

He had to find a way to help the Liuguang Mirror achieve its wish. For the Liuguang Mirror, for Su Zhuyi, this reborn one whom Heaven’s Dao would not tolerate, and perhaps for himself as well.

Qinghe was the second to actively offer sacrifice to the Liuguang Mirror.

What the Liuguang Mirror needed was life force. Although Qinghe was the Longquan Sword, filled with murderous energy, he was ultimately one who had merged with the sword—he was alive. After entering, he could provide vitality to the world within the Liuguang Mirror. With his powerful strength, he could persist for a very long time. Most importantly, with the Liuguang Mirror now under his control, Qinghe would not dissipate or lose his memories.

For Qinghe, who was controlled by the evil sword, staying within the Liuguang Mirror was far better than remaining in the outside world. Those powers he couldn’t control would instead become the driving force supporting the world within the Liuguang Mirror.

Qin Jianglan put away the Liuguang Mirror and returned to the Songfeng Sword, carrying the still-sleeping Su Zhuyi back to Luoxue Peak of the Gujian Sect.

His hand gently caressed her hair, fingers threading through the dark strands, combing downward bit by bit, then lightly massaging her head to help her sleep more comfortably.

Qin Jianglan sat beside her, his gaze tender. He didn’t even need to control the Songfeng Sword.

The Songfeng Sword was an immortal sword with a sword spirit—it could fly by itself.

Songfeng Sword: “…”

At least it wasn’t directionally challenged.

Before long, Qin Jianglan brought Su Zhuyi back to the Gujian Sect. In his previous life, he had been the Master of Yunxiao Sect, leader of the Righteous Path, bearing the responsibility of an entire sect, even the whole world. Preserving Su Zhuyi’s life had already defied all conventions.

This time, he had warned his former master, but no longer wished to bear that previous identity.

So he returned to the Gujian Sect.

Although the Gujian Sect had lost many people and even their sect leader had perished, life had to go on. When they returned, the disciples with lighter injuries were all busy working.

Luoxue Peak was the foundation and faith of the Gujian Sect. They had sent people to restore it. When Qin Jianglan brought Su Zhuyi back, everything here had already been restored.

Luoxue Peak had been cleaned thoroughly. The accumulated snow was white again, those damaged buildings had been reconstructed, and several disciples had even transplanted a large pine tree, burying it in the big pit in front of Su Zhuyi’s house.

That pine tree grew luxuriantly—who knows from which deep mountain forest they had dug up this ancient pine? Its crown was verdant, even more robust than the pine tree manifested by the Songfeng Sword.

Songfeng Sword: “…”

…

When Su Zhuyi awoke, she found herself lying on a familiar bed. Little Skull and Qin Jianglan sat side by side at the door, with Xiaoxiao lying beside Little Skull.

Xiaoxiao had already opened its eyes. Its body had been sewn up by Little Skull using needles and silk thread. Now it had truly healed together, and under the nourishment of spiritual energy, its hind legs seemed able to move. Once it recovered fully, the threads could probably be removed.

“Those spirit beasts on Luoxue Peak, hmph, I don’t even want to bother with them anymore,” Little Skull was complaining to his little uncle. “When Big Sister was being bullied, none of them came out. Only Xiaoxiao ran out, and Xiaoxiao is the weakest among them.”

“Spirit beasts, especially high-level ones, are particularly sensitive and can actively avoid danger. Given the situation at that time, if they had come, they would all have died, so they would hide, the farther the better.”

Little Skull thought simply: “But Xiaoxiao came out. Wasn’t it afraid?”

“It was afraid, too, but it wanted to protect Big Sister, just like you and me.”

“Because it wanted to protect, it could overcome fear.” He turned to glance at Little Skull. “Wu’er, Xiaoxiao is very brave.”

Wu’er lowered his head slightly and said in a muffled voice: “Mm, I need to be braver in the future too.” He poked the ground with his finger. “I have the ability, but I didn’t protect them well.”

Su Zhuyi listened with her eyes closed, then sat up in bed. As soon as she moved, both the big and small figures at the door turned to look at her—a handsome man plus a skull head, and a dog that had turned around wagging its tail with its tongue out, then showed terror and tucked its tail. This scene had quite an impact, making her slightly stunned before asking: “How long have I been sleeping?”

That dog—she didn’t dislike it anymore. Of course, this was limited to Xiaoxiao only.

She had once said that if they could all survive, she would not dislike it anymore. Since they were all alive now, she couldn’t go back on her word. Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi glanced at Xiaoxiao, her divine consciousness much gentler than before, and also took a look at Xiaoxiao’s injuries. At that time, it had been cut in half by Qinghe, yet it still crawled to her and gave her a fruit.

Using her divine consciousness to examine the injuries, Su Zhuyi immediately discovered that her spirit had recovered quite well, and her bodily injuries had improved significantly. Given how severely injured she had been, it couldn’t have healed in just two or three days.

Similarly, for Xiaoxiao to recover to seventy or eighty percent from such severe injuries would require at least ten days to half a month, right?

“One month,” Little Skull quickly said. “I’ve been hoping every day for Big Sister to wake up.”

What!

Su Zhuyi was stunned. She had slept for a month? Taking a deep breath, she noticed calming incense burning in the room. Su Zhuyi immediately understood why she had slept so long, and her heart became somewhat anxious: “What about Qinghe?”

How was Qinghe doing?

At this moment, Xiaoxiao looked at Little Skull and whined once, as if talking to him.

Little Skull reacted immediately, quickly wrapping Xiaoxiao in spiritual energy, afraid Big Sister might get angry. But seeing that Big Sister went straight out of the room without scolding Xiaoxiao, he finally breathed a sigh of relief.

Qin Jianglan glanced at Su Zhuyi, then looked down at the space beside him.

Su Zhuyi directly sat down next to him, forming a row with them.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

There was no extra expression on his face, but his heart felt a trace of sweetness. The slight discomfort from her asking about Qinghe upon opening her eyes immediately faded away.

“Qinghe is fine,” Qin Jianglan said in a calm tone. “He’s now inside the Liuguang Mirror.”

His voice was clear and bright, like jade striking jade.

“Ah?” Su Zhuyi was stunned. Qinghe was inside the Liuguang Mirror? Was he dead or alive?

Qin Jianglan briefly explained the information about the Liuguang Mirror to Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi reacted quickly and immediately understood: “So you’re saying the Liuguang Mirror wants to create a cycle of reincarnation? And this would be a supplement to Heaven’s Dao, so if successful, it would be accepted. Then why is it that every time the Liuguang Mirror appears, I feel like I’m about to be struck by lightning?”

“Relying on the Liuguang Mirror for rebirth is indeed going against heaven, so Heaven’s Dao won’t tolerate it.”

“But now, what we need to do is not this.” Qin Jianglan said slowly.

Su Zhuyi had also read secular storybooks, and she had read even more than Qin Jianglan. After pondering for a moment, “You mean establishing a cycle of reincarnation so that primordial spirits won’t directly dissipate into heaven and earth, then survive in the world within the Liuguang Mirror, and even be able to reincarnate?”

“Just like the underworld in storybooks. Those who committed many evil deeds in life would be punished after death, and those who accumulated virtue and did good deeds in life could be reborn into good circumstances. Isn’t this something those pitiful mortals who were oppressed and couldn’t get revenge came up with to comfort themselves?”

You did evil, I can’t do anything to you, but you’ll suffer punishment in the underworld after death. I lived honestly doing good deeds my whole life—even though my days were hard, I was accumulating blessings for the next life.

For Su Zhuyi, this demoness, she disdained such thinking. After all, she was that kind of greatly evil person. If there was such a cycle of reincarnation, then after her death, she would have no peace—climbing mountains of knives, descending into seas of fire, entering cauldrons of oil…

In her next life, she’d be reborn into the animal realm.

“But I think it’s necessary to exist.” Qin Jianglan pointed to the sky. “The Liuguang Mirror has also realized this point. It seems Heaven’s Dao agrees with it, too.”

“Then how would you judge a person’s deeds in life?” Su Zhuyi asked again.

“Have you forgotten what the Liuguang Mirror is?” When Qin Jianglan said this, he looked at Su Zhuyi with eyes that carried a hint of indulgence.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She inexplicably felt her scalp tingle. Back then, Qin Jianglan on the Wangtian Tree would never give her a good look. After being touched so many times by her divine consciousness in the Liuguang Mirror, had he become a docile little lamb after coming out?

Thinking of the extremely realistic dream she’d had before, Su Zhuyi suddenly wondered—if he cooperated a little, wouldn’t the experience be even more enchanting? She was a bit curious to try. After all, he seemed so powerful now. If they could dual cultivate, she would be the one to benefit. Her body softened, and she unconsciously leaned closer to him. But after getting close, Su Zhuyi felt somewhat cold.

In the dream, his body had been burning hot. When she entwined with him, she could feel his heat, hear his pounding heartbeat, and even touch his hot sweat.

In that dream realm, she had been the one actively seducing, yet she had also been intoxicated, enjoying that pleasurable taste. Now, however, she felt quite a contrast. What exactly was wrong with him now?

She was slightly stunned and stopped her movements, just quietly leaning against his shoulder, listening to him continue.

The Liuguang Mirror was formed from the Quicksand River, existing since the beginning of heaven and earth, like flowing time itself, witnessing the life trajectories of all things in the world. It was precisely for this reason that they could follow the reverse flow of time and be reborn a thousand years ago.

So what a person had done in life was clear at a glance to the Liuguang Mirror.

As for how to judge…

Qin Jianglan paused: “So we still need a judge.”

“Me?” Su Zhuyi’s eyes dimmed slightly as she came back to her senses, pointing at herself.

But Qin Jianglan gave her a light glance, then said nothing. Su Zhuyi also understood the meaning in his eyes.

She understood him quite well.

Right now, he was probably feeling quite disdainful in his heart. With her character, if she were to judge a person’s behavior, it would be: killed well, evil done well, damn right they should be killed, massacre them all!

“So you’re saying, if the Liuguang Mirror truly establishes this cycle of reincarnation, even if we break through the Dao, we can control our destinies? We won’t be constantly struck by lightning, won’t be rejected by Heaven’s Dao, won’t always be pushed by those hands toward a predetermined ending.”

“Mm.” Qin Jianglan nodded.

As long as they succeeded, he wouldn’t remain in this current state of being neither dead nor alive, not within Heaven’s Dao.

Chapter 127: Darling Brother
Su Zhuyi was a reborn one, so she would face many tribulations, especially during her heavenly tribulations. Although she wouldn’t be instantly obliterated by Heaven’s Dao, her path would be far more difficult than others.

Even if she lived smoothly, at the time point when she died in her previous life, the possibility of her dying again was very high, just like Qinghe and Luo Ying. No matter how hard she tried, the changes in results would be minimal. If it weren’t for Qin Jianglan gaining control of the Liuguang Mirror and emerging from within it, Qinghe and Luo Ying should both be gone by now.

Everything she had done at most allowed Luo Ying’s primordial spirit to stay in the Sword Heart Stone for a few more days. And Su Zhuyi wasn’t even clear whether Luo Ying’s primordial spirit had gathered in the Sword Heart Stone in her previous life, since she had no way to find out about these things.

But now, they truly had hope.

Su Zhuyi was very curious about the current Liuguang Mirror.

She wanted to take a look.

“I always thought the Liuguang Mirror was my natal magical treasure.” She frowned. “Originally, my natal magical treasure was…” Saying that her natal magical treasure was a small hoe was too embarrassing to speak of. After thinking, she said, “It was something else, but then the spiritual connection was severed. I thought it had been replaced by the Liuguang Mirror.”

After all, natal magical treasures were very difficult to replace. Since her small hoe had already acknowledged her as master, changing it would require finding materials, setting up arrays, and finding an expert to provide protection—how could the spiritual connection just disappear for no reason?

Qin Jianglan took out the Liuguang Mirror.

The mirror was only palm-sized. The back was bronze-colored, as if covered with dark green moss, while the front was smooth and bright, like a clear water surface that could reflect a person’s features. Since the Liuguang Mirror was formed from the Quicksand River, the back was seaweed and silt, while the front was the clear river surface.

“Your natal magical treasure was too weak. The Liuguang Mirror was inside your body, bringing you rebirth. When it sensed and appeared, causing震荡 and heavenly punishment, it’s reasonable that your natal magical treasure, being too weak, would have its connection severed.”

“Can I hold it and take a look?” Seeing that Qin Jianglan didn’t stop her, Su Zhuyi reached out and gently touched the mirror’s surface.

It was ice-cold, her finger feeling as if it had been dipped in cool water.

Su Zhuyi once again infused her divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror, but unexpectedly, she could still see the situation inside. As her divine consciousness probed within, Su Zhuyi directly discovered Qinghe.

Qinghe…

He was truly remarkable.

After he entered, with him as the center, the area within a thousand li radius was no different from normal heaven and earth. Because that resentment and murderous energy had also transformed into life force and dissipated, becoming the foundation supporting the operation of the Liuguang Mirror’s world. Therefore, Qinghe’s expression was relatively calm, not as frenzied as before. However, his face was dark as water, looking truly unwell.

“Junior Sister?”

Qinghe sensed a familiar aura. He looked up, coldly gazing at the sky, and said: “Where’s your man?”

Su Zhuyi was stunned. What do you mean by “my man”?

“That Qin Jianglan, who claimed to be your man, made me voluntarily sacrifice myself to enter the Liuguang Mirror. He said Master could also live here…” Speaking of this, Qinghe’s face darkened. He said gloomily: “Where is Master?”

Oh my, you old dog Qin, you claimed to be my man?

“Oh, let me ask.” Su Zhuyi withdrew her divine consciousness and looked sideways at Qin Jianglan, asking him: “Hey, shameless one, can my master live inside? Or did you lie to deceive Qinghe?”

Leaning her body to one side, her breath was fragrant as orchids: “When did you become my man? How come I don’t know?”

Honestly speaking, Qinghe staying in the Liuguang Mirror was indeed better. He easily lost control outside, but inside, he looked much better. Moreover, since the Liuguang Mirror was now under Qin Jianglan’s control, Qinghe wouldn’t lose his memories either. In that case, there was nothing wrong with him staying inside. After all, he was just a lovesick fool who lived for his master. It didn’t matter where he stayed, as long as Luo Ying was there.

If she had been conscious at the time, she might have also chosen to trick Qinghe into the mirror first.

Qin Jianglan didn’t answer Su Zhuyi’s question, just nodded: “She can live in the Liuguang Mirror.” He extended his hand toward Su Zhuyi, asking for the Sword Heart Stone: “The Sword Heart Stone.”

Su Zhuyi’s eyes rolled, and she leaned back, supporting herself with her hands at her sides. Moving her head farther from his, she again had some teasing thoughts: “It’s on me. Come and get it yourself.”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

He slightly raised his hand, a bit of light overflowing from his fingertips, and moved his lips slightly.

Su Zhuyi didn’t hear him make any sound, but instantly discovered she couldn’t move.

He had cast a Body Binding Spell on her.

Reaching her waist, he easily retrieved the Sword Heart Stone. Qin Jianglan glanced at her lightly: “You don’t like me, so why tempt me with words?”

“I don’t like you, so why did you tell Qinghe you were my man?” she challenged.

“He trusts you. I need to gain his trust.” His expression was indifferent, his tone calm.

Saying it this way, it was quite reasonable.

“You used to call me a demoness.” Su Zhuyi raised her eyebrows and laughed lightly. “After living together for so many years, aren’t you used to my seduction yet?”

She lightly licked her lips: “Besides, you’re so handsome with such good stamina—who wouldn’t like that?”

He sat not far in front of her. Su Zhuyi wanted to lift her foot and tease him with her toes, just like she had done on the Wangtian Tree. However, she was under a Body Binding Spell and couldn’t move at all.

“Having a good waist makes people like you?” Little Skull stood up and twisted his waist twice. “Big Sister, is my waist good?”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

Even in front of a child, she didn’t know shame.

Su Zhuyi laughed and said, “Wu’er, your little uncle is bullying me. I can’t move. Come help me break free?” Wu’er was a mountain and river spirit—if spiritual energy washed over, she could regain her freedom.

Unexpectedly, Little Skull shook his head: “I can’t move either.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

If you can’t move, how did you stand up and twist your waist? How are you shaking your head?

Then he covered his eyes with his hands: “Little Uncle said Big Sister made a mistake and needs her bottom spanked, so I shouldn’t look.” His fingers left small gaps, revealing the two green flickering flames in his eye sockets.

“Take Xiaoxiao up the mountain.” Qin Jianglan looked at Little Skull and said.

“Oh, okay.” Although he wanted to keep watching, Little Skull was sensible and nodded. Since Xiaoxiao still couldn’t walk, he extended both hands and lifted Xiaoxiao with spiritual energy, as if holding Xiaoxiao in his arms.

“Don’t you like me more?” Su Zhuyi discovered that Little Skull actually wouldn’t listen to her anymore. During the time she was unconscious, what kind of enchanting potion had Qin Jianglan fed him?

“My waist isn’t good. I need to go up the mountain to practice my waist.” Little Skull answered. After speaking, he went up the mountain with three backward glances…

Qin Jianglan and Little Skull must have just communicated through divine consciousness!

She didn’t know what they had said. Her divine consciousness was weaker than theirs, so she couldn’t hear at all.

Su Zhuyi took a deep breath, not thinking about those messy things: “Come on, release me. I still want to see how the Liuguang Mirror helps Master.”

She saw Qin Jianglan place the Sword Heart Stone on the mirror surface, and then the mirror surface turned into a water surface. The Sword Heart Stone directly merged into the water, just like a stone falling in—it sank straight to the bottom and disappeared in the blink of an eye.

“Send your divine consciousness in.”

Without him saying so, Su Zhuyi also knew to use her divine consciousness to look into the mirror.

She saw that Master’s physical body was already hidden inside the mirror, and the Sword Heart Stone fell onto Master’s body, landing right at her heart, where it remained motionless.

“Then what?”

“Wait!” Qin Jianglan said indifferently: “Let Qinghe go over and wait for her to wake up.”

“Then what?”

“Then you withdraw your divine consciousness, or Qinghe will strike you down.” Qin Jianglan rarely made a joke, but Su Zhuyi didn’t react for a moment: “Huh?”

She saw that Qinghe had already teleported to Luo Ying’s side. He crouched down and placed a kiss on Luo Ying’s forehead.

Then, black energy gathered behind him into a sword, heavily piercing the ground. Without raising his head, his hand gently caressed Luo Ying’s cheek. His eyes were tender, but his voice was cold as he said: “How much longer does Junior Sister want to peep?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

That voice was ice-cold, making her strand of divine consciousness feel as if it had been frozen.

Tch, who the hell wanted to look? Her experience was countless times richer than Qinghe’s—she just knew he was a pitiful fool sitting at Master’s door. If she were Qinghe, she would have won Master over eight hundred years ago.

Shaken by Qinghe’s divine consciousness pressure, Su Zhuyi felt a bit of a headache. Then she felt a pair of hands pressing on her temples, gently massaging, with calming spells softly ringing in her ears. That voice was low and mellow, slightly hoarse, making Su Zhuyi almost lose control.

She thought that in her previous life, she had been beside Qin Jianglan, constantly teasing him day and night.

Now, it seemed to be the reverse.

“Hey? If you’re going to flirt, then flirt, but don’t put a Body Binding Spell on me. Otherwise, how can I cooperate with you…”

She didn’t mind dual cultivating with Qin Jianglan. After all, she had some connections with the Hehuan Sect and knew some techniques for absorbing yang to supplement yin. She would be the one to benefit. As for what Qin Jianglan said about not liking her, so what if he didn’t like her? Whether he liked her or not wasn’t important to her at all.

Moreover, she didn’t feel like she liked him, but she didn’t dislike him anymore either.

She even felt that she had once liked him.

That’s why he kept appearing in her dreams, intimate with her, entwined tenderly.

Qin Jianglan didn’t answer her words, but asked instead: “What are your plans next?” In terms of thick-skinned shamelessness, he couldn’t compare to Su Zhuyi. If he continued talking about these things with her, he would eventually fall into a disadvantage. Better to divert her attention.

Su Zhuyi then said, “Heal my injuries, cultivate properly, practice swordsmanship properly.”

If Luo Ying and Qinghe could live in the Liuguang Mirror, then the heavy stone in her heart would finally settle. She had a character that demanded an eye for an eye—those two from the Yunxiao Sect had to be exposed. She still had the image-recording stone from that time on her. The sect leader had even said he would stand up for her, but unexpectedly, he was gone in the blink of an eye. She didn’t want to let the people from Dong Fushang Sect off either—they had provoked her repeatedly. This time, the large-scale attack on the Gujian Sect by the Demonic Path was inseparably related to the people from the Dong Fushang Sect.

Kill all these people, capture their primordial spirits in the Liuguang Mirror, make them restless even in death, suffer every day, and finally throw them into the animal realm!

The Liuguang Mirror’s cycle of reincarnation hadn’t succeeded yet, but Su Zhuyi was already thinking about using this mirror to lord it over others.

However, to get revenge, she still needed to cultivate properly and practice swordsmanship well. Even Sword Ancestor was reduced to just a sword hilt—she had to help Sword Ancestor recover. As for why she wouldn’t call on Qin Jianglan for revenge, she felt that having Qin Jianglan, a Sword Venerable of Yunxiao Sect, deal with cultivators from Yunxiao Sect was unrealistic.

“Mm, I’ll teach you.”

“Teach me what?”

“Swordsmanship.” He stood up, grasping at space, and the Songfeng Sword was already in his hand.

“Eh, I thought this pine tree was the Songfeng Sword.” Su Zhuyi was puzzled. She hadn’t paid much attention before. The Songfeng Sword had always transformed into a pine tree standing at the front of the house door, so she thought this pine tree was the Songfeng Sword.

Songfeng Sword: “…”

Can we not mention these heartbreaking matters?

“You old dog Qin, if you’re going to teach me swordsmanship, you have to release the Body Binding Spell first!” Su Zhuyi shouted.

“What did you call me?” He sheathed his sword, his aura cold and clear.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes rolled, and she called out sweetly: “Darling brother?”

Qin Jianglan remained silent.

His mood was quite complex. She had forgotten love, yet still constantly teased him.

His heart was like being held in the demoness’s palm—sometimes tight, sometimes loose, up and down.

“Or should I call you Uncle Qin like Little Skull does?”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

He collected his thoughts and thrust a sword toward the void.

Chapter 128: Xirang
Su Zhuyi now had no resistance whatsoever to the Sword Dao.

With Luo Ying and Qinghe both having entered the Liuguang Mirror, even though she had only learned to the second level of the Tianxuan Nine Swords through self-study, with Qin Jianglan here, she no longer needed any other master.

Qin Jianglan taught Su Zhuyi swordsmanship hand by hand. Unlike Qinghe’s rough teaching method from before, Qin Jianglan was very serious and very patient, and similarly, he remained very strict.

However, no matter how strict he was, after Su Zhuyi practiced swordwork seriously and became exhausted all over, in moments when she relaxed, she could always find opportunities to tease him. Sometimes she would put away her sword, grab a tree branch to gesture with, and ask with blinking eyes: “Do you think this sword-holding posture of mine is correct?”

The scene would have been quite beautiful, but Little Skull also wanted to learn swordwork to protect Big Sister, so every time there would be a little skull beside them holding the Zhuying Sword and gesturing along. Although Su Zhuyi was inclined to get handsy, she ultimately didn’t do anything too outrageous in front of a child. Plus, she was genuinely practicing swordwork, so it was just talk—habitual behavior, and she didn’t try to devour anyone.

Qin Jianglan taught seriously, and Su Zhuyi learned seriously. After a month, her injuries completely healed, and Sword Ancestor had also grown back a small section. However, the burned lifespan couldn’t be recovered. Looking at her bone age now, Su Zhuyi was already over five hundred years old. Her appearance was also slightly more mature than before; she had grown taller, her waist was more slender, and her chest was more prominent.

She was quite satisfied with these changes. As for the loss of lifespan, Su Zhuyi didn’t care too much. The higher one’s cultivation, the longer the lifespan. In her previous life, when she was around five hundred years old, her strength was about the same as now.

During this month, Luo Ying awakened in the Liuguang Mirror. Not only her, but the primordial spirits that Qin Jianglan had previously collected also awakened within the Liuguang Mirror. Because some primordial spirits dissipated very quickly, not all the fallen cultivators were ultimately restored—only a portion could manifest human form.

Only two disciples from the Gujian Sect remained.

Sect Leader Duan Linshu was not among them.

The sect leader’s primordial spirit had dissipated.

He had burned his lifespan but it had no effect. When his lamp ran out of oil, he was completely devoured by the Longquan Sword. This was why only two Gujian Sect disciples’ primordial spirits awakened in the Liuguang Mirror—because most people died under Qinghe’s sword and were devoured by the Longquan Sword, leaving them unable to maintain their consciousness. They had already merged with the resentment formed by the countless dead souls in the Longquan Sword and could not be separated.

Qinghe was controlled by the Longquan Sword, and Luo Ying had also experienced the sword’s power, so Luo Ying didn’t blame Qinghe. This surprised Su Zhuyi somewhat.

Besides Luo Ying, Qinghe, and the two Gujian Sect disciples, there were other primordial spirits in the Liuguang Mirror, and they were all from the Demonic Path.

They were the demonic powerhouses from the last attack on the Gujian Sect.

Most of the Demonic Path cultivators died under Qin Jianglan’s sword. A total of over two hundred primordial spirits existed within the Liuguang Mirror. These were all primordial spirits without physical bodies, but in the world of the Liuguang Mirror, even primordial spirits could seemingly touch things.

These two hundred-plus demonic cultivators were all evildoers. Luo Ying, through the Liuguang Mirror, saw all their deeds in life, and then…

Then Qinghe created a Purification Pool. During the day they received punishment, and at night they soaked in the Purification Pool to purify the sins and murderous energy on their bodies.

That Purification Pool had remarkable similarities to the dung pit Qinghe once soaked in. The two Gujian Sect disciples served as assistants to Qinghe and Luo Ying. Order was established in the Liuguang Mirror, but maintaining the operation of that world required a constant source of life force. Although Qinghe was very powerful and could sustain it for a long time, he couldn’t support it indefinitely. So they still needed to find more life force and have it voluntarily sacrifice itself.

“Go find more powerful people, Nascent Soul stage cultivators, and have them sacrifice to the Liuguang Mirror?” Su Zhuyi asked.

“One person doesn’t accomplish much. Like I originally was, I could only allow the people around me to move, and in just over ten years, I forgot half my memories. Although the Liuguang Mirror is now under my control and memories won’t dissipate, even I don’t have enough life force to support the world inside for too long. Even if Nascent Soul stage cultivators voluntarily sacrifice, it would only last about ten years.” Qin Jianglan said this and asked: “Do you know about the Thunder Waste Desert in the south?”

“I know of it.”

However, Su Zhuyi had never been to that place. That desert offered no benefits whatsoever and was a forbidden zone for the living. Even high-level cultivators rarely went there. Although Su Zhuyi was formidable in her previous life, she wasn’t powerful enough to explore the entire cultivation world. She had never entered this southern Thunder Waste Desert.

“There’s an ancient secret realm there.”

Qin Jianglan said in a deep voice.

“The ancient secret realm was originally discovered by a wandering sword cultivator from the Yunxiao Sect. The ancient secret realm was full of dangers. After discovering it, he didn’t force his way in but sent a message to his sect. Yunxiao Sect sent two elders to provide support, but they still couldn’t enter the secret realm. Finally, they simply notified the four major sects, and several great powers studied it together for nearly a hundred years, ultimately determining the conditions needed to open the ancient secret realm.”

“This matter was extremely confidential, with no one else knowing about it.”

“I obtained my Longlin Dagger from that ancient secret realm, along with many other powerful magical treasures.” Qin Jianglan paused here. “On the seventh day of next month, the night of seven stars in alignment, will be when the secret realm opens.”

He looked quietly at Su Zhuyi and said, “Let’s go together.”

“In my previous life at this time, I couldn’t even access these things.” Su Zhuyi smiled, then asked: “Is there a life force inside that can support the Liuguang Mirror for longer?”

“The ancient secret realm contains Xirang. Xirang is endlessly regenerating and never depleting. If it could be brought into the Liuguang Mirror, Qinghe would have it much easier.”

“No wonder.” Su Zhuyi nodded. “Who got that Xirang in the previous life? I never heard about it.”

“No one got it.” Qin Jianglan’s expression darkened. “Xirang dissolves when it encounters Earth. After falling to the ground, it disappears without a trace. I only saw it—no one managed to catch it.”

“Is there anything that can catch Xirang?” Su Zhuyi didn’t understand Xirang. Qin Jianglan thought for a moment: “The Liuguang Mirror itself is a river, so perhaps it could work.”

Qin Jianglan wasn’t certain they could successfully catch the Xirang, but no matter what, he had to try. Xirang was life-giving energy, while his body was mostly filled with death energy, so the Xirang definitely wouldn’t want to approach him.

As soon as he got close, the Xirang would flee without a trace.

If not for this, he wouldn’t want Su Zhuyi to leave Luoxue Peak.

The Qing Gu was a thorn stuck in his heart. He couldn’t let Miaoshe Shiqi appear before Su Zhuyi, couldn’t let Miaoshe Shiqi activate the Qing Gu. Since he couldn’t kill him, Qin Jianglan also wanted to trap Miaoshe Shiqi, making him never able to appear before Su Zhuyi’s eyes.

He had already been to the southern border once this month, but he hadn’t found Miaoshe Shiqi. The cultivation world was too vast—no matter how strong his divine consciousness, he couldn’t detect the entire world. And Qin Jianglan couldn’t leave Su Zhuyi for too long either. What if she ran out by herself and happened to encounter Miaoshe Shiqi right after leaving Gujian Sect?

So, after searching the southern border without finding him, he flew back overnight on his sword.

“Who went from the Gujian Sect in the previous life?” Su Zhuyi didn’t notice the change in Qin Jianglan’s expression and asked again.

“In the previous life at this time, Gujian Sect was also severely weakened because of Qinghe, so it seems only Yi Lian went alone. Yi Lian did gain quite a few benefits. Afterward, he supported the Gujian Sect once again.”

However, at that time Gujian Sect still ranked last among the four major sects. Even until Qin Jianglan’s death, Gujian Sect’s position as the weakest of the four major sects never changed.

Of course, a lean camel is still bigger than a horse. Even as the weakest of the four major sects, it was still much better than other cultivation sects and remained one of the four major sects in people’s hearts. These were all Yi Lian’s achievements.

After Su Zhuyi understood everything clearly, she immediately decided to go. If she was going, she needed to make preparations. She refined many more Straw Man substitutes, prepared lots of pills, and then went into closed-door cultivation. On the fifth day, Elder Yi Lian appeared in a hurry.

“I just received news that the ancient secret realm in Thunder Waste Desert will open the day after tomorrow. Cultivators above the fifth level of the Golden Core stage can go treasure hunting. Quickly make some preparations.” These matters were originally communicated between the sect leaders of major sects. However, Sect Leader Duan’s death was too sudden, and many things weren’t explained in time, so Yi Lian and the others didn’t know. Learning about it only at the last moment before opening, he felt somewhat displeased but couldn’t blame anyone else.

Su Zhuyi agreed. Yi Lian then asked: “That little skull has the aura of mountain and river spirits. Can you let him out for me to see again?”

He was quite obsessed with Little Skull. Even knowing it wasn’t a spirit beast, he remained very curious.

“No.”

“Then remember to bring him to the secret realm.” Yi Lian instructed.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

The next day, Su Zhuyi and Yi Lian’s group took a spirit boat to Thunder Waste Desert.

The Gujian Sect sent more cultivators this time than last time. Yi Lian led the group, along with Elder Mei from Formation Peak. Elder Mei had always been reclusive, and Su Zhuyi had only heard his name but never seen him before. This time on the spirit boat was her first time seeing this elder.

Elder Mei also brought a female disciple who was very beautiful and generous-looking. She wore red fitted clothing with her hair in a high bun tied with a red silk ribbon, looking heroic and spirited.

Su Zhuyi wore a plain white long dress. Since she was the only one left on Luoxue Peak and everyone thought her master, Luo Ying, was completely dead, although she preferred red colors, she couldn’t wear bright red and green now.

She wore a white dress with white flowers, feeling that her colors were quite dull. Seeing someone else dressed in red like a cloud of sunset, she pouted.

Su Zhuyi knew this female disciple, who was also surnamed Mei. They had fought in their previous life—she had been trapped by Lady Mei’s formations and nearly suffered a great loss. Although she wouldn’t go so far as to hate her or seek revenge, Su Zhuyi couldn’t bring herself to be friendly either.

“Junior Sister Su.”

“Senior Sister Mei.”

After the two greeted each other, there was nothing more to say. Su Zhuyi went to stand on the spirit boat. Qin Jianglan concealed his form and stood shoulder to shoulder with her, gazing into the distance.

And to Su Zhuyi’s left was Little Skull. Although she stood there alone, two powerful men were hidden beside her.

It felt like having left and right guardians by her side.

“How about I call you two the Hum-Ha Generals?”

Chapter 129: Desert
A day later, Su Zhuyi and her group arrived at the predetermined location on the outskirts of the Thunder Waste Desert.

They were the last to arrive. By this time, cultivators from other sects had already gathered. Dong Fushang Sect had completely fallen out with Gujian Sect, so someone directly provoked them: “Gujian Sect suffered heavy losses this time and should be resting and recuperating. What are you doing here, stirring up trouble? Now that Yi Lian is in charge of the Gujian Sect, if something happens to you too, the four major cultivation sects might have to become a three-way balance of power.”

Yi Lian didn’t say anything.

The Golden Sparrow on his shoulder chirped a few times, then said: “Gujian Sect may be lacking in other areas, but our disciples are not inferior. We have successors, while your Dong Fushang Sect is facing a generational gap.”

Dong Fushang Sect had originally put great effort into cultivating Dongri Chen, only to have him killed by Su Zhuyi. Now, among their younger generation disciples, there weren’t any outstanding figures. The people they brought this time were all quite old.

“You!”

“Silly bird doesn’t know better.” Yi Lian gently patted the Golden Sparrow’s head, producing a small insect from his hand that the Golden Sparrow immediately snatched and ate.

After eating the insect, the Golden Sparrow continued: “Gujian Sect’s cultivators sacrificed themselves to suppress the Longquan Sword. Has the Dong Fushang Sect finished investigating? Are there still any fish that escaped the net? With elders in the sect colluding with the Demonic Path and harming righteous fellow cultivators, a major incident occurred within a righteous sect. Instead of thoroughly investigating, you’re here stirring up trouble…”

It spread its wings to preen its feathers, then instantly hid behind Yi Lian’s neck and continued: “Even the elders guarding the sect have come out. What if you return to find your headquarters has been raided by the Demonic Path? What would you do then?”

The Longquan evil sword was quite famous in history, and no one present dared claim they could suppress that vicious sword. Therefore, everyone eventually accepted Gujian Sect’s explanation: the evil sword emerged, Qinghe, Luo Ying, and Duan Linshu died trying to suppress it, the Demonic Path took advantage to attack Gujian Sect, and at the critical moment, a Sword Venerable appeared to turn the tide, ultimately allowing Gujian Sect to escape danger.

However, whether that so-called Sword Venerable was truly a Gujian Sect powerhouse was still undetermined.

The problem was that Elder He from Yunxiao Sect insisted that the sword cultivator had used Yunxiao Sect sword techniques, making everyone very curious about the Sword Venerable’s identity.

“Yi Lian, control your bird.” Because the Golden Sparrow had hit their sore spot, the faces of several people from the Dong Fushang Sect didn’t look good. Their sect leader snorted coldly and said no more. His gaze lightly swept over Su Zhuyi before seemingly casually looking away.

Su Zhuyi now felt very confident. Facing the Dong Fushang Sect leader’s gaze, she showed no fear and instead stared back with cold eyes. Such a look was extremely disrespectful to a sect leader and had a hidden, provocative meaning.

Little Skull and Qin Jianglan were hidden beside her, and among all the cultivators present, not one could detect them. Everyone’s strength was inferior to theirs—thinking of dealing with her? Dream on.

However, there was one problem: neither Qin Jianglan nor Little Skull was a person who would actively kill others. So Su Zhuyi didn’t mind the sharp-tongued Golden Sparrow drawing more hatred, and her gaze was quite domineering, like a newborn calf unafraid of tigers.

When the opportunity came, someone would try to deal with her.

If someone wanted to kill her, those two wouldn’t just stand by and watch. Even if they didn’t kill, as long as they could restrain the opponent for a brief moment, she could easily take someone’s life.

With this plan in mind, Su Zhuyi looked at Dong Fushang Sect with somewhat arrogant eyes, as if all the living beings before her were ants, easily crushed.

Just then, the Yunxiao Sect leader spoke.

“Since everyone has arrived, let’s go in first.”

The other sects all had maps, but the Gujian Sect did not.

This matter was originally confidential, known only to sect leaders, and the secret realm’s opening time had only recently been calculated. Sect Leader Duan said nothing before his death—his body and primordial spirit were absorbed by the Longquan Sword, leaving behind no storage magical treasures. Thus Gujian Sect knew nothing about this matter. Yi Lian learned of it two days ago. Dong Fushang Sect had completely fallen out with them, Yunxiao Sect wasn’t friendly to them either, Xundao Sect had good relations with Dong Fushang Sect, while Danhe Sect had decent relations with them. This secret realm expedition was told to him by the Danhe Sect leader. However, there were only five copies of the map in total, jointly drawn by the great powers of each sect years ago, and very difficult to replicate. This resulted in the Gujian Sect having no map and only being able to follow other sects’ cultivators forward.

Fortunately, they didn’t have many people—just four including Su Zhuyi—so entering together with Danhe Sect would be convenient.

“Little Master.” The Yunxiao Sect disciples stood together, over a hundred people. When Su Zhuyi came over, she didn’t look around and didn’t notice that Qin Chuan was among them.

He had reached the fifth level of the Golden Core stage?

How long had it been since he achieved such strength? But after seeing Qin Chuan, Su Zhuyi discovered that although he had broken through to the Golden Core stage, he was only at the second level, not reaching mid-Golden Core. It seemed the cultivation requirement wasn’t strict—quite a few sects had brought outstanding disciples to hunt for treasure.

Seeing Qin Chuan, Su Zhuyi nodded slightly in acknowledgment. From the corner of her eye, she glanced at Qin Jianglan beside her and discovered that although Qin Chuan was created by Heaven’s Dao to replace Qin Jianglan, their appearances were different. Qin Chuan had thick eyebrows and big eyes and could be described as handsome, while Qin Jianglan was much more noble and aloof. Qin Chuan was still a handsome and upright young man, while Qin Jianglan was an exalted immortal descended from heaven.

“Little Master, how have you been lately?” He walked to Su Zhuyi’s side. “I heard you were severely injured.”

After a slight pause, Qin Chuan said, “Please accept my condolences.”

Thinking of how she had lost her master and senior brother, Qin Chuan’s eyes were full of concern.

Qin Jianglan remained expressionless, the ribbons tying his hair gently fluttering.

Su Zhuyi felt a cold wind blow past her side. Just as she was about to speak, she noticed a fragrant breeze, and then Dan Ruyun in white robes with crane patterns quickly walked to her side and grabbed Su Zhuyi’s hand.

“Your Gujian Sect people should come with us later.” Dan Ruyun acted very familiar with Su Zhuyi. She held a map in her hand and waved it at Su Zhuyi twice. “The map is with me.”

Dan Ruyun was very favored in Danhe Sect, which could be seen from the fact that the map was in her hands. She intimately linked arms with Su Zhuyi. “I’m an alchemist with insufficient combat ability. Su Zhuyi, why don’t you come with me? I’ll provide pills and you protect me—how about it?”

Last time, Su Zhuyi had directly drawn her sword and killed Dongri Chen with one strike, which truly shocked Dan Ruyun. She originally greatly admired Qin Chuan for his young age, high cultivation, decent swordsmanship, and heaven-defying talent. Later…

Later, she was completely conquered by Su Zhuyi’s sword technique, feeling that the strike was earth-shaking with amazing momentum, making her admire it greatly. Now, if anyone asked who was the most powerful among the younger generation disciples, Dan Ruyun would directly give Su Zhuyi’s name.

She was also considered heaven’s favored child in everyone’s eyes. Previously, she would never willingly submit to others, but now she was completely convinced by Su Zhuyi. Originally, having just formed her core with unstable cultivation, her sect leader disagreed with her coming. But thinking Su Zhuyi would come, Dan Ruyun pestered until she was allowed to come. Since all sects were bringing outstanding disciples to gain experience, even if cultivation was slightly lacking, everyone turned a blind eye. After all, the cultivation restriction was for safety considerations, not a mandatory requirement on the number of people entering. Since they wanted to bring someone, they just needed to take good care of them.

Dan Ruyun was petite and delicate but had a particularly full chest. When she clung so intimately to Su Zhuyi, Su Zhuyi felt something soft and couldn’t help looking a few more times. She felt somewhat curious—when had her relationship with Dan Ruyun become so good?

In her previous life, Dan Ruyun and Su Qingxun had been like sisters.

Dan Ruyun, who was intimately linking arms with Su Zhuyi, suddenly felt a bit cold.

It was as if a cold wind blew past, making goosebumps rise on her neck. Just then, the Danhe Sect leader called her over. She had wanted to stay with Su Zhuyi, but her back was inexplicably cold. Meeting the sect leader’s summons at just the right time, she released Su Zhuyi’s hand. “This desert is very strange. The markings on the map are said to move too. You must follow us closely later and don’t run around, or you’ll be in trouble if you get lost.” After speaking, she turned to look at Qin Chuan. “Your Yunxiao Sect people are all waiting for you. What are you still doing standing here?”

This Thunder Waste Desert contained many strange and ferocious spirit beasts, and the weather here changed without warning. The more people there were, the more terrible changes would occur, and routes could change at any time. So the five sects wouldn’t enter together but would each have a map and enter separately, finally meeting at the agreed location.

The Gujian Sect’s four people would go with the Danhe Sect. Now, the other sects had already entered, leaving only the Yunxiao Sect. Qin Chuan naturally wouldn’t keep his fellow disciples waiting long. He pursed his lips slightly and said: “Take care.” After speaking, Qin Chuan turned and returned to Yunxiao Sect’s group, advancing into the desert with them.

Qin Jianglan, hidden nearby, remained expressionless. But Dan Ruyun felt that as her words were spoken, the cold wind that seemed to linger in mountain valleys disappeared, and the chill on her body was gone, replaced by a cool breeze.

In this wasteland, even the wind was scorching hot, and spiritual energy barriers couldn’t completely block it. She was covered in sweat, with hair sticking to her face in places. That cool breeze made her whole body comfortable, as if soaking in ice-cold spring water. Only then did Dan Ruyun realize the abnormality around Su Zhuyi.

The Thunder Waste Desert was extremely hot.

Even spiritual energy barriers and spiritual treasures could hardly completely isolate this extreme heat. Without spiritual energy barrier protection, people could be directly sunburned. Rolling in the sand a few times could roast someone. This was why treasure hunters this time had cultivation restrictions above the fifth level of the Golden Core stage. If strength was too low, they couldn’t withstand the heat here and would be sunburned to death after not long in the desert.

Now, except for those Nascent Soul stage powerhouses, Golden Core stage cultivators had all sweated more or less. But Su Zhuyi hadn’t.

Not only had she not sweated, there was also a faint cool aura around her. Just standing beside her, Dan Ruyun had felt the cool breeze.

Did Su Zhuyi have some immortal treasure?

The sect leader was calling her again. Dan Ruyun reluctantly walked back, then couldn’t help asking: “Do you have some cooling treasure?”

Su Zhuyi smiled calmly: “Frost Sword Intent.”

From the corner of her eye, she glanced at the ice-cold Qin Jianglan. Su Zhuyi found him particularly pleasing to the eye at this moment. She heard it would get hotter the deeper they went—staying close to Qin Jianglan would save her quite a bit of spiritual energy.

Gujian Sect practiced the Tianxuan Nine Swords, but sword intent wasn’t necessarily Frost Sword Intent. However, both Luo Ying and Qinghe from Luoxue Peak had Frost Sword Intent. Now that Su Zhuyi said she also had it, Dan Ruyun somewhat believed it and felt somewhat regretful. People who comprehended Frost Sword Intent would indeed tend to be cold themselves—both Luo Ying and Qinghe were like this. This wasn’t something any treasure could achieve.

She repeatedly instructed Su Zhuyi to keep up with the group before reluctantly returning to the sect leader’s side, handing the map back as well.

An elder from Danhe Sect was talking with Yi Lian, generally saying this desert was full of dangers and asking their four people to walk among Danhe Sect’s cultivators to avoid getting lost.

Yi Lian naturally agreed, and then Su Zhuyi entered the desert together with Danhe Sect’s cultivators.

Chapter 130: Nine Stars
On the map, the entire desert was divided into nine sections.

“This desert has strong sandstorms, and each area moves with the sandstorms. The entrance to the ancient secret realm is within this section.” Elder Zhou Li from Danhe Sect held a rolled map in his hand, pointing to a circular area on the map. “This map only roughly copies the general layout and cannot move according to patterns, so it’s not very useful. But I’ll still explain some of the markings on the map to you. If you accidentally get separated, you’ll at least understand which area you’re in.”

Flying was forbidden in the desert. Once airborne, it would easily trigger lightning and sandstorms, which was why this place was called Thunder Waste Desert. Everyone here was a powerful cultivator, but in Thunder Waste Desert, they had to honestly and obediently walk forward on their own two legs.

“It’s said that this place is arranged according to the Nine Palace Flying Stars pattern. The flying star trajectory starts from the central palace, then moves according to the Luoshu numerical sequence, therefore…”

Zhou Li pointed and drew a route on the map. The first star was called One White Greedy Wolf Star, the second star was called Two Black Giant Gate Star, the third star was called Three Green Wealth Storage Star, the fourth star was called Four Green Literary Star, the fifth star was called Five Yellow Integrity Star, the sixth star was Six White Military Star, the seventh star was called Seven Red Army Breaking Star, the eighth star was called Eight White Left Assistant Star, and the ninth star was called Nine Purple Right Assistant Star. After introducing all nine stars, Zhou Li then pointed to a visible cluster of shrubs on the map: “We are currently here. Four Star Literary Star, Zhen trigram, wood element.”

“The place we’re going is here, Nine Purple Right Assistant Star, Li trigram, fire element. It will be even hotter there. Even late Golden Core stage cultivators will find it quite difficult to endure. You should keep an eye on these two young people when the time comes.”

When he reached this point, Zhou Li suddenly realized that the surroundings seemed somewhat different.

He had been to Thunder Waste Desert before. Every time he entered, he had to tightly lock himself with spiritual energy barriers. Even so, he could feel heat waves hitting his face. Although it wouldn’t injure him, it was still uncomfortable. However, now he didn’t feel hot at all.

Danhe Sect disciples were also unconsciously crowding this way. Even Dan Ruyun, who had originally stayed by the sect leader’s side and needed constant supervision, had already come over to walk beside them. This made Zhou Li frown slightly before saying, “Gujian Sect cultivators are truly extraordinary in strength. In this Thunder Waste Desert, not only can they keep themselves cool, but they can also create cool breezes around them.”

Su Zhuyi silently glanced at Qin Jianglan ahead. Because there were many people around, Qin Jianglan was no longer walking beside her. After all, everyone just couldn’t see him, but he wasn’t a phantom—he could be touched and felt. When people came over, he had to move aside a bit. As more and more people crowded closer, Qin Jianglan simply rode the Songfeng Sword and flew above her head.

Perhaps because he was flying very low, no lightning appeared.

After walking for about half an hour, Qin Jianglan suddenly transmitted his voice: “A sandstorm is coming. Go west.”

Above their heads was the scorching sun, with not a trace of wind around them. Although Su Zhuyi felt curious, she had never thought to doubt Qin Jianglan. After hearing his words, she instinctively changed direction and headed directly west.

“Su Zhuyi!” Elder Mei saw Su Zhuyi suddenly change direction and called out to her with some concern.

Su Zhuyi then said, “Elder Yi, Elder Mei, we can’t go forward. There’s a sandstorm coming from ahead. This direction is safe.” When she spoke, her voice was loud, and she didn’t avoid the Danhe Sect cultivators. As she pushed forward, she didn’t forget to add: “Elder Yi, you know I have a little companion who can sense heaven and earth very well.”

Yi Lian immediately understood.

Su Zhuyi’s spirit beast—no, that ghostly creature she kept was half a mountain and river spirit. Being sensitive to these things was only natural, so he immediately said to Zhou Li: “Elder Zhou, Little Su’s words are credible.”

Danhe Sect had brought over a hundred cultivators. Zhou Li heard Su Zhuyi’s words, but he was just an elder—the sect leader was the one who made decisions. He was currently communicating with the sect leader through voice transmission when he saw that Su Zhuyi from Gujian Sect was walking very quickly and had already gone quite far. When she moved, not only did the Gujian Sect not stop her, but the remaining three directly followed. Their movement disrupted the Danhe Sect’s formation.

After all, it was cool around Su Zhuyi and her group, so many Danhe Sect cultivators had been walking close to them. When that moving source of coolness changed direction, six or seven disciples had already unconsciously followed before the sect leader gave orders, including Dan Ruyun…

At this moment, the sect leader shouted: “The west is the Kun trigram, the Black Star Giant Gate among the nine stars—extremely inauspicious! Come back!”

Even if there was a sandstorm ahead, they couldn’t go west. The most ominous among the nine star trajectories was the Black Star. Everyone had to avoid the inauspicious stars according to the map changes. Knowing there was an inauspicious star area nearby and still heading there—wasn’t that seeking death?

Sandstorms were certainly terrifying, but despite facing sandstorms, they still had the power to resist. Once they entered an inauspicious star, there would be no return.

The sect leader’s angry shout finally awakened the Danhe Sect disciples, who stopped in their tracks. But despite his shouting, Su Zhuyi, who was walking at the front, still didn’t stop and sped up. Elder Yi Lian weighed the situation briefly in his heart and directly followed.

Elder Mei transmitted his voice, asking: “That’s an inauspicious star!”

“Su Zhuyi is now the only inheritor of Luoxue Peak. How can we let her face danger alone?”

Elder Mei was slightly stunned, then turned and said, “Ruhua, you go with Danhe Sect.” Unexpectedly, after hearing this, Mei Ruhua not only didn’t stop but leaped forward. Her toes touched the quicksand, drawing several beautiful arcs on the ground. Her speed was no slower than Su Zhuyi’s Shadowless Steps technique—she even caught up to the front, leaving only three feet between her and Su Zhuyi.

“There’s an inauspicious star ahead. Su Zhuyi, if you’re being willfully reckless and leading us into danger, I…” She frowned, and her threatening words were cut short, as if suddenly stuck, not knowing what to say to intimidate others.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Just as she turned her head, wanting to mock her a few times, she suddenly heard terrible howling sounds from behind. She saw a giant dragon formed of yellow sand descending from the sky. The dragon was so powerful that it directly swept several unprepared cultivators into the sky. Fortunately, the Danhe Sect powerhouses acted extremely quickly, directly restraining and catching them. But just then, whirlpools appeared one after another on the sandy ground, as if forming funnel after funnel in the desert, trying to suck people into the depths underground.

At this moment, casualties appeared. A pair of golden pincers emerged from one of the funnels, suddenly clamping onto a cultivator and directly shattering his spiritual energy barrier. Under the person’s resistance and his fellow disciples’ help, the pincers didn’t kill him but released their grip and quickly sank back under the quicksand, taking away one of the cultivator’s arms.

“This area is the Green Star, also called Literary Star—it’s an auspicious star. How could this happen?” According to the map markings, the safest among the nine major areas was the Green Star. So they hadn’t encountered any danger along this route, but unexpectedly, even this Green Star had such crises.

…

Seeing the second, third, and fourth giant dragons formed of yellow sand rolling over, Dan Ruyun looked toward the four Gujian Sect members gradually running away and shouted: “If even auspicious stars aren’t auspicious, what’s the point of caring about auspicious or inauspicious stars? Follow them!”

Dan Qingshan gritted his teeth and said, “Follow them!”

After speaking, he billowed his sleeves in the wind, using the power of those yellow sand dragons to push the hundred-plus Danhe Sect cultivators forward at high speed for a long distance, shortening the distance between them and the Gujian Sect cultivators.

There was a stone tablet ahead in the desert.

The tablet was half a person’s height, tilted in the yellow sand, completely black, somewhat whitened by the sun’s exposure, looking quite glaring from afar.

After Su Zhuyi and the others crossed the boundary of that stone tablet, they immediately disappeared without a trace. The Danhe Sect disciples following behind watched them vanish with their own eyes, but at this moment, no one hesitated. One after another, they crossed the stone tablet. Sect Leader Dan Qingshan stayed last, shouting: “Quickly! If we’re too slow, the other side will be a different area.”

The sandstorm areas here changed frequently. Now the Green Star connected to the inauspicious star, but when the time came, crossing the stone tablet would take them to another area. If they got separated because of this, it would be dangerous. Fortunately, he reacted quickly. After stepping past the stone tablet and seeing that all his disciples were there, he finally breathed a sigh of relief. At this time, Dan Qingshan shook the map and saw several red dots appear on it: “Yunxiao Sect is in the White Star, which is the sixth star marked by our predecessors. Dong Fushang Sect is in the Eight Star Left Assistant Star. Xundao Sect is in One White Greedy Wolf Star. They’re all still in auspicious stars. Only we are in an inauspicious star.”

They could see others’ positions, and presumably other sects also knew that Danhe Sect cultivators had entered an inauspicious star—the most inauspicious Black Star Giant Gate among them!

Probably, people from other sects would think Danhe Sect cultivators were completely wiped out. When they reached the ancient secret realm entrance, they probably wouldn’t wait for the appointed time and would enter the ancient secret realm early. But now that they were already in, they could only act according to circumstances and try to bring everyone out of this place alive.

He held the map, wanting to find the boundary with auspicious stars as quickly as possible according to the nine star trajectory. He had planned to pause briefly to let him see the map’s trajectory changes clearly, but unexpectedly, the disciples ahead started moving again. When asked, it was because Gujian Sect had moved.

Dan Qingshan felt a trace of anger in his heart. He had indeed had a solid friendship with former Gujian Sect leader Duan Linshu, so he had shown considerable care for the Gujian Sect. Notifying the Gujian Sect this time was also his idea. Knowing that the Gujian Sect didn’t get along with other sects, he had brought these people into his sect’s group. If they could obtain some good things in the ancient secret realm, he would have done right by Duan Linshu’s spirit. But unexpectedly, his good intentions had attracted several troublemakers who wouldn’t follow orders.

His expression was displeased as he stepped forward quickly, saying: “This place is extremely dangerous. We must avoid rash actions. Let’s wait for the star trajectory to appear on the map, find our direction, and then make plans.”

As if to support Dan Qingshan’s words, the scorching sun overhead suddenly disappeared, and the surroundings instantly became pitch black. However, though the sun above had disappeared, the temperature hadn’t dropped—it was still unbearably hot, even hotter than before.

Dan Qingshan had just exerted force to block the yellow sand dragons, consuming considerable spiritual energy. Now he also felt the heat, with sweat beads on his forehead. But seeing the four Gujian Sect members who seemed unaffected by the extreme heat, Dan Qingshan softened his tone somewhat: “Previously, several late Nascent Soul stage powerhouses entered this area and never came out again—their soul lamps directly extinguished. We don’t know what’s actually in here. Everyone must be careful.”

“There are ghostly creatures here.” At this moment, Su Zhuyi suddenly said.

She was quite skilled at raising corpses. Upon entering, she felt this area was unusual. Little Skull was now hugging her thigh, his jawbone almost shaking off, further confirming Su Zhuyi’s guess.

This area was a natural corpse-raising ground.

She had a considerable understanding of the nine stars. The Giant Gate Star itself attracted yin spirits, so it wasn’t strange for this to be a natural corpse-raising ground. What was strange was that in such extreme heat with intense sun exposure and heavy yang energy, according to common sense, this couldn’t become a corpse-raising ground. What exactly was wrong?

Su Zhuyi was good at thinking. She liked to contemplate and analyze problems.

But today she was too lazy to think.

She looked at Qin Jianglan sitting steadily on the Songfeng Sword and asked: “Hey, you old dog Qin, why did you bring us to an inauspicious star? Could it be that there are some long-lasting primordial spirits in this corpse-raising ground that can be collected into the Liuguang Mirror?”

“How do we go now?”

Everyone’s looking at me!

The surroundings were originally pitch black without light. The cultivators used spells to cast illumination techniques, suspending a six or seven-foot-long small white dragon overhead that emitted a ghostly bright light. With light, everyone felt much more at ease.

Just then, a full moon appeared in the pitch-black sky above. The moon was very large, as if it were very close to them, close enough to reach out and pluck it down. They were standing in the desert, insignificantly small, yet it felt as if they were standing on mountain peaks, just one step away from the moon and stars.

After the moon appeared, some very subtle but bone-chilling sounds emerged in the silent night. White bones appeared one after another in the desert, along with mummified corpses. They crawled out from the sand and moved toward the direction of the living…

Only then did Qin Jianglan say: “They’re all dead things, no primordial spirits.”

No primordial spirits meant they were just ghostly creatures—ghostly creatures without spiritual intelligence. This kind of ghostly creature was only interested in living human flesh and blood. In other words, once they encountered a living human aura, they would pursue relentlessly until the end of time, never stopping until death!

Until the living died, they wouldn’t stop.

Qin Jianglan had come here looking for primordial spirits!

What to do now?

Seeing countless ghostly creatures drilling out from the sand, the Danhe Sect cultivators felt their scalps tingle, but they didn’t panic. Instead, they quickly formed defensive formations. Gujian Sect was skilled in attacks, so at this time, except for Su Zhuyi, the other three had already taken initiative to stand at the outermost perimeter, their sharp swords unsheathed, gleaming with cold light under the moonlight.

“Su Zhuyi, come here!” Mei Ruhua nervously called out in a low voice. Originally, everyone was holding their breath, using spiritual energy barriers to protect their life force, and communicating through divine consciousness transmission. But in her nervousness, Mei Ruhua spoke directly. Even though she lowered her voice, it sounded exceptionally clear in this deathly silent night. Like a flood breaking through a dam, those dead creatures slowly crawling out from the sand suddenly came alive.

They surged toward the source of the sound like a tide.

Chapter 131: Showing Off
The moon above seemed to be bleeding.

With immensely powerful auras, fierce ghostly creatures surged forth like a tidal wave—dense, countless, tens of thousands strong. Those gleaming white bones appeared even more sinister and terrifying under the blood-red moonlight. Here, the Danhe Sect combined with the Gujian Sect totaled just over a hundred people. When struck by that wave of white bones, they were like a lone boat floating in the sea, ready to be devoured and swallowed in the blink of an eye.

This was the ominous star Jumen Star. Now, everyone finally understood why the soul lamps of the seniors who entered this region were extinguished, and they knew exactly what those predecessors had experienced. Perhaps they were now among these endless ghostly creatures, merged as one with them, surging violently toward these living people.

Closer, they could see them getting nearer and nearer…

Little Skull had originally been trembling while hugging Su Zhuyi’s thigh, but now he suddenly raised his head. The Zhuying Sword in his hand traced a sword flower, and his body leaped forward, charging out a zhang distance, slicing the foremost ghostly creature in half with one sword strike…

Little Skull himself was concealed in form, and his Zhuying Sword was merely a faint thin trace, mostly invisible and formless. Therefore, under this moonlight, everyone could see none of his movements, nor notice his sword.

The crowd only saw a ghostly creature in front that inexplicably split into two halves. The separated halves were still moving, but were then trampled into the mud and sand by the subsequent ghostly creatures.

Su Zhuyi saw Qin Jianglan move. He gripped the Qingsong Sword and stood facing the wind. The next moment would be the posture for drawing his sword.

Su Zhuyi immediately raised her hand, and the Broken Sword in her palm shot forth a streak of azure light.

That sword strike cleaved mountains and rivers, split peaks and severed seas. The densely packed skeletal and ghostly creatures before them parted to both sides with rushing sounds, directly carving out a path.

Qin Jianglan reached back with one hand, perfectly grasping Su Zhuyi’s extended hand, pulling her directly into the divided path. His speed was very fast, his hand very cold. The instant Su Zhuyi was grasped by him, she transformed her posture, appearing as if she were soaring through the air on her own. She turned her head slightly, her brow furrowed sternly, and lightly chided the stunned cultivators: “Why aren’t you following?”

Her long hair flew like ink, her figure like a moon goddess. In that moment, under the blood-colored moonlight, among the slowly accumulating white bones, that figure soaring between the bone walls was utterly shocking, yet commanded deep admiration from the heart.

How could she possess such strength!

Why were the cultivators from Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak each more monstrous than the last?

The shock Su Zhuyi gave everyone was too great, momentarily stunning the Danhe Sect cultivators. However, everyone reacted quickly—this was not the time to be dazed. They swiftly followed her forward to escape those ghostly creatures.

Here, Su Zhuyi saw that she had shown off enough. The corner of her mouth curved upward, and she smiled as she turned to follow Qin Jianglan forward. Before long, they saw a stone tablet, but Qin Jianglan didn’t cross over it. Instead, he continued rushing south in the direction of the stone tablet. The cultivators following behind no longer questioned this—even the Danhe Sect Master remained silent, only tightly gripping the map in his hands, his nerves taut. The map showed that beyond the stone tablet was a fortunate star. Originally, he had planned to go to the fortunate star, but now…

Follow her!

Over a hundred people followed Su Zhuyi running forward. After running for two hours, they saw another stone tablet. Then they watched Su Zhuyi cross the stone tablet, and everyone followed without much consideration, one after another. After the Danhe Sect Master crossed over, he swept the map with his divine consciousness, then was directly stunned—they had run to the Purple Star like this?

“Let’s rest and reorganize for a while,” Su Zhuyi announced loudly after stopping.

This was what Qin Jianglan had said, so she simply conveyed it once.

After speaking, Su Zhuyi turned around to discover that the Danhe Sect disciples were drenched in sweat from running, their bodies seemingly able to wring out water. Only now that the rest was announced did they relax. Some male cultivators even loosened their collar openings, while some female cultivators fanned themselves with their hands.

This region was originally the hottest, and they had been running frantically for so long. To maintain their spiritual energy barriers, they had consumed quite a lot of their internal spiritual energy. Now they were reluctant to use spiritual energy to cool themselves, but fortunately, everyone had prepared pills and spiritual springs, which could alleviate some of the scorching heat.

“Those several sects are still waiting at the fortunate star for the stellar orbit to shift, wanting to wait for the safest route to move here.”

The so-called stellar orbit movement meant waiting for a route that would allow the fortunate star to intersect with the secret realm entrance, enabling them to safely reach the secret realm. But now it seemed those several sects still hadn’t waited for it, while their group had arrived first—not only arrived, but without much damage. Only at the very beginning had one cultivator’s arm been severed by a fierce spiritual beast in the desert. Because the severed arm was taken away by that spiritual beast, that disciple’s arm hadn’t grown back, but after returning and recovering with spiritual pills and miraculous medicines for some time, bone reconstruction would be possible.

Unexpectedly, this journey would be so smooth.

Danhe Sect Master Dan Qingshan was somewhat hesitant. He planned to go express his thanks, but thinking of how he had previously scolded them, he felt a bit embarrassed. Just as he was about to go over, Dan Qingshan noticed that Dan Ruyun had already sat down beside Su Zhuyi, chattering incessantly by her side. He thought about it and temporarily didn’t go over, letting the juniors communicate well first.

It was too hot here. He instructed the cultivators who had been arranged earlier to guard the perimeter, then formed an array with other elders in the outer circle, trying to minimize the spiritual energy consumption of the sect disciples and preserve their strength. Seeing that everyone had chosen good resting spots, Dan Qingshan took out the ice lotus he had prepared long ago and set up an array formation with the elders, causing the temperature in this area to drop slightly.

While setting up the array, they were also cultivating and recuperating, replenishing their spiritual energy. Because there were dedicated cultivators keeping watch, Dan Qingshan didn’t extend his divine consciousness to monitor the surroundings. When he completed one cycle of his cultivation method and his spiritual energy recovered slightly, Dan Qingshan opened his eyes and then smiled helplessly.

These few elders had formed a circle, but unexpectedly, these disciples hadn’t scattered within the circle. Instead, they had all crowded together in one place.

Centered around the Gujian Sect disciples, the Danhe Sect cultivators sat around them in an orderly fashion, surrounding them in three inner and outer layers, as if sitting there listening to them preach. He thought about it and also moved closer inward, discovering that it was indeed cooler here. After discussing with the other elders, everyone moved inside…

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She was leaning against Qin Jianglan because his body was cool and refreshing. She couldn’t help but touch him a few times. Being watched by so many righteous cultivators like this, she inexplicably felt a bit…

Exciting?

This was the scene the Yunxiao Sect disciples saw when they entered.

Although they could see from the map that the Danhe Sect and Gujian Sect had already reached the agreed-upon secret realm entrance, they believed that these people had passed through the ominous star to get here and must have suffered heavy losses. If a few survived, that would already be quite good. However, unexpectedly, they looked to be in excellent condition, as if no one had been injured.

In contrast, their force of over two hundred had lost more than half, with only eighty-nine cultivators now reaching the secret realm entrance, including two who were severely wounded.

Most Yunxiao Sect disciples appeared disheveled. Upon seeing the Danhe Sect cultivators, they quickly approached. Dan Qingshan rose to greet them and exchanged a few pleasantries with the Yunxiao Sect Master, speaking vaguely and evasively, glossing over how they had arrived in just one sentence.

The Yunxiao Sect had many casualties among its cultivators, and the disciples’ morale was low. They didn’t get too close to the Danhe Sect disciples, instead sitting in meditation ten zhang away from them. However, the Purple Star was unbearably hot, and many of them were injured. Before long, they were sweating profusely, while the Danhe Sect disciples showed no reaction. Finally, someone couldn’t help but ask: “Could it be that the Danhe Sect fellow Daoists have some wonderful method to resist this region’s scorching heat?”

What wonderful method could there be? They just felt that staying close to the Gujian Sect would be cooler.

Dan Qingshan pointed to the slowly melting ice lotus around them without saying much more.

The Yunxiao Sect had made preparations too, but several elders had perished, making their setup much slower at this time. By the time they had their array formation ready, everyone fell silent again, continuing to conserve energy and wait for other sects to arrive.

Above their heads, the stars slowly moved.

When the seven stars aligned, that would be when the secret realm opened. At that time, regardless of whether other sects had arrived, they would enter the ancient secret realm.

…

Although Su Zhuyi was surrounded by many cultivators in the middle, everyone didn’t sit tightly against her—they were about five feet away from her. Dan Ruyun and the others had originally been close, but after staying close for a while, they felt an eerie chill, as if cold air was seeping up from underground. So everyone unconsciously moved slightly outward. In other words, Su Zhuyi now had some distance from all of them, and her sitting posture was a bit strange—there was a sword inserted behind her, with the blade transformed into a pine tree, and she was leaning against that pine tree.

Those who recognized it knew this was the immortal sword Songfeng Sword she had taken from the Sword Tomb.

The arrival of the Yunxiao Sect disciples didn’t attract Su Zhuyi’s attention—she didn’t even glance in that direction. At this moment, Su Zhuyi was looking up at the sky. Her neck was slender and elegant, gleaming white as jade, its radiance undimmed even by the darkness of night. She appeared to be leaning against the sword, but was leaning against Qin Jianglan’s back. With her neck tilted back, her head rested on his shoulder.

His body was cool and refreshing. Su Zhuyi didn’t even need a spiritual energy barrier to maintain coolness around her body.

“Qin Jianglan.” She moved slightly, her back gently brushing against him. “The stars in the sky are so bright.”

She had also sat at the edge of the tree house on the Wangtian Tree to watch the starry sky. The stars then were about the same as now—equally bright and close, as if she could reach out and pluck them down.

She had once called for Qin Jianglan to watch the stars together, but he had never paid her any attention. Yet now, she was leaning against his back, watching the starry sky here.

“Mm.” Without turning his head, Qin Jianglan could see her slender, graceful neck and feel her body temperature and hair strands—every aspect stirred his heartstrings.

Qin Jianglan’s body was ice-cold, but at this moment, he inexplicably felt a bit hot.

Not his body, but his heart—like the scorching heat of the Purple Star hadn’t affected his physical form, but instead burned like a fire in his heart.

He reached down to the ground and suddenly grabbed a handful of sand.

The sand leaked through his fingers, causing his brow to furrow. When they came last time, they hadn’t been this quick. They had waited less than a quarter-hour at the secret realm entrance before the seven stars above aligned, and then they entered the secret realm.

But now, they had been waiting at the secret realm entrance for a very long time.

Could there be something strange about the surroundings? As if it could draw out the desires deep within people’s hearts and magnify them infinitely?

He thought about it and softly began reciting a heart-calming mantra.

Sweeping his divine consciousness toward the Yunxiao Sect disciples, he discovered that some disciples there were already showing emotional fluctuations, while those on the Danhe Sect side currently showed no abnormalities…

Why hadn’t there been such abnormal reactions last time? Was it because they had stayed for a short time then, or was it that at that time, he had no great obsessions or desires in his heart?

Glancing at Su Zhuyi, who was leaning against him with smug satisfaction, Qin Jianglan suddenly wanted to know whether she had been affected.

What was the desire in her heart now? To dominate the world?

Just then, the seven stars above gradually moved into position, about to align, while the cultivators from Xundao Sect and Dong Fushang Sect still hadn’t arrived. Seeing spiritual energy fluctuations appear at the secret realm entrance, Qin Jianglan directly grabbed Su Zhuyi and stepped across that spiritual energy barrier.

Seeing Su Zhuyi disappear, the Gujian Sect cultivators were startled and also rushed in. Dan Qingshan couldn’t stop them in time, but fortunately, he reacted quickly and finally managed to restrain the disciples who wanted to follow.

“The stellar orbit hasn’t stabilized yet. Going in now will cause trouble. Previously, some seniors tried to get ahead and were directly killed!”

As his words fell, they saw the outermost of the seven stars above shift another section to the left, followed immediately by a thunderous roar from the secret realm entrance.

Chapter 132: Giant
When entering the ancient secret realm entrance, Qin Jianglan grasped Su Zhuyi’s hand.

His body was quite cold, yet the palm touching hers was warm, as if he had cast a technique to heat his hand. After entering the secret realm, Qin Jianglan revealed his form. He hadn’t wanted to show himself before other sects, so he and Little Skull had concealed their auras together. But now that they’d entered the secret realm, he no longer hid his form. As soon as he appeared, Little Skull also emerged. The two stood on Su Zhuyi’s left and right sides, both holding her hands.

Yi Lian and the other two entered to see this scene of three people holding hands.

At first glance, it looked quite heartwarming.

Except that the left side was a skeleton, and the right side was deathly still, making those who followed feel somewhat unsettled. Yi Lian coughed softly, “Everyone’s fine, that’s good.” After speaking, he walked forward, planning to wait at the entrance. After all, the Gujian Sect had no map and didn’t know what was inside. Rashly charging in wouldn’t be appropriate. But after standing there for a while, he saw no sign of anyone else entering. He thought about it, “Could it be that the Danhe Sect is still waiting for the other two sects?”

“No, when we entered, the stellar orbit hadn’t completely aligned yet,” Qin Jianglan said. “This isn’t the true entrance to the secret realm, so waiting here, you won’t be able to wait for them either.”

Though there was deviation, it wouldn’t be too far off. Because he controlled the Liuguang Mirror, Qin Jianglan’s memory had become very clear. Even if he temporarily couldn’t remember something, with the Liuguang Mirror’s help, he could recall it.

This place was not far from the secret realm entrance. He had passed by here last time. That very large footprint-shaped deep impression ahead was the most obvious evidence, perfectly matching the scene in his memory.

“The ancient secret realm is equivalent to a small world.”

Qin Jianglan turned, looking at Yi Lian. “There are many living beings and magical treasures here. It’s not an immortal cave left by ancient powers, but a true small heaven and earth. This place intersects with our world when the seven stars align, using the secret realm entrance as a fulcrum. But after the intersection, it will gradually move away, like two lines that gradually approach each other, converge, then continue to separate. When they meet again next time, after they’ve moved apart for some distance, we can be directly stripped out without needing to find an exit.”

While Qin Jianglan spoke, Su Zhuyi held the Songfeng Sword in her left hand and the Broken Sword in her right, crossing the two blades and spinning them in a circle.

Originally, Mei Ruhua hadn’t reacted immediately, but seeing Su Zhuyi’s action, she understood. She asked, “How far apart do they separate before outsiders like us are actively expelled?”

“Hard to say exactly, probably five to ten years.”

After briefly introducing the ancient secret realm, Qin Jianglan took out a map and handed it to Yi Lian. “We’re going somewhere to find something. There are no spiritual objects or magical treasures there. Following us would just waste your time. Let’s part ways here.”

“This…” Yi Lian hesitated somewhat.

“I’ll be responsible for her safety.”

Little Skull added from the side: “I’ll also protect little sister well.”

Yi Lian nodded and smiled, “Then let’s separate here. I wish you success.” As he spoke, the Golden Sparrow on his shoulder rolled its eyes, occasionally glancing at Qin Jianglan holding Su Zhuyi’s hand, opening its mouth to chuckle.

Qin Jianglan nodded, summoned the Songfeng Sword, and sat with Su Zhuyi on the flying sword, soaring away into the distance.

Outside the secret realm was a desert, but here were rolling mountains, blue skies, and white clouds. The ground had many lakes, large and small, looking like emerald green mirrors. As they flew overhead, they left trail after trail of reflections on the water surface.

Su Zhuyi wasn’t particularly worried about her safety. Years ago, Qin Jianglan had entered here before. How powerful could he have been then? At most, the Nascent Soul stage, yet he survived here. Now that he was so formidable, with Little Skull present too, she didn’t need to worry about her safety at all. Never had any secret realm expedition been this relaxed and pleasant—it was like coming here for sightseeing.

But after flying for a short while, Su Zhuyi suddenly felt the sword body tremble lightly. Her divine consciousness detected no abnormalities. Just as she was about to speak up, Qin Jianglan suddenly covered her mouth.

Seeing his grave expression and Little Skull trembling fearfully, she obediently closed her mouth, holding her breath without making any sound. After a moment, her exposed eyes suddenly widened. A giant with a build as tall as a mountain hill, wielding an axe, walked from a distance. He was about several dozen zhang tall, his hair braided into a queue hanging at his neck. Apart from that, his upper body had no covering whatsoever, while his lower body was wrapped in an animal hide skirt. The hide looked very complete—presumably stripped from an extremely large spiritual beast. As the axe-wielding giant walked, the earth shook and mountains trembled. He stepped out of one big pit after another on the ground. Only now did Su Zhuyi understand where all those lakes had come from.

They were giant footprints filled with rainwater.

The giant was tall. Though his walking speed wasn’t fast, each step covered a great distance. They watched that mountain peak gradually move away until it completely disappeared much later. Su Zhuyi had the weakest cultivation and somewhat doubted her divine consciousness judgment, so only when Little Skull stopped shaking and wasn’t afraid anymore did she feel at ease. Then her eyes rolled, and she stuck out her tongue, lightly licking Qin Jianglan’s palm.

“Something that could be solved with a simple silencing spell,” she said with a smile. “Why did you use your hands?” Her tongue tip drew circles in his palm as Su Zhuyi winked at Qin Jianglan. She saw him release his hand, then take out a handkerchief…

In her previous life, Qin Jianglan also liked to carry a square towel with him. But she saw he didn’t use the handkerchief to wipe his hand. Instead, he put it back, then grabbed Su Zhuyi’s sleeve and gently wiped his palm twice.

“You…”

“This is an ancient secret realm. Legend says that the giant is a descendant of Pangu.” He spoke naturally, as if he hadn’t just wiped his hand on her sleeve.

“This type of giant is very few—only one or two in the entire realm. They’re revered as deities by the living beings here, rarely appear, but their strength is terrifyingly powerful.” Qin Jianglan continued: “I stayed in this secret realm for several years and have a general understanding. With our current strength, as long as we avoid this giant, we won’t encounter much danger here.”

“He won’t actively attack.”

Previously, Qin Jianglan had also encountered a giant passing by. At that time, his strength was somewhat weaker than now. He had stood there holding his breath, watching the giant depart, but hadn’t seen the giant actively attack.

Such giants simply couldn’t notice these tiny living beings, just like when we normally walk on roads, we rarely look at whether there are ants on the ground.

Su Zhuyi nodded. She felt that having Qin Jianglan by her side made her feel especially safe.

Just like six hundred years ago, when he guarded her side and saved her life. Though she was annoyed that he didn’t give her freedom, she had always understood that staying by Qin Jianglan’s side gave her absolute safety. The early years of living in constant fear, where death could come at any moment, had moved far away from her. Even after becoming famous, not everything went smoothly—she had fallen into dangerous situations. Only when staying by his side could she sleep peacefully without worrying about fierce spiritual beasts nearby or surprise attacks.

“He’s so tall…” Little Skull was still in shock. He asked dazedly: “Little sister, am I as tall as his toe?”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

The three sat on the Songfeng Sword. Little Skull took out a kite to fly, while Su Zhuyi meditated to regulate her breathing. After flying forward for some distance, they suddenly heard rumbling sounds from behind.

Qin Jianglan’s expression changed drastically. “That giant is coming back.”

He raised his hand to cast concealment techniques while Su Zhuyi immediately acted to cut Little Skull’s kite string. The severed kite flew farther and farther away. The giant didn’t even look at it, continuing to charge madly in their direction. In the blink of an eye, that great mountain had already reached them.

Little Skull also reacted extremely quickly, covering them with a spiritual energy barrier that made the flying Songfeng Sword instantly vanish from sight.

That giant had been walking slowly before—why was he charging back now? As he ran across the earth, each step created a huge deep pit with scattered rocks and mud flying everywhere. Su Zhuyi had many questions, but she knew that now she couldn’t make even the slightest sound, nor reveal any soul aura. She saw the giant suddenly stop not far ahead, then look around in all directions.

What was he looking for?

Was he looking for them?

Just then, Su Zhuyi felt Qin Jianglan’s hand rest on her shoulder.

That hand was very cold, ice-cold, with an uncomfortable aura seeping from his palm that gradually enveloped her. It was as if her life force was covered by that death qi, making her no different from a zombie or ghost…

At that moment, the giant took a deep breath, creating a powerful suction that uprooted surrounding trees. Then he frowned and roared, swinging his axe at the air!

Though Qin Jianglan protected them, preventing the giant from discovering their presence, the giant swung his axe without seeing anything.

Long ago, Pangu had used the giant axe in his hand to split heaven and earth.

Now, with this axe strike, Su Zhuyi felt a hurricane attacking, directly overturning the small boat formed by the Songfeng Sword. Then the giant’s face showed joy as he reached out to grab space.

Qin Jianglan, Su Zhuyi, and Little Skull were thrown in three different directions. The giant unhesitatingly grabbed toward Su Zhuyi…

Su Zhuyi used her full strength to thrust out the Broken Sword, but it was like a needle lightly pricking the other’s palm—not even a drop of blood emerged. He caught Su Zhuyi…

“Su Zhuyi!” Qin Jianglan steadied himself, becoming one with his sword as he slashed toward the giant’s arm.

“Little sister!”

The giant casually waved his hand, like swatting away flies, directly batting Qin Jianglan away. Blood trickled from the corner of Qin Jianglan’s mouth. At this time, the giant’s nose twitched, and he laughed three times: “So there’s another one.” With that, he directly reached out and caught Qin Jianglan in his hand, too.

His laughter was like rolling thunder, directly breaking several of Little Skull’s bones. If not for being wrapped layer by layer in Silkworm’s silk threads, Little Skull felt his bones would have completely scattered.

After laughing, the giant strode in the opposite direction. His speed was too fast for Little Skull to react.

Little Skull stood dazedly in place. After a moment, tears gushed forth, nearly extinguishing the flame in his eye sockets.

“There’s still, there’s still me, there’s still me…”

There’s still one more!

He didn’t cry for long. As if in just an instant, he stopped crying, the fire in his eyes blazing.

Little Skull wiped his tears, gripped the Zhuying Sword, and chased in the direction the giant had run. That giant was too fast and had no particular aura to track. Little Skull could only follow the footprints. He flew faster and faster, several bones falling from his body unnoticed as he pursued the giant’s footprint direction.

…

Su Zhuyi had been very nervous initially, but she discovered the giant wasn’t harming her. When he caught her, he hadn’t used force on his hands. Instead, he held her carefully, leaving large gaps between his fingers as if afraid of hurting her. When Qin Jianglan was also caught, Su Zhuyi immediately asked, “He doesn’t seem to want to kill us, but what does he mean now?”

“Let’s wait and see.” The giant’s fingers were like tall stone monuments. His five fingers directly formed an array prison that they couldn’t break through momentarily.

“I never encountered this before.” In his previous life, he had never encountered such a situation.

Before long, Qin Jianglan discovered the giant had stopped. Then he opened his palm, extending his hand flat outward.

Su Zhuyi was stunned and nudged Qin Jianglan beside her with her elbow. “Didn’t you say giants were few? Only one or two in the entire realm.”

“You call this one or two?”

Before them, over ten giants stood in a row, tall and short like rolling mountains blocking their way. Through the gaps between their bodies, Su Zhuyi saw what seemed to be a vast, boundless sea in the distance. On the sea, something like huge white lotuses appeared to be floating.

The giants chattered among themselves in a language Su Zhuyi couldn’t understand at all.

The next moment, two fingers carefully extended toward them, wanting to pick her up. Su Zhuyi desperately gripped Qin Jianglan’s hand, not daring to let go.

The giant carefully tried twice, discovering the two little people truly couldn’t be separated. So he frowned, then tossed both of them into the water together.

The force was too great—any spiritual energy barrier completely vanished the instant they hit the water. The moment Su Zhuyi entered the water, she discovered a bubble had appeared around her body.

Though she and Qin Jianglan had been tightly interlocking fingers, they inexplicably separated upon touching the water…

They each stood in a water bubble, slowly sinking.

“Qin Jianglan…” She reached out, wanting to touch the person beside her, but discovered her finger couldn’t pierce that transparent bubble layer. Qin Jianglan’s face was ashen as he continuously slashed at the bubble with his sword.

“Qin Jianglan, calm down a bit.” Su Zhuyi settled her mind. She felt around her surroundings, then asked, “Don’t you feel this bubble is very comfortable?”

Though she was clearly in a bubble with seawater blocked outside, Su Zhuyi felt very comfortable all over, like soaking in a spiritual spring. Her divine consciousness was nourished, her physical body tempered…

It was as if liquid was washing over her body, cleansing her primordial spirit.

Her cultivation instantly improved by one level.

She turned back to see the giants waving at them, all with smiles on their faces. Though she couldn’t understand their language, Su Zhuyi felt they seemed to be… blessing and praying?

Su Zhuyi found it somewhat baffling.

Just then, cold light flashed in Qin Jianglan’s eyes. His hand pressed against the bubble’s transparent barrier, very close to Su Zhuyi—seemingly just one step away.

“Don’t be afraid,” he said. “I saw the same scene through time reversal in the Liuguang Mirror. This is their Rebirth Pond.”

Indeed, there would be no danger. Like cultivators, when giants died, their primordial spirits would also dissipate into heaven and earth. But their strength was too great, their primordial spirits too powerful, so they wouldn’t completely dissipate immediately. Thus, these living giants would go out seeking primordial spirit auras scattered in heaven and earth, bringing them back to the Rebirth Pond for reincarnation.

For unknown reasons, they regarded both Su Zhuyi and him as scattered primordial spirits of their kind, so they captured them for rebirth. This pond water could indeed nourish their primordial spirits without weakening their memories, but they would gestate new bodies in the pond water, eventually becoming members of the giant race and crawling out of the water.

Hearing Qin Jianglan’s explanation, Su Zhuyi first stared blankly, then said: “What about my current physical body? If I become a giant, will I look very ugly?”

They both had physical bodies—how could they be mistaken for primordial spirits?

Why would we both be regarded as scattered primordial spirits of our kind?

Su Zhuyi suddenly thought, “Is it because of the Liuguang Mirror?”

The Liuguang Mirror was the earliest Quicksand River from ancient times. Legend said it was formed from Pangu’s blood when he split heaven and earth. Giants were Pangu’s descendants, so Su Zhuyi and Qin Jianglan, who had long kept the Liuguang Mirror close to their hearts, were both regarded as their kinfolk because of the shared source aura. Was this also why that giant only caught her and Qin Jianglan while ignoring Little Skull?

Su Zhuyi’s eyes immediately brightened. She excitedly patted the bubble wall, placing her hand where Qin Jianglan had positioned his, as if their palms were touching. “If we throw Little Skull in here, could he get a physical body?”

“Probably.” His face seemed like melting ice and snow, with a smile born from the heart blooming like a fragrant flower at the corner of his mouth. Qin Jianglan simultaneously thought that if they could collect this Rebirth Pond into the Liuguang Mirror, the reincarnation path within the Liuguang Mirror should become much more complete.

Unexpectedly, this ancient secret realm journey held such fortune. Of course, the prerequisite was that they could obtain it.

But how could they obtain it?

Chapter 133: I’ll Accompany You
The giants’ Rebirth Pond’s origins were unknown, and whether a portion could be separated and merged into the Liuguang Mirror was also unclear.

All of this could only be determined after communicating and negotiating with them. But now, Qin Jianglan didn’t know how long they would be trapped in these bubbles.

Su Zhuyi also thought of this problem. If they were trapped for too long, what about Little Skull?

“Little Skull wasn’t brought over—he must be scared.”

She had been indifferent toward Little Skull before. Later, Su Zhuyi didn’t feel she had deep feelings for him, but she subconsciously felt Little Skull would be afraid, and she was somewhat worried. “He’s a ghost creature who has already stained his hands with human blood. If he’s separated from us in this ancient secret realm and becomes tainted with malevolent qi, then…”

But now they couldn’t get out either and had no idea what to do.

He thought for a moment, then sent his divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror to explain the array formation method to Qinghe.

Qinghe: “…”

Luo Ying had just fallen asleep and was still weak. Hearing Qin Jianglan’s words, she jerked awake, then nodded in agreement, saying: “We’ll handle it immediately, so Wu’er won’t be too stimulated. When he arrives, comfort him well.”

Qinghe always wore a smile before his master, even inside the Liuguang Mirror. However, his current smile came from the heart because his master had awakened—not only awakened, but her spirit was slowly recovering, and here, there weren’t too many outsiders.

Because he had lost her once, the pain from that time had awakened him.

He no longer wanted to just watch quietly and guard silently.

But he was actually inexperienced too. At this time, he could only change things bit by bit from small details. For instance, now he didn’t call Luo Ying “Master” but called her by name.

The title “Master” made him feel there was a great distance between them.

Stubbornly calling her name, even though she frowned slightly at first, she had now accepted it.

“Luo Ying, Luo Ying…” In his heart, he gently called this name thousands upon thousands of times.

As Luo Ying spoke, she stood up without needing Qinghe’s support. Her complexion was still very pale but much better than before. She no longer slept constantly—her waking hours outnumbered her sleeping ones. Occasionally, she would walk around the Spirit Realm with Qinghe.

These days were peaceful and leisurely. At least she knew her body’s condition was slowly recovering, and she also knew that the malevolent qi on Qinghe was gradually weakening. After entering the Liuguang Mirror and her awakening, Qinghe had confessed everything.

Now she knew everything.

Perhaps much later, he could separate from the Longquan Sword. The Longquan Sword would be destroyed, and her arm would grow back.

That day would surely come. She was full of anticipation for life, and this joyful mood seemed to be something she had never experienced before.

Now she would also worry nervously about Little Skull, so after hearing Qin Jianglan’s words, she stood up directly and urged Qinghe to hurry. Her tone was much more urgent than before, and her voice wasn’t as flat as it used to be.

Qinghe nodded, called over the other two disciples to gather materials, then busied himself alongside Luo Ying.

Since the Liuguang Mirror was under Qin Jianglan’s control, he could see the entire Spirit Realm through his divine consciousness. So wherever needed items were located could be seen directly. It didn’t take long for them to set up the array formation. Once complete, several people formed a circle, waiting for Wu’er’s arrival.

Wu’er ran very fast.

But the giant ran even faster. With one step, he could cover what would take Little Skull an hour to fly.

As the chase grew closer, footprints of all sizes were everywhere—some deep, some shallow. Little Skull felt dizzy looking at them, but he couldn’t give up. He had to keep pursuing.

A giant had captured little uncle and little sister—he had to rescue them!

Just as he couldn’t determine the direction, he suddenly sensed people ahead. Little Skull recognized their clothing—those were people from the Dong Fushang Sect. He originally wanted to rush over for help, but he also knew Dong Fushang Sect wasn’t on good terms with Gujian Sect. Though Little Skull’s actual age wasn’t great, he could sense that Dong Fushang Sect cultivators were unfriendly toward them, having made snide remarks before. Little Skull stood in place for a moment, didn’t approach, and turned to walk in another direction.

But he had run too exhaustedly and hadn’t concealed his aura. He still gripped the immortal sword Zhuying in his hand. Though Zhuying looked like it had no blade, because his emotions were somewhat agitated, the Zhuying in his hand traced a streak of radiance. So when he moved, he was discovered by the Dong Fushang Sect. One person saw the immortal sword in his hand and cried out in shock: “That ghost creature is holding an immortal sword?”

“The blade is short like a dagger, the hilt is rhombus-shaped, and the blade is transparent and formless. Could it be—could it be the legendary Zhuying Sword!”

Dong Fushang Sect wasn’t purely a sword cultivation sect.

But it had cultivators who used swords, and regardless of whether they were sword cultivators, seeing an immortal artifact would make their eyes light up.

A ghost creature wearing clothes and a hat, but with a skeleton head underneath, holding an immortal sword! Unexpectedly, shortly after entering the ancient secret realm, they encountered such fortune.

The Dong Fushang Sect had suffered considerable losses this time. By the time they entered the secret realm, their sect’s cultivators were already half dead and wounded. However, seeing the immortal sword now, many cultivators were reinvigorated and rushed forward, wanting to kill the ghost creature and seize the immortal sword.

Several Nascent Soul stage elders exchanged glances, then flashed to surround Little Skull, sealing him within. One person produced a golden net, throwing it over Little Skull’s head.

To save little sister and little uncle, Little Skull was conserving his spiritual energy because he knew that if he truly found that giant, there would be a fierce battle. So now, he hadn’t even surrounded himself with a spiritual energy barrier.

The large net caught him. He saw someone throw out a talisman that fell on his body, burning him and causing sparks.

“Silkworm silk!”

“There’s silkworm silk wrapped around its bones!”

“Be careful, don’t damage the silkworm silk. Attack its head directly!”

Someone standing behind also said quietly, “That ghost creature? Its aura seems quite clean.”

However, her voice was drowned out in the crowd.

Little Skull stood in place. He had been injured earlier by the giant, and from running non-stop, several bones had broken without his attention. He felt both panicked and afraid—afraid that little sister and little uncle would be harmed by the giant, and afraid of being alone.

Now this group was attacking him without reason.

He was very sad.

He was also very angry.

The flames in his eye sockets suddenly turned deep green. Those two clusters of flames were like phosphorus fire from grave mounds, making the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators feel a tremor of unease.

“This ghost creature…”

“This ghost creature is only now generating malevolent qi?”

“Quick, stop him!”

Massive attacks fell on Little Skull. He didn’t hurt much, but he was very sad and very angry.

He could use spiritual energy to block those attacks.

He could also dodge and run away.

But at this moment, he angrily raised the Zhuying Sword. With one sword, he split open that golden net, then slashed toward the net wielder.

The startling sword light seemed to tear the firmament. The Zhuying Sword was shadowless and formless, but brought a chilling wind.

The Dong Fushang Sect cultivator holding the golden net had his magical treasure destroyed, and his soul was already shaken. His body retreated several steps, and the next moment, he felt a coolness at his brow. The sword light hadn’t arrived, yet his whole body stiffened, unable to move.

Eyes wide with shock, the next moment, he would be split in half.

Death’s shadow loomed overhead. Though drawing and striking with the sword was just an instant, he felt it was incredibly long, as if he had experienced his entire life.

Was he going to die?

Those two ghostly green flames belonged to a fierce ghost creature holding a long sword, come to harvest their lives.

Time stood still. No one could save him.

He desperately activated magical treasures to block, but heard a crack. His most prized life-saving magical treasure shattered lightly. The next to break would be himself. Terror filled his entire body. He wanted to call for help, but couldn’t make a sound.

But at this critical moment, he saw the ghost creature’s body gradually disappear—not only its body but its sword as well. The sword qi paused mid-air, and when it fell on him, most of its force was gone. Even so, the sword qi broke through from his forehead, leaving a hideous wound on his face.

“Ah!” After a scream, he gasped heavily, feeling sweat all over his body as if he’d been pulled from water.

“Elder Ming!”

“I’m fine.” He gritted his teeth against the pain, using spiritual energy to stop the bleeding with difficulty, lowering his voice: “That ghost creature used the Tianxuan Nine Swords.”

“The ghost creature is related to the Gujian Sect?”

…

Little Skull appeared again in the Spirit Realm’s array formation.

However, this time, it was Qinghe who summoned him.

He sat collapsed in the array, malevolent qi still not dissipated from his body. Seeing Qinghe, his eyes still flashed with ghostly green fire, his consciousness somewhat unclear. How, how did he suddenly change locations? He wanted to kill those people—kill, kill, kill them all!

Little Skull stood up and charged toward Qinghe, but Qinghe directly grabbed him, lifting him into the air to meet his eyes.

“What happened?” Qinghe asked sternly with a straight face.

He didn’t have as much dark qi as before, but Little Skull had always been quite afraid of Qinghe. Upon seeing him now, he seemed to come to his senses, trembling as he shrank back, the anger in his heart weakening somewhat.

He was very afraid of Qinghe.

Especially when he had done something wrong. Turning around, he saw Luo Ying beside him and immediately cried: “Big sister, little sister, and little uncle were captured by a giant. I wanted to save them.”

“It’s alright, your little uncle is fine.” Seeing Little Skull cry like this, Luo Ying suddenly felt unable to bear it.

“Fine?”

“Yes, they’re both fine. It was your little uncle who told us the method to find you.” Luo Ying said gently.

She felt somewhat sad and wanted to comfort him, to make him happy.

She didn’t know how to coax people. At this moment, she flipped her wrist, and several snowflakes drifted from her palm. A plum blossom bloomed at her fingertips, followed by butterflies dancing around the petals. This was just simple illusion magic, but Luo Ying’s body hadn’t recovered yet. In Qinghe’s eyes, she should use as little spiritual energy as possible.

Seeing the flowers and butterflies in big sister’s hands, Little Skull’s emotions stabilized somewhat. Learning that little uncle and little sister were fine, he began to continue complaining: “Dong Fushang Sect cultivators wanted to kill me. They, they used nets to catch me and burned me with fire…”

Seeing the small holes burned in Little Skull’s clothes, Qinghe had originally planned to stop Luo Ying from using spiritual energy to coax him, but now he couldn’t bring himself to say it.

His right hand still held Little Skull while his left palm opened, also blooming a flower.

Unfortunately, that flower emitted black qi, making Little Skull shudder again.

Luo Ying glanced at Qinghe and reached out to hug Little Skull. She only had one hand, but hugging Little Skull wouldn’t make her tired. However, Qinghe directly moved aside: “He has malevolent qi. Don’t contact him.”

Luo Ying stared fixedly at Qinghe. “You also have malevolent qi.”

Qinghe’s smile froze on his face. “When his malevolent qi is completely removed, I’ll bring him over for you to hug.”

Qinghe used to listen to Luo Ying very much.

No matter what she said, he would never refuse.

Now, seeing Qinghe’s frozen smile as he turned and walked away, Luo Ying felt somewhat uncomfortable.

At this time, she hadn’t yet understood what that emotion was or where it came from.

Qinghe walked two steps, thinking: “When my malevolent qi is removed, will you hug me too?” He wanted to voice his thoughts, but…

Better to take it slowly. Holding back was a bit difficult.

Qinghe expressionlessly carried Little Skull to the malevolent qi removal pool.

Little Skull immediately kicked his legs frantically: “What is this for? I’m scared.”

Qinghe frowned. He stared at Little Skull for a long time, finally saying coldly: “Don’t be afraid. I’ll accompany you down.”

Little Skull was terrified inside.

“If you accompany me, I’m even more scared…”

Little Skull liked Qinghe, too.

But liking and fear appeared simultaneously on Qinghe—this wasn’t contradictory, was it?

…

Learning that Little Skull had safely entered the Liuguang Mirror, Qin Jianglan also relaxed. He told Su Zhuyi about it, putting her mind at ease too.

Su Zhuyi nodded without saying more. His and Su Zhuyi’s bubbles were very close, but after gradually sinking to the bottom, the bubbles also gradually separated. Their hands that seemed to overlap also gradually moved apart.

Over there, Su Zhuyi finally released her hand and sat cross-legged in the bubble to begin absorbing spiritual energy.

His hand remained pressed against the bubble, not letting go for a long time.

He didn’t know how long he had been standing there. He only noticed that Su Zhuyi, who had been sitting cross-legged, suddenly tilted and leaned to the side, sleeping soundly with a faint smile on her face, as if she were having a beautiful dream.

What was she dreaming about?

The pool bottom was dark without a trace of light.

Qin Jianglan’s consciousness gradually sank. The warm spiritual spring washed over his body, making him gradually relax. His body involuntarily fell down, his eyes closed, as if he too had fallen into a sweet dream.

Chapter 134: Little Giant
The bubble was soft.

Softer and more comfortable than any bed Su Zhuyi had ever slept on.

She felt as if she were lying in warm water, with waves gently washing over her body, tempering her flesh most gently.

She also had a dream.

It was a dream, yet not a dream.

She felt she had experienced her entire life again—before rebirth, after rebirth… Fortunately, she was merely an observer, standing aside watching quietly without being affected by the dream realm. She could even mutter comments: “Was I this ugly as a child?”

“How did I almost die again?”

“So when I first killed someone, I was scared too. My eyes had a fierce glint, but my hands and feet trembled.”

“Exterminated the entire Su family? Hey, this little girl looks pretty good…” Her scumbag father was handsome-looking. No wonder an ordinary mortal could bewitch her mother, and later bewitch a pill refiner’s daughter. Su Zhuyi deeply detested him, but now felt even that hatred had faded. She even thought this scumbag had some redeeming qualities—her enviable beautiful appearance was somewhat related to him after all.

“Oh my, this person stabbed me once! I forgot to take revenge.” The little girl was struggling, sweating from pain all over her head. She stood watching from the side without much emotional turmoil.

“Oh, I didn’t forget—he died at someone else’s hands.”

…

“Did I kill so many dogs?” When slaughtering dogs before, she hadn’t felt there was any problem. Now she naturally wouldn’t feel ashamed either, but somehow felt a bit embarrassed. The nickname “The Dog’s Woe” wasn’t beautiful.

Time rushed by swiftly. In the blink of an eye, she was covered in wounds, on the verge of death. Just as her eyes were about to close completely and her consciousness was about to sink forever into darkness, a green light appeared before her. At that time, she had lost consciousness, but now she knew—Qin Jianglan had come.

The six hundred years on the Wangtian Tree were extremely boring every single day.

But in the dream realm, this period could make the observer smile knowingly.

“Tsk tsk, two naked people falling under the tree together—and he’s still supposed to be a righteous great power!”

Returning to Changning Village from childhood, the events she had experienced reappeared before her eyes. Su Zhuyi watched with laughter, discovering that coming back this time, her life had become rich and colorful, and she had met many different people.

Unlike her previous life, in that life, she was bullied by villagers as a child, then entered Xueluo Sect when slightly older. Xueluo Sect was filled with bloodshed everywhere, so the path she walked in her previous life was full of thorns, and the people she encountered early on were all the same type of villains…

She gradually grew up, took Luo Ying as her master, and entered the Gujian Sect.

She went to the Southern Border, acting chivalrously all the way, spreading Qin Jianglan’s heroic reputation.

She returned to the Gujian Sect and suffered severe trauma. The insect eggs in her body were catalyzed to grow, the Love Gu invaded her body, and her expression was agonized as she called Qin Jianglan’s name over and over again.

That voice was shrill and heart-wrenching.

Su Zhuyi watched the memories cheerfully, and at this moment, though she couldn’t experience the pain of that time or feel those emotions, she was moved by her expression and shocked by her hoarse voice.

She watched Su Zhuyi crying there, finding it somewhat incredible.

So…

There was a Love Gu.

The Giant Clan’s Rebirth Pond could replay one’s entire life. Such power was something a mere Love Gu couldn’t contend with. However, Su Zhuyi believed she had been afflicted with Love Gu. After all, she still trusted Qin Jianglan quite a bit. Regarding what Qin Jianglan said, she felt it had high credibility. Qin Jianglan had no reason to fabricate a Love Gu to deceive her, and she also knew that people afflicted with Love Gu would only lack memories of being cursed—everything else would be completely normal. Memories existed; only emotions were missing, and love was absent.

But she originally felt it didn’t matter. Love Gu was Love Gu—no big deal. Not loving was fine; not loving was normal. After all, she only loved herself.

She had always told herself this. She felt she had the most terrifying persistence in this regard and would never change. However, in these memories, the Su Zhuyi she saw was like this.

Because of the Love Gu’s appearance, because of her helplessness to resist, she was terrified and agonized, calling Qin Jianglan’s name over and over, blood trickling from the corners of her mouth, tears streaming down her face.

How much love this must have been!

She thought, how much love this must have been.

Was this her? She felt it didn’t even look like her anymore. Su Zhuyi was clearly in a dream, but she still subconsciously pressed lightly on her heart, feeling it was empty, as if she had lost many things.

The Love Gu was real.

The love was also real.

Miaoshe Shiqi’s cultivation wasn’t low Nascent Soul stage. The Love Gu he raised was also formidable. Su Zhuyi was currently at the late Golden Core stage. She thought to herself that once she broke through to the Nascent Soul stage, Love Gu probably couldn’t control her anymore. Even if Miaoshe Shiqi appeared before her and activated the Love Gu, it wouldn’t affect her consciousness—she wouldn’t become infatuated with Miaoshe Shiqi.

When her cultivation advanced further, removing the Love Gu wouldn’t be difficult either.

But she was a bit afraid of that version of herself. She had looked at her entire life—there were many times of suffering and hardship, many moments when her life hung by a thread, but in that lifetime, she had never been in such agony, never cried out so heart-wrenchingly, as if her heart had shattered and blood was coughed from her throat. Just one Love Gu had made her, who could calmly handle any predicament, lose all self-control.

Becoming like a fool.

It was hard to imagine she would truly fall in love with Qin Jianglan, and love so deeply. In that case, wouldn’t she have a weakness?

The magnificent Heart-Eating Demoness Su Zhuyi would place her heart with a former enemy?

She slept somewhat restlessly, but her life continued moving forward. Soon, she saw herself entering the ancient secret realm, being captured by the giant, and placed in the Rebirth Pond…

Gentle, soft light appeared around her.

Su Zhuyi opened her eyes and discovered the bubble around her was gone. She was wrapped in something. Touching it with her hand, it was somewhat soft with a very faint, pleasant fragrance. Sweeping with her divine consciousness, Su Zhuyi was stunned—she was actually inside a lotus flower?

She was in the flower bud of a lotus, with petals wrapping around her layer by layer. When she tried to push with her hands, it felt somewhat strenuous.

Just then, she heard voices from outside: “Oh my, why is this rebirth lotus so small?”

That voice was very loud, rumbling like thunder. Su Zhuyi immediately understood it was the giants outside speaking. But after soaking in the Rebirth Pond, she could understand the giants’ language?

“A rebirth lotus that formed a bud in just one year…” This speaker’s voice was gentler, not so deafening, but still sounded like whistling wind.

“So weak. Will she, will she be unable to even push open the rebirth lotus?” The previous person sighed. “Each rebirth causes part of the primordial spirit to scatter into heaven and earth. Each rebirth makes us weaker than before. Each time, some clansmen can never awaken again. We…”

They had thought of many solutions, but primordial spirits disappearing into heaven and earth after death was heavenly fate. Their primordial spirits were too strong and couldn’t be sealed at all. Most importantly, sealed primordial spirits couldn’t enter the Rebirth Pond.

By logic, rebirth giants like them surviving in heaven and earth for millions of years should be extremely powerful and wise.

However, each rebirth caused primordial spirit dissipation and memory loss. Having lived too long also made their memories somewhat confused, so while these remaining giants were still stronger than other living beings, they were no longer wise elders but had become somewhat dull.

“If she can’t push it open, she’ll truly perish, right? We, we only have so few left.”

All living beings in heaven and on earth could reproduce, but they couldn’t.

They had no way to bear offspring—this was a heavenly limitation, just like how every type of living being had specific life characteristics and habits within the Heavenly Dao.

Those tiny living beings maintained their species through massive reproduction.

Those powerful living beings found reproduction much more difficult.

Some lives had very long lifespans and could live hundreds or thousands of years without cultivation. One giant even kept a thousand-year-old turtle.

Some lives couldn’t survive even one day—born at dawn, dead at dusk.

Some flowers could only bloom for an instant, like the epiphyllum, which blooms briefly.

Others could stay green for ten thousand years.

These were all heavenly fates.

While their giant race couldn’t reproduce and could only rely on the Rebirth Pond, they now had eleven clansmen total. Finally sensing two sources of similar aura, but lotus buds had formed in just one year, and so small…

The giant with braids around his neck was the one who discovered them. He was called Pan Siji. Now he tremblingly extended his hand, comparing the lotus flower with his palm: “It’s not even as big as my palm.”

He carefully touched the bud with his finger, lowering his voice: “You must wake up. You must push open the petals. You must come out.”

Though he was speaking quietly, that voice was still deafening to Su Zhuyi. Her head buzzed loudly, and waves surged through her sea of consciousness.

However, Su Zhuyi now realized her primordial spirit seal had completely unlocked, her cultivation had strengthened, and she was just one step away from the Nascent Soul stage. Once she successfully weathered the tribulation, she could break through to the Nascent Soul stage and become a Nascent Soul cultivator.

Such a young Nascent Soul—she would be the cultivation world’s first cultivator to form a Nascent Soul within twenty years, right?

No wait, she had burned five hundred years of lifespan…

Also wrong—she had rolled around in the Rebirth Pond once. Though her body hadn’t reverted to infancy, her flesh had become much stronger, and her lifespan had recovered.

While Su Zhuyi was shocked, she suddenly felt somewhat stuffy.

She was now like being on an eggshell. Only by breaking out of the shell could she be reborn. If she couldn’t break free, would she perish in this lotus bud? Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi immediately felt urgency. She remembered what the giant outside said—push open these lotus petals!

Su Zhuyi pushed with her hands, but the lotus petals did not react.

“Use force, push harder! Too little strength—this won’t work! Grit your teeth and push!”

“Who are you? Having become so weak, do you not even remember who you are? I’m telling you, you must push open the lotus leaves and come out. If you can’t get out, you’ll never see blue skies and white clouds again…”

That rumbling voice made Su Zhuyi’s head hurt even more.

“Stop making noise,” she couldn’t help shouting.

But the person outside continued chattering endlessly.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

If she didn’t get out, it would be this verbose giant who nagged her to death.

Just then, another person said, “Siji, don’t make noise. He’s so weak now that his divine soul can’t withstand your voice.”

“Oh, oh.”

The outside world fell silent. Su Zhuyi took a deep breath and continued pushing the lotus petals. The petals were soft—when she exerted force, the petals bulged outward somewhat, but couldn’t break through at all. Even striking with Blazing Palm had no effect.

Su Zhuyi tried many methods but still couldn’t push through, and she felt her breathing was getting heavier, as if her hands and feet were becoming soft and weak.

What to do now?

Pushing with hands didn’t work…

Su Zhuyi thought of the Sword Ancestor and remembered the sword dao trial she encountered in the Southern Border. At that time, what she couldn’t cut through was soft green bamboo. Now, what she couldn’t push open were soft petals…

She raised her hand and summoned the Broken Sword.

Softness could overcome steel.

Explosive force could control softness. As long as her sword was fast enough, her sword momentum was strong enough.

Chapter 135: Little Forget
In the Southern Border bamboo forest, Su Zhuyi had practiced only one sword strike to break the sword formation.

That sword of hers had no deceptive flourishes—straight thrust, power concentrated at the sword tip, arm and sword forming a straight line, integrating her body’s potential and indomitable momentum into the sword, cutting through thorns and advancing without retreat.

She had practiced that move millions of times. For that one sword, she had been covered in wounds, constantly whipped by green bamboo. Now, inside the lotus petals, Su Zhuyi circulated her spiritual energy to its limit, exerted force with her wrist, and thrust forward with both herself and the sword. At this moment, she was like a sword herself.

Su Zhuyi’s cultivation had advanced and her physical body had become stronger. This sword strike was more powerful than before. However, these lotus petals were stronger than the bamboo forest. This thrust created a sword point impression on the petals but didn’t pierce through them.

But this time, she felt confident and didn’t panic.

Cutting through green bamboo could break the formation.

Cutting through lotus petals meant rebirth.

Now, she was about to be reborn. After this rebirth, she would have giants as her backing.

Giants were Pangu’s descendants with formidable strength.

If she got out early, she could eliminate Elder Hua from the Dong Fushang Sect and the Yunxiao Sect. Su Zhuyi had grievances to settle and revenge to take. She had seen past events in the Rebirth Pond—emotionally, she had indeed moved on from her previous life, but the twenty-odd years since her rebirth remained exceptionally clear and vivid.

Su Zhuyi still remembered her grudges. Previously, it was because her strength was slightly insufficient, and she had too many matters to handle, leaving no opportunity for revenge. Now her cultivation had advanced to Golden Core Great Perfection, and after getting out, her relationship with the giants wouldn’t be poor. If she could have a giant’s help, she would have no enemies here, and treasure hunting would be convenient too. With such a favorable situation, how could she give up?

Breaking out of the lotus this time, she would surely slay all her enemies in the secret realm.

Breaking out of the lotus this time, it wouldn’t be long before she could break through to the Nascent Soul stage and no longer be controlled by the Love Gu.

Breaking out of the lotus this time, even Little Skull might very well grow flesh. In that case, Little Skull’s treasure gourd and the stone lotus platform inside could all be used by her.

Breaking out of the lotus this time, she could see Qin Jianglan again.

Even though her heart felt empty, Su Zhuyi now clearly understood that she had once loved him. If not for the Love Gu, she would still be loving him.

So…

She must break out of the lotus!

Dawn was breaking, and a red sun leaped out from the mountain ravine.

She seemed to see outside sunlight scattering on the petals, filtering through those pristine white petals, making the petals above her head appear crystal clear, like crystal.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes sharpened as she struck with her sword again.

No bending.

No yielding.

No giving up.

The moment the flying sword thrust out, the Broken Sword’s light blazed. The originally very short sword blade suddenly became a full section. At the same time, the Sword Ancestor, who hadn’t made any sound for so long, let out a sword cry.

The sword’s momentum was like a swift wind, the sword’s cry like thunder.

In that sword cry, Su Zhuyi heard a familiar cold snort.

Broken Sword: “Hmph, you’ve been practicing diligently recently. Keep it up.”

“This sword barely unleashed one percent of my original power.” After saying this, it snorted lightly again.

The Sword Ancestor’s blade was very sharp, but she had originally been too weak to unleash its full power. Now, that azure light pierced through the petals, creating a gap. She passed through the gap, her sword momentum undiminished, her body shooting outward, but she didn’t fall into the pond.

“She’s out, she’s out! I can see her head!” Pan Siji had been holding his breath nervously, not daring to speak. Now seeing the person inside break out of the lotus and successfully reincarnate, he finally couldn’t help but speak. His hand was still at the edge of the lotus pond, and the sword qi that pierced the lotus petals cut a gash in his palm. But even with his palm cut and a trace of blood flowing, Pan Siji didn’t let go. Instead, he gently blew on it, using spiritual energy to caress the newly reborn friend, lowering his voice: “Hello, whose reincarnation are you? Do you still remember your name?”

Su Zhuyi had exhausted all her spiritual energy executing that sword strike. Standing in place, standing in the giant’s palm, hearing the giant’s question, Su Zhuyi frowned slightly and said, “I don’t remember.”

She had heard everything the giants said outside earlier. Now, Su Zhuyi didn’t know how to answer about her identity, so she simply acted as if she knew nothing. Though her heart was somewhat uneasy, her face remained very calm. She heard the giant continue: “Forgot?”

“Being so weak, forgetting is normal. Since you’ve forgotten, shall we call you Little Forget?” He lifted his palm, bringing his hand to his chest level. Su Zhuyi could hear the thumping heartbeat. Seeing his chest rise and fall, at first glance, it looked like waves.

“Little Forget, Little Forget, woof woof woof…”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

After standing steady in the giant’s palm with a speechless expression, she asked: “What about the person who came with me? Where is his lotus flower?”

“He’s stronger than you, so his lotus bud will take longer to emerge from the water,” said a red-haired giant.

“You’re so small. What should we do with you being so small?” The giant beside Pan Siji leaned his head over, using one finger to press down gently, hovering above Su Zhuyi’s head with only a hair’s breadth from her scalp, giving her a sense of oppression. However, that giant seemed even more nervous—his breathing was heavy, his arm trembling as he said with a shaking voice: “One finger could crush her…”

“For her, the outside world is so dangerous.” It seemed like any spiritual beast from the mountains could bite her to death. Spiritual beasts that giants would notice were already extremely powerful top-tier beasts in heaven and on earth. Su Zhuyi was still a bit away from breaking through the Golden Core stage and indeed couldn’t contend with such spiritual beasts.

During their conversation, one giant wearing a green grass skirt raised his hand and plucked a tree leaf.

That tree was also very large—the leaf was like a small spirit boat to Su Zhuyi. The giant’s fingertip emanated radiance, drawing several runes on the leaf. Immediately, that leaf became a green glowing little boat, with a thin, long leaf stem and a small leaf on top, like a spirit boat with a green umbrella.

“You’re too small. This spirit boat is for your transportation,” the giant said, then introduced himself: “I am Pan Shan.” After giving his name, Pan Shan beckoned Su Zhuyi onto the spirit boat.

Su Zhuyi leaped onto the spirit boat, then discovered that this was just a spirit boat the giant had casually crafted from a leaf, yet it was an immortal treasure…

This giant’s strength was too formidable.

He could randomly craft things that became immortal artifacts? Standing on the spirit boat, the giant called Pan Siji extended his finger and gently pushed the leaf stem. Su Zhuyi discovered the light boat whooshed forward, extremely fast—much faster than her own sword flying.

With this whoosh, Su Zhuyi drifted away from the Rebirth Pond. She simply continued flying forward, wanting to see if she could find cultivators from Dong Fushang Sect.

But she hadn’t drifted far when Su Zhuyi felt the earth behind her shaking. She saw two giants running after her. Their steps were enormous—one step could cross a small hill. Running in front were the braided Pan Siji and the female giant Pan Yue.

Another giant behind them was shouting: “She just reincarnated and wants to look around everywhere. Don’t chase her—let her go look!”

“But she’s so weak, how can she go out wandering?” Pan Yue asked worriedly.

“Let’s accompany her,” Pan Siji said, worried that their newly reborn companion would be injured. After all, there were too many dangers around, and she was so weak, weaker than many spiritual beasts. If she went out wandering and something happened, what would they do? If she had to reincarnate again, her primordial spirit would continue weakening. Would she have the ability to emerge from the lotus next time?

“One of us following is enough.” Pan Siji felt that this newly reborn companion was discovered by him, and since she had lost all her memories, he was like her father, responsible for protecting her safety, teaching her knowledge, and nurturing her growth.

“I’m enough,” Pan Siji said, shooing Pan Yue away. “You go back to the Rebirth Pond and wait—there’s still another one.”

After Pan Yue left, Pan Siji walked to Su Zhuyi’s green leaf boat in just a few steps.

“We Pangu clan live in Rebirth Valley.”

Pan Siji said cheerfully, “We’re too tall and dangerous to other living beings, so we only stay in Rebirth Valley. Each time we go out, only one person goes.” Su Zhuyi’s spirit boat flew near Pan Siji’s shoulder. His voice was gentler, and with the boat’s defenses, Su Zhuyi felt his voice didn’t have the overwhelming spiritual pressure of before—listening to him speak wouldn’t give her a headache.

“We don’t have anything particularly important when we go out—just looking to see if there are any similar auras. But you know, we haven’t encountered anyone with the same source for nearly ten thousand years. For the past hundred years, I’ve been the one walking outside. Though I never found anyone, we never gave up. Even if they all gave up, I wouldn’t give up! You don’t know how happy I was to see you.” He spoke while grinning foolishly. “Little Forget, Little Forget, I feel like we Pangu clan giants can live another ten thousand years!”

Su Zhuyi said, “If there were a method to prevent primordial spirits from scattering into heaven and earth, would you be able to live forever?”

“Yes,” Pan Siji nodded. “We just haven’t found a way.”

“Heavenly fate is hard to defy!” He shrugged, swinging the axe in his hand and shouting twice, appearing very happy.

“We’ll find a way,” Su Zhuyi said.

Pan Siji took Su Zhuyi’s words as comfort. He thought, this child is so understanding—even having lost her memory, she still knows how to comfort people. “Yes, there will be a way.”

“Do you see that mountain peak ahead?”

He pointed to the mountain peak ahead: “See how those two mountains form an arch bridge? If we go through there, we can leave Rebirth Valley. There are so many living beings outside—do you want to go see?”

Su Zhuyi immediately nodded.

“Go!”

With such a powerful bodyguard beside her, why wouldn’t she go?

Chapter 136: Collision
After the giant left the Rebirth Valley, his walking became very slow.

Su Zhuyi recalled how, when they first saw Pan Siji, he was also walking step by step at a leisurely pace. Moreover, the places where he stepped were locations where previous giants had trodden—those lake-like giant footprints. It was precisely for this reason that each time the giant stepped down, there would be no casualties.

The creatures of the ancient secret realm had lived here for so long that avoiding the lakes had become their instinct. Perhaps there might be spirit beasts drinking water by the lakeside, but they would drink quickly and leave immediately afterward. They couldn’t stand in the lakes or frolic in the water.

The footprint-like lakes didn’t even have fish, and water plants were scarce. At the time, she had found it somewhat strange because the lake surface was clear and clean, as if there were no other living creatures besides the lake water itself. Now, she completely understood.

These giants would still pay attention to avoiding other creatures when walking in the outside world, meaning they wouldn’t intentionally kill. It was like when people saw ants on the road—many wouldn’t deliberately step on them, but would avoid them instead. However, when they didn’t notice, they couldn’t be bothered with such considerations.

So, if they encountered cultivators from the Dong Fushang Sect, would Pan Siji help her? Or would he stop her instead?

But if the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators saw her alone, they would take action first. Since that was the case, Su Zhuyi smiled and said, “Siji, why don’t you conceal your form when you go out? What if you frighten other creatures?”

Pan Siji was stunned. “The vast majority of creatures in the outside world can’t see us anyway.”

Seeing Su Zhuyi’s surprised expression, he said, “Only those with strong power can see us. Since we share the same origin, you can see me, but very few outside can see us.” He paused. “When I found you back then, there was also a skeleton frame around you. He seemed to be able to see me.”

Little Skull was a mountain and river spirit that had been nurtured for five thousand years. Even though he didn’t succeed in the end, his actual strength was quite formidable. He had once been able to charge forward and shatter that Gujian Sect elder into pieces. It was just that he didn’t know any attack methods, which made him appear somewhat weak.

“Oh.” The Dong Fushang Sect cultivators were only at the Nascent Soul stage—they couldn’t see Pan Siji.

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi’s heart grew faintly excited again.

After leaving the Rebirth Valley, she expanded her divine consciousness to its limit and began searching for her enemies.

…

There were many ancient ruins in the ancient secret realm.

Among them was a swampland surrounded by many enormous stone sculptures. The sculptures were all of people—some lying down, some sitting, each with different poses. From a distance, they appeared magnificent and imposing, crafted with divine skill. Even though these stone sculptures looked very ancient, with the human outlines no longer clear, they were still breathtaking.

Elder Yi and Elder Mei of the Gujian Sect, along with disciple Mei Ruhua, were currently beneath one of these stone sculptures.

This sculpture depicted a reclining person with slightly curled hands. To them, the fingers were like stone pillars three zhang high. Yi Lian hid behind one of these stone pillars, with several array formations at his feet that firmly protected the two people behind him.

Yi Lian’s skill at concealing his form was extremely high.

In the past, to capture spirit beasts, he could lie in ambush for over ten years without being discovered, which demonstrated his strong abilities in this area. However, at this moment, Yi Lian’s expression was grave as he peered through the stone pillar, his gaze cold.

The path that Qin Jianglan had pointed them toward was correct. All along the way, the three of them hadn’t encountered major dangers and had gained quite a bit.

It was just that their luck turned bad when they ran into a pregnant water qilin. Spirit beasts with young typically became exceptionally fierce, and many would frantically attack any enemy that appeared before them. Yi Lian was well-versed in spirit beasts and understood they couldn’t fight them. Even when all three were injured by the water qilin, they didn’t fight back but instead fled at high speed. Although they were wounded, it wasn’t too serious.

What they didn’t expect was that they hadn’t run far—just a hundred li—when they heard the water qilin’s shrill, agonized cry.

The pregnant water qilin had been killed by someone else.

The male qilin that had gone out foraging heard the female qilin’s scream and came out seeking revenge. The three of them, who carried the female qilin’s scent, were targeted. This was truly an undeserved disaster. In just one encounter, all three were severely wounded and seemed likely to die. At the critical moment, the male qilin seemed to sense something and abandoned them to leave. Yi Lian then led Elder Mei and his disciple to hide behind the stone pillar, relying on the pillar’s natural array formation to set up a concealment array, hoping to temporarily hide here and heal their wounds.

They were all severely injured and couldn’t run far. They would leave a scent trail all the way, so hiding was more likely to keep them alive. After all, as long as the male qilin went to look, it would understand that the real killer was someone else.

However, Yi Lian and the others had only been there for less than an hour when they saw people approaching in the distance.

The newcomers were cultivators from the Dong Fushang Sect. The Dong Fushang Sect and Gujian Sect had completely torn their faces apart. Now that all three Gujian Sect members were severely wounded, if the other party discovered them, they definitely wouldn’t let them go easily. Originally, Yi Lian had some confidence in his concealment array, but when he saw the azure-green transparent bead that the Dong Fushang Sect’s Elder Xunshan was casually tossing and playing with, Yi Lian understood that they probably couldn’t hide anymore.

That azure-green bead was a water qilin’s eye. Qilins were considered auspicious beasts, and qilin eyes were said to enhance luck, see through illusions, and the qilin eye, one could also detect array formations and barriers, helping cultivators break arrays. In other words, the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators might not have been able to discover them originally, but with the qilin eye in hand, they were very likely to detect his concealment array. Then things would be terrible.

The Dong Fushang Sect had lost quite a few people in the secret realm, but they had initially brought over two hundred people and still had more than sixty remaining. Among them, there were five at the Nascent Soul stage and above, including Sect Master Dong Lin, while the rest were all at the middle Gold Core stage and above. The seventy-plus people weren’t moving fast, and their formation was very orderly—Nascent Soul stage cultivators at the front and rear, those with higher cultivation on the perimeter, those with lower cultivation, and the wounded in the center, advancing in formation. At the center of the array was a female cultivator at the middle Gold Core stage. This woman had a slender, tall figure and delicate features, wearing a green dress and holding a small qilin in her arms.

“Junior Sister Li Shan, you’re so lucky. This little qilin wants you to hold it.”

She lowered her head and responded softly, not chatting with the senior brother beside her. Sensing his slight displeasure, she said quietly, “It just fell asleep. We can’t wake it.”

“Oh.”

The senior brother beside her nodded and stopped speaking.

Li Shan walked slowly. She kept her head down, looking at the small qilin with moist, watery eyes that seemed as if she had just been crying.

The small qilin was surrounded by a layer of water mist. It was about the size of an ordinary kitten with its eyes still closed. Its front paws rested on the female cultivator’s clothes, its soft claws hooking into her garment and pulling out a strand of thread. The female cultivator’s dress was a magical treasure, though not a spirit treasure; it was still a high-grade magical artifact of good quality. Yet it was torn by the claws of the newborn qilin. When this qilin grew up, how strong would it be?

Thinking of the male qilin from before, her face turned somewhat pale. If not for having the small qilin in their hands, all the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators combined would be no match for that qilin. It was just a pity that they held their child, making it afraid to act rashly, and in the end…

In the end, it still perished. She unconsciously raised her head and saw the azure-green bead in Elder Xunshan’s hand at the front of the group. That brilliant light was beautiful, yet it made her feel somewhat nauseous and uncomfortable.

Dong Fu…

She vaguely remembered many years ago, the senior sister who had brought her into the immortal sect. She said that although the Dong Fushang Sect wasn’t the most outstanding among the four major cultivation sects, its foundation was still deep. If she joined the Dong Fushang Sect, cultivation resources would not be lacking, and her prospects would be limitless.

Li Shan’s village was very far from Dong Fu. She knew there were people in this world who cultivated immortality, but she had never seen any. However, the village chief’s house—he had been to town and seen the world—had a painting of a female cultivator hanging in it. He said it was Luo Ying of the Gujian Sect, who had once eliminated evildoers in town. Many households in town had Luo Ying’s portrait hanging.

She had secretly looked at it and felt the woman in the painting was like an immortal. Just seeing it from afar made her want to kneel and worship.

She had never thought she had cultivation aptitude and felt that immortal cultivation was far beyond her reach. However, one day an immortal passed by, said she had aptitude—very good aptitude at that—and asked if she was willing to cultivate immortality.

Being chosen by the Dong Fushang Sect was naturally a source of great honor. Li Shan hadn’t agreed yet, but her parents had already kowtowed in acceptance.

She had originally planned to bring her parents to live in an immortal town near Dong Fu when her cultivation was higher and she went down the mountain for training. But unexpectedly, when she returned to her hometown ten years later, she found the village had been destroyed by demonic cultivators.

Li Shan fell seriously ill, and afterward, her cultivation speed slowed. She was now not young, with middle Gold Core cultivation, which was considered above average. Since her personality was introverted and she wasn’t good at socializing, and her master had perished some years ago, she had even less say in the sect. She belonged to the type who was obscure and only knew how to bury herself in cultivation, basically only coming out to collect sect resources each month and having little interaction with other cultivators.

If the Dong Fushang Sect hadn’t lost quite a few disciples recently, she wouldn’t have been able to come on this ancient secret realm expedition.

And this trip had been quite shocking for her.

That ghostly creature from before had a very pure aura, but…

But they had besieged that little skull, wanting to seize his immortal sword.

This she could still convince herself about. After all, it was a ghostly creature. But now, thinking of that weeping mother qilin, thinking of that qilin who had no choice but to give up resistance for the sake of its child, her heart was trembling.

Was this immortal cultivation? Was this the immortal she had worshipped in her youth?

Was this her sect, the Dong Fushang Sect? Why had it become like this? Or were they just spirit beasts, so their life and death didn’t matter? Li Shan had also killed spirit beasts during training—after all, hunting spirit beasts was a method to strengthen oneself. But why did she feel so terrible now?

Qilins were very kind, auspicious spirit beasts.

Just then, she noticed the elder in front suddenly raise his hand in a gesture, and the formation immediately changed into an attack formation. That green bead shone with an eerie light in the sunlight, making Li Shan’s eyes red and causing a tear to fall. The teardrop fell near the small qilin’s mouth, and it smacked its lips and nuzzled twice in her arms.

What had they discovered again?

Li Shan’s heart felt somewhat panicked.

“I didn’t expect to encounter you here.” Elder Xunshan infused spiritual energy into the bead in his hand, and a beam of green light shot toward the stone pillar cluster ahead.

“Aren’t you sword cultivators supposed to be unyielding? How are you now hiding here like a cowardly turtle?” He laughed heartily twice. “Injured by the qilin?”

“What trash.”

The grudge between the Gujian Sect and Dong Fushang Sect was too deep. At this moment, they had no intention of letting the Gujian Sect cultivators go.

Dong Lin stepped forward and said, “The Gujian Sect, as a righteous sect, actually condones its disciples in raising ghostly creatures. Today, we shall act on behalf of heaven!” The ghostly skeleton they had encountered before had used the Tianxuan Nine Swords. Of course, this was just an excuse. Regardless of whether the Gujian Sect raised ghostly creatures or not, today, with such a great opportunity, they would not let it pass.

The Gujian Sect now had few strong experts remaining. Luo Ying and Qinghe were gone, Duan Linshu was dead, and Hu Yu was dead. Once Yi Lian and the one surnamed Mei also died here, the Gujian Sect’s great momentum would be spent and pose no threat at all.

“We’ve been discovered.” Yi Lian had originally held onto hope, but now that they were discovered by the other party, he could only smile bitterly.

“Yi Lian, in a moment, I’ll hold them off while you take my disciple away.” Elder Mei immediately restrained Mei Ruhua the instant Dong Lin spoke. “I can hold out for the time it takes an incense stick to burn.”

After a pause, he said, “I’ll try.”

Even if it meant self-destructing his primordial spirit, he had to buy them a chance to escape with their lives.

Yi Lian said, “Where can we run?” After speaking, he produced a vial of green liquid and directly splashed it on Mei Ruhua, then used his sword to dig a pit and buried her alive in it. Afterward, he blew on it, and some vines even grew over the pit.

“Little Mei was just unconscious. They shouldn’t have sensed her aura. I only hope she can survive this calamity.” After speaking, Yi Lian called out loudly, “When the beam is crooked, the whole house leans. I see your Dong Fushang Sect is rotten to the core. Not only did you kill the auspicious qilin, but now you want to attack fellow righteous cultivators!”

“No wonder your elders capture women as cultivation cauldrons to practice evil arts and suffer qi deviation, and other elders collude with the demonic path. To be called fellow righteous cultivators alongside a sect like yours is utterly shameful.”

“Still talking tough when death is at hand.” Elder Xunshan tossed the green bead in his hand into the air, and another beam of green light shot toward a spot in the stone pillars. Immediately after, a cultivator beside him who was skilled in arrays bent his bow, nocked an arrow, and shot toward the array eye of the concealment formation.

With the qilin eye present, finding the array eye wasn’t difficult.

Once the array eye was broken, the concealment formation immediately disappeared, exposing the severely wounded Yi Lian and Elder Mei to everyone. Dong Lin coldly asked, “Where is Su Zhuyi?”

“Where did you hide her?”

There was only one person he most wanted to kill.

Su Zhuyi of the Gujian Sect.

To avenge Dong Richen!

“Su Zhuyi is behind you!” the Golden Sparrow on Yi Lian’s shoulder cried shrilly.

Cultivators all had divine consciousness and wouldn’t turn their heads to look. Trying to use such a method to buy time to escape? Simply naive—it could only fool some people without much combat experience.

Yi Lian glanced sideways at the Golden Sparrow on his shoulder. He had two lives, or perhaps he could try having his physical body self-destruct and later squeeze in with the Golden Sparrow?

“Enough nonsense, let’s fight!” Elder Mei gripped his long sword and shouted sternly. With one sword strike, he charged directly into the Dong Fushang Sect’s formation.

This old Mei…

Yi Lian also raised his sword to strike, but as he swung his sword, a black shadow flew from beside him—it was his spirit beast, the white tiger. The white tiger was also injured, but at this moment, it still fought alongside him.

…

When Su Zhuyi arrived riding her small boat, she happened to see Yi Lian and Elder Mei being besieged.

Both were severely wounded, but they never let go of the swords in their hands.

How to fight?

The other side had dozens of people, including several at the Nascent Soul stage! If it came to fighting, she had no advantage whatsoever. Unless… unless Pan Siji was willing to make a move? She glanced sideways at Pan Siji, but he wasn’t even paying attention to the battle on the ground.

There was no time to consider.

Su Zhuyi pushed her spiritual energy to the extreme, shook the spirit boat’s leaf stem, changed direction, and charged directly toward the Dong Fushang Sect’s formation.

This spirit boat, made from leaves, was an immortal artifact. Its speed was too fast, and since it was essentially a phantom of leaf petals, it flew over silently without being detected in advance. The first to see her was the Golden Sparrow on Elder Yi’s shoulder, its feathers wet with blood.

It shouted, “Su Zhuyi, crash, crash, crash, crashed…”

Su Zhuyi frowned.

Stupid bird, what are you squawking about?

However, she then discovered that despite the bird’s cries, no one was paying attention to her. So her spirit boat crashed down with a thunderous sound.

At the moment of impact, Su Zhuyi executed the Great Grappling Technique, pulling both Yi Lian and Elder Mei onto her spirit boat!

Chapter 137: Killing
“Su Zhuyi!” Seeing the person on the spirit boat, Dong Lin’s expression turned stern. “Just in time!” He raised both hands, fierce wind whipping from his sleeves, while simultaneously exerting force with his palms, striking toward the spirit boat…

Su Zhuyi showed no fear whatsoever. Even though she had already rescued Elder Yi and Elder Mei onto the spirit boat, she didn’t stop to flee but continued driving the spirit boat to crash into them.

The impact force of the spirit boat was considerable, but the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators were no weaklings either. Those who entered the secret realm this time were all elites. Now they quickly reacted, with the cultivator carrying a bow immediately drawing his bowstring after Sect Master Dong Lin made his move, aiming at Su Zhuyi on the spirit boat. He infused spiritual energy into the feathered arrow and shot it out. The arrow flew like a meteor, spiritual energy concentrated at the arrowhead, sparking flames even in midair!

Su Zhuyi still stood motionless. Though this arrow was tremendously powerful, she trusted in the giant’s strength. This spirit boat looked ordinary—it was an illusion formed from tree leaves, and its spiritual energy appeared quite restrained. At first glance it seemed unremarkable, but in reality it was an immortal artifact!

A thunderous clang rang out as the feathered arrow struck the spirit boat’s defensive barrier.

The spirit boat was an immortal artifact and could withstand this arrow. There wasn’t the slightest crack on the boat’s hull, which only swayed slightly like a falling leaf swaying in the wind.

Under the obstruction of Dong Lin and the bow-wielding cultivator, the spirit boat’s speed slowed somewhat, but it still crashed into the crowd. Immediately, quite a few Dong Fushang Sect cultivators were injured, heavily pinned beneath the boat’s hull.

However, some cultivators successfully escaped. Seeing their fellow disciples injured, they immediately burned with rage, their attacks never ceasing as they all struck the spirit boat.

Su Zhuyi drove the spirit boat to fly up again. As the boat swayed, someone shouted, “Don’t let her escape!”

As his words fell, several golden ropes with hooks latched onto the spirit boat, while simultaneously a large net descended from above.

Escape?

Su Zhuyi had never intended to escape! She stuffed two straw men substitutes into Yi Lian and Elder Mei’s hands, then immediately shook the leaf stem, causing the spirit boat to rise. Afterward, the spirit boat flipped over, turning the entire hull upside down, like a leaf turning face-down and pressing down the little ants on the leaf’s surface after landing.

When the golden net fell again, it only landed on the spirit boat’s back surface. At this moment, the spirit boat instead became a shield, trapping the severely wounded Yi Lian and Elder Mei beneath it.

Su Zhuyi, on the other hand, concealed her form at the moment of the flip and appeared outside the spirit boat.

She remembered what Pan Siji had said.

Giants who emerged from the Rebirth Pond were inherently difficult for other creatures to see. Although she wasn’t a true giant, she had genuinely emerged from the Rebirth Pond, breaking through the lotus to come out. While her cultivation was somewhat lacking, her primordial spirit was no worse than the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators’. At this moment, actively concealing her form, there was a very high possibility they wouldn’t discover her.

She took a gamble.

Now, it seemed she had bet correctly. Su Zhuyi moved beside the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators, her body flying up into the high sky, stopping at a position level with Pan Siji’s line of sight as she transmitted her voice: “Siji, come over!”

Pan Siji turned his head and walked toward Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi’s heart immediately filled with joy.

Pan Siji wouldn’t actively kill people, but in his eyes, the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators were really no different from those spirit beasts. His divine consciousness was powerful, and every blade of grass and tree in this world was distinguishable to him. Precisely because he could see too much and too far, he would instead overlook those minute things beneath his feet. Or perhaps there were many things in this world that he didn’t care about and couldn’t capture his attention.

What Su Zhuyi needed to do was simply lead him over and let him step on the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators to death.

The Dong Fushang Sect cultivators couldn’t see the Pangu giant.

But they could hear the rumbling sounds and feel the earth shaking. For a moment, everyone became tense. “Is there an earthquake?”

The instant that commotion emerged, the small qilin in Li Shan’s arms suddenly trembled violently, then showed a terrified expression and let out very weak chirping sounds.

Pan Siji held an axe in his hands. His steps weren’t as fast as he walked while saying, “Why are we going that way? We rarely go there.”

His large foot lifted and was about to come down when Pan Siji heard a slight sound. He lowered his head, bent his waist, and only then saw there was a group of small people on the ground, and among the small people, someone was holding a small qilin.

The foot that was about to land immediately shifted to the side.

He set it down gently, with the sole of his foot sideways, as if afraid of stepping on them.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Her expectations dashed, Su Zhuyi felt her chest constricting and couldn’t help but glare fiercely at that small qilin.

Just when she was about to lead Pan Siji over to step them to death, who would have thought that at the crucial moment all her efforts would be ruined, actually destroyed by a qilin? That big lug Pan Siji did not react to the noisy, clamorous human voices below, but he just happened to hear the qilin’s single soft cry.

What to do now?

As expected, she couldn’t rely on others.

If she wanted to kill people, she could only rely on herself.

It was just that there were too many people now. How could she successfully kill so many people? She didn’t plan to spare a single one of the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators. Su Zhuyi swept out with her divine consciousness and discovered that from that crash just now, about twenty cultivators were seriously injured, while the rest still had fighting strength. Dong Lin and the others had abundant spiritual energy. Her current attack methods were just the broken sword. Wanting to use the sword to deal with so many people was somewhat difficult.

Su Zhuyi drew talismans in the void with one hand, planning to take advantage of their nervousness to draw an array that would affect their minds. However, when she saw a green bead floating above one of the elders’ heads and thought of that qilin, Su Zhuyi immediately dismissed this idea. Then she glanced at Pan Siji, directly flashed her form, shifted behind Dong Lin, and slashed at him with her sword.

Although Pan Siji wouldn’t actively make a move, she didn’t believe that if she was about to die, Pan Siji would just watch her die with his eyes wide open!

Su Zhuyi’s sword was very fast and extremely powerful. When she thrust out with one sword, Dong Lin simply couldn’t dodge in time. With just one sword, she pierced through all his defenses, the flying sword passing through his chest. Dong Lin lowered his head, saw that half sword blade, and spat out a mouthful of bloody foam. His reaction was quick—he struck the sword blade with his palm, blood flying backward and congealing into runes in midair that exploded around Su Zhuyi with bang bang bang sounds.

He didn’t know why she could conceal her form! So his first reaction wasn’t to circulate spiritual energy for defense or counterattack, but rather to place runic marks on her, making it impossible for her to conceal herself again. This way, she would have no way to escape!

Dong Lin’s steps staggered. He wanted to cover his wound, he wanted to take elixirs, but his body seemed to no longer obey his commands. Blood trickled from the corners of his mouth, his divine consciousness was in severe pain. He wanted to turn his head to look, but his head only turned a slight arc before he could no longer support himself, and his entire body collapsed to the ground.

Su Zhuyi herself hadn’t expected her sword to have such great power. After all, after practicing swordwork in the lotus, she hadn’t yet fought against anyone. That Dong Lin was a late Nascent Soul stage powerhouse, yet not only could he not block her sword, he was instead severely wounded with weak breath, as if he might perish at any moment.

All this happened in a flash, so fast that people couldn’t react. By the time Sect Master Dong Lin fell to the ground, most of the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators looked shocked, while several elders’ attacks had already landed on Su Zhuyi.

She had been hit by Dong Lin’s blood talismans, making her movements hindered and unable to fully execute her Shadowless Steps, unable to dodge attacks from all directions. Su Zhuyi forcibly endured the attacks, then discovered that her physical body was very strong. Although she was also injured, the attacks that originally could have severely wounded her now only scraped her skin!

After rolling around in the Rebirth Pond, her physical body had been tempered by the pond water. She hadn’t expected the effect to be so remarkable. Although her strength was still at the Great Perfection of Gold Core stage, after the Rebirth Pond, her physical body’s strength had greatly increased, clearly making her a miniaturized little giant. If not for this battle, she wouldn’t have known her abilities had become so great.

With this, Su Zhuyi immediately felt much more confident. She no longer hesitated, slightly shifted her body, and struck out with her sword again, slashing at the cultivator beside her. However, now the opponent was prepared and didn’t dare take it head-on, instead retreating at extreme speed. At the same time, attacks from people nearby came again. Su Zhuyi simply didn’t dodge at all, but instead recklessly slashed with her sword, directly severing the weapon in that cultivator’s hand. The sword light fell on his body, making him lean backward with a deep, bloody mark appearing on his chest.

“You!”

Su Zhuyi was struck by other cultivators’ magical treasures, but she had no pause whatsoever. With a shift, she flashed to the front of the cultivator injured by her flying sword and directly delivered a finishing sword strike.

Blood splattered, dyeing the clothes on her body red. She severed the opponent’s head without even blinking.

This Su Zhuyi, in the eyes of others, was no different from a malevolent ghost.

“Form ranks!” The Dong Fushang Sect cultivators had never imagined that to deal with a single Great Perfection Gold Core stage cultivator, they would need to form ranks. However, now, the situation unfolding before their eyes gave them a resounding slap in the face!

After killing someone, Su Zhuyi once again charged toward the next person. Just then, ten feathered arrows appeared in rapid succession beside her feet with thud thud thud sounds, and the arrows were immediately covered with golden threads. At the same time, the mud beneath her feet suddenly caved in, and large numbers of spikes protruded from the ground with thorns entwined among them, wrapping around her ankles!

Beneath her feet were spirit plants controlled by cultivators, above her head was a giant net dropped by cultivators, and beside her were arrows forming a cage. To deal with her alone, these people acted simultaneously, laying down an inescapable net.

Su Zhuyi seemed to return to her previous life.

When she was besieged in her previous life, it was pretty much like this.

And this time, she didn’t have so many magical treasures and an array of talismans to use. The broken sword in her hand glowed again. Su Zhuyi touched down with her toes, executing the Tianxuan Nine Swords. Countless sword shadows danced like flowing light, grinding toward the surrounding inescapable net.

She broke through the net, her sword tip pointing directly at the Dong Fushang Sect elder who had the qilin eye. At this moment, he was the most formidable one here. Once she subdued him and seized the qilin eye, it would be much easier for her to kill the others one by one.

However, just as she charged over, that person suddenly stomped his foot, and a wall formed by entwined vines appeared in front of him. At the same moment, a smile suddenly appeared on his face that was black as the bottom of a pot, and a vine flew out from behind him, carrying something like a cocoon and flinging it to the front.

Heaven was helping him! He was skilled at controlling spirit plants. This time, he used spirit plants as a wall to block attacks, but unexpectedly, he fished out a living person from the underground vines! And it was someone from the Gujian Sect!

The vines instantly exploded, revealing the female cultivator wrapped inside. Mei Ruhua was extremely weak, but at this moment, she awoke from her coma. She let out a moan and slowly opened her eyes.

Why was Mei Ruhua here?

The sword techniques Su Zhuyi practiced in the Green Bamboo Array and the lotus were all exceptionally fierce and powerful. Every sword strike, after circulating spiritual energy, was executed with all her strength with no possibility of restraint. And now, Mei Ruhua had appeared out of nowhere, blocking in front of him.

If she withdrew her sword, she would inevitably suffer sword qi backlash.

If she didn’t withdraw it, Mei Ruhua would certainly die.

Chapter 138: Wavering
Withdraw or not withdraw?

If she withdrew her sword, the sword qi backlash would wound her, and at the same time, the opponent could take advantage to attack, instantly reversing the situation.

If she didn’t withdraw, Mei Ruhua would immediately perish. She was already severely injured and would certainly die without question.

All this happened too quickly, in just a flash.

Su Zhuyi blinked once.

In the past, she wouldn’t have hesitated for even a moment.

She would have killed directly, one sword cutting down two people.

Now, Su Zhuyi only hesitated for an instant.

She was still that demonic path demoness who killed without blinking. When choosing between sacrificing others and being severely injured herself, she shouldn’t have the slightest hesitation.

Su Zhuyi didn’t withdraw her sword.

She glanced at Mei Ruhua, her gaze passing over her. The azure light was like a swimming dragon, piercing through the thorn barrier that the Dong Fushang Sect cultivator had placed in front of himself, penetrating Mei Ruhua’s body, and also stabbing into the Dong Fushang Sect elder’s shoulder. Due to the multiple obstructions, plus his blocking and dodging, the sword deviated from its position. But the moment Su Zhuyi approached him, her five fingers formed claws, and she directly reached out to pierce through his chest and rip out his heart.

“You…” He never imagined that Su Zhuyi would attack her sect member without the slightest hesitation.

He never imagined that Su Zhuyi also knew the demonic path’s vicious technique, White Bone Claw.

His eyes widened as his body collapsed, directly perishing. Even in death, his eyes remained open. The qilin’s eye fell from midair, landing right on his eye before rolling aside with a gurgle.

The originally frightened small qilin suddenly chirped a few times.

It looked at that eyeball on the ground, chirping continuously.

Li Shan, who was trembling while holding the qilin, looked at that bead and felt moved. She wanted to get that bead. She wanted to go over and pick up the bead, but her feet seemed rooted to the ground—she simply didn’t dare move, and couldn’t move. She could only watch helplessly, gently comforting the small qilin, hoping it wouldn’t move around and attract the other party’s attention.

Su Zhuyi’s fingers twitched slightly twice.

Her physical body had become extremely powerful, stronger than those body cultivators who had gone through bitter cultivation. When spiritual energy was infused into her hands, her fingers became rigid as iron, comparable to magical artifacts. Though she had never tested the heart-ripping technique in this lifetime, in her previous life, she had executed it extremely skillfully. But at this moment, holding that bloody heart in her hand, her face no longer had that cold smile from before, her expression somewhat wooden. Gripping the heart, she turned to look at Pan Siji, who was sitting to the side watching the show, and said, “Can you protect her primordial spirit?”

Pan Siji and his kind walked outside with the purpose of bringing back primordial spirits of the same origin. She didn’t know if there was a way to preserve Mei Ruhua’s primordial spirit.

Pan Siji was slightly stunned, then reached out to grab something. He muttered, “So weak, what’s the point of catching this? This kind of primordial spirit that isn’t from our clan will disappear in the Rebirth Pond in no time.” He carefully held it in his left hand, his fingers slightly closed as if protecting a small flickering flame. “I can protect it temporarily, but it won’t last long before it dissipates.”

He had once raised a dragon. Dragons also had long lifespans, yet still couldn’t outlive him. Later, when that dragon perished, he protected its primordial spirit for a long time, but ultimately it still couldn’t escape the destiny of the Heavenly Dao. That dragon’s primordial spirit still dissipated between heaven and earth. Even divine dragons would dissipate—how long could such a weak bit of primordial spirit persist?

However, this was her wish, and Pan Siji, as her guide, felt it necessary to fulfill it for her.

He gently protected that primordial spirit, then asked, “Are you done fighting?”

The Pangu clan members were all quite warlike. Of course, what they enjoyed was the passion of battle. They could only fight in the Rebirth Valley, and only spar with their own clan, stopping at the right point.

Every clan member who emerged from the Rebirth Pond would fight with their companions to celebrate, celebrating their rebirth. But this time, no one had this requirement and didn’t even think in that direction. The reborn one was so weak—who could she fight with?

When he followed her out and saw her fighting with those weak creatures, although Pan Siji felt somewhat helpless and sad, he still let her vent.

Pangu descendants had fallen to the point of fighting with such weak creatures…

He gripped his giant axe tightly and sighed quietly in his heart.

Was she done fighting? No! Su Zhuyi discovered that although Pan Siji didn’t help, he also didn’t stop her, so she felt somewhat more at ease.

It was just that she hadn’t finished killing everyone, and her spiritual energy was about to be exhausted.

Su Zhuyi stood in place. She raised her hand, crushing that heart bit by bit, coldly staring at the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators before her, saying, “Today, not one of you will escape.”

“Her spiritual energy is almost exhausted. Everyone, don’t be afraid!”

After Su Zhuyi’s spirit boat injured over twenty people and she consecutively killed two more—the two most formidable people from the Dong Fushang Sect—quite a few Dong Fushang Sect cultivators had already developed fear. Even though there were still living elders shouting not to be afraid, everyone was still unconsciously retreating.

When they saw her crush that heart, blood, and flesh flowing out from between her fingers and dripping down, one cultivator finally couldn’t bear it anymore. However, he didn’t run but instead charged forward like a madman to attack Su Zhuyi. Before he could get close, he was split in two by a sword strike, his lower half still on the ground while his upper half flew out…

No one saw her draw her sword, no one saw her raise her hand, yet that sword light flew out, one strike severing a middle Gold Core stage cultivator. Under such intimidation, no one dared advance another step.

Just then, someone suddenly turned and ran. Su Zhuyi leaped up, raising her sword to chase. The moment she moved, the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators seemed to suddenly wake up, all fleeing in different directions. Someone shouted, “Split up and run! She’s not Great Perfection Gold Core stage!”

The cultivators of Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak had true strength completely inconsistent with their cultivation realm.

The former Luo Ying and Qinghe were examples, and this current one was even stronger and more ruthless than Luo Ying and Qinghe!

Su Zhuyi caught up to that person and killed him with one sword, making a show of continuing to chase, but in reality, her spiritual energy was about to be exhausted. That imposing momentum just now was nothing more than wanting to scare people away so that after she recovered, she could slowly kill them one by one!

She was now pretty much like a paper tiger, with only a trace of spiritual energy left in her body. Chasing people was just for show, but when she turned and saw a female cultivator who hadn’t run but instead was frantically running toward the corpse nearby, she immediately flashed over to pursue, simultaneously thrusting out with her sword…

She saw that the female cultivator suddenly knelt, curling her body up and tightly protecting the qilin in her arms. Just then, Pan Siji’s axe descended from the sky, blocking in front of Su Zhuyi like a wall. He said, “That’s a qilin. Qilins are auspicious beasts, and their numbers are very scarce. We generally avoid them.”

So as not to accidentally step on them to death.

“Water qilins like to get close to kind creatures,” Pan Siji added.

“They killed the qilin’s parents.” This qilin was just born, and the Dong Fushang Sect cultivator had an adult qilin’s eyeball in his hand, meaning they had killed this small qilin’s parents and captured the small qilin.

“Mm. So when you fought with them, I didn’t stop you either.” Pan Siji smiled. “This small qilin has acknowledged this little person. If you beat her to death, the small qilin will have no one to raise it.”

Su Zhuyi sheathed her sword, saying, “Then I’ll spare her life.”

What choice did she have? That axe was like a wall blocking in front of her—Su Zhuyi had to back down.

After she made the promise, Pan Siji moved his axe away. At this moment, Su Zhuyi discovered that the qilin’s eye was being held in the small qilin’s mouth. At first glance, it looked somewhat like the stone lions with balls in their mouths at the gates of houses in the mortal world.

It was just a pity that it was its father’s or mother’s eyeball. It was still small and didn’t understand at all.

Su Zhuyi sighed, then had Pan Siji lift the overturned spirit boat.

When the spirit boat was lifted, Elder Mei and Elder Yi crawled out from inside. Elder Mei stumbled over, looking at Mei Ruhua’s corpse with a pale face, hands and feet trembling, lips moving but making no sound, tears already in his eyes.

Yi Lian followed closely behind, unable to stand steadily and having to support his body with his sword. He looked at Mei Ruhua’s corpse, pierced by the sword, then glanced at Su Zhuyi, not knowing what to say for a moment.

They had been under the spirit boat and could see everything that happened outside. They also knew that Su Zhuyi had pierced Mei Ruhua with one sword and killed the Dong Fushang Sect elder with one sword.

The atmosphere around them became tense. Su Zhuyi frowned.

Mei Ruhua was indeed killed by her.

She hadn’t hesitated much at the time, but now she did feel a trace of guilt in her heart. However, this didn’t mean she thought she had done wrong. If these two elders wanted to hold her accountable, Su Zhuyi’s hand gripping the sword had already tightened…

If he wanted to avenge his disciple, then she would not show mercy. After all, both of them were severely injured. Even if she had no spiritual energy left, her fists could still kill people.

She wouldn’t respect her sect elders and allow them to punish her, nor would she stay in the Gujian Sect anymore.

Just then, Yi Lian suddenly raised his hand and patted her shoulder.

“I know you’re also very sad, but we all saw the situation at that time. You had no other choice. Thank you for saving us.” After he finished speaking, Elder Mei raised his head and said, “I’ll take Little Hua’s remains back. I can’t bury her here.”

After speaking, he collected the remains, then said, “This secret realm is full of dangers everywhere. We need to find a place to heal our wounds.” Elder Mei looked at Su Zhuyi. “Your spiritual energy is also exhausted, right?”

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi softly responded.

They hadn’t said she was wrong.

And because they hadn’t said it, even though she felt she wasn’t wrong, now that trace of guilt in her heart seemed to expand a bit.

She still believed she wasn’t wrong and would do the same thing next time, but emotionally, she was somewhat shaken.

If she had withdrawn her sword, she would have been injured. If she had been attacked by the opponent and was near death, Pan Siji had a high possibility of intervening to stop it. She just wasn’t used to placing her hope for survival on others. But if she had done that, Mei Ruhua might have had a slim chance of survival.

Su Zhuyi stood there in a daze.

Next time, would she do the same thing again?

Chapter 139: He’s Out
Elder Yi and Elder Mei were severely wounded.

Su Zhuyi’s spiritual energy was exhausted. The urgent priority was to find a safe place to hide and heal their wounds.

“The secret realm has many spirit beasts, and the bloody smell here is too strong. We must leave this place as soon as possible.” Yi Lian was so weak that even speaking was difficult. The Golden Sparrow on his shoulder was also sickly, with one wing broken and its head drooping weakly, speaking listlessly.

Find a safe place?

The safest place in this secret realm was naturally the Rebirth Valley. Su Zhuyi gestured for Elder Yi and Elder Mei to board the spirit boat. After she spoke, Elder Mei said, “This spirit boat is an immortal artifact. With your spiritual energy exhausted, you probably can’t drive it forward.”

Flying magical treasures didn’t require continuous infusion of spiritual energy to fly—most had levitation arrays and energy-gathering arrays that consumed spirit stones. But they still needed cultivators to steer them, which required divine consciousness and spiritual energy. Although not much was needed, Su Zhuyi’s current condition was complete spiritual energy exhaustion, and she couldn’t recover quickly. They couldn’t help either. Using the spirit boat would be very difficult, and this spirit boat made too much noise, which would instead expose their position.

“I have a way,” Su Zhuyi said.

She sat on the spirit boat. Seeing her insistence, Elder Yi also got on, and Elder Mei, after slight hesitation, ultimately followed onto the spirit boat. After the three of them got on, the Dong Fushang Sect’s Li Shan suddenly rushed over. Su Zhuyi thought she wanted to seek help and coldly glanced at her.

A middle Gold Core stage female cultivator carrying a newborn small qilin would probably find it very difficult to survive in this secret realm.

Not killing her was already the utmost benevolence. Now she still had the face to come asking for help?

Su Zhuyi’s gaze was cold. When she looked over like this, her soul pressure directly pressed down on that female cultivator, who immediately couldn’t take another step forward. Her face turned deathly pale, and her hands holding the small qilin were trembling. Just then, the small qilin in her arms seemed to sense the pressure and uncomfortably nuzzled a few times, then raised its head to bare its teeth at Su Zhuyi. However, it had no teeth, so after baring its “teeth” twice, it blew a bubble from its mouth that popped with a soft sound.

With this light sound, Li Shan felt the pressure around her body weaken considerably. She extended both hands forward, holding out the small qilin in her arms, nervously saying, “Senior, this qilin was just born. I… I’m afraid I can’t keep it alive. Could… could I entrust it to you?”

A newborn qilin cub would attract many powerful spirit beasts. Li Shan knew she couldn’t protect it. She also didn’t know how to get food for it, but she knew that Elder Yi of the Gujian Sect was very knowledgeable about spirit beasts. During the battle, he had summoned spirit beasts to help, and there was still a small Golden Sparrow standing on his shoulder.

He should know how to raise a qilin cub, right?

Su Zhuyi hadn’t expected this Dong Fushang Sect female cultivator to seek her out not for herself, but for the small qilin in her arms.

An auspicious qilin beast delivered to her door—how could she not take it? Su Zhuyi reached out to grab it, but…

That small qilin directly scratched her hand with its claw.

Pan Siji had said qilins were close to kind people. Su Zhuyi’s hand didn’t even have a scratch mark, but in her heart, she still let out a cold laugh.

Su Zhuyi’s physical body was now formidable, and the small qilin was very weak. One scratch didn’t break her skin, but instead broke its tender nail. It curled up with its paw retracted, and the green bead it had been holding in its mouth fell out. Saliva dripped down, and there were two water bubbles in its eyes.

It had scratched Su Zhuyi once, didn’t hurt Su Zhuyi, but ended up crying itself. Li Shan steeled her heart and tried to push it outward, wanting to send it onto the spirit boat, but it kept shrinking into her arms, even burying its head under her arm.

Pan Siji said, “This small qilin that was just born is indeed not easy to keep alive.”

Su Zhuyi thought for a moment, glanced at that Dong Fushang Sect female cultivator, and said, “Come up.”

Keeping this female cultivator was also fine. When she went to hunt down the remaining Dong Fushang Sect cultivators, if other sects interfered, keeping this female cultivator would be like keeping a witness. The Dong Fushang Sect had attacked and killed first—she was merely retaliating.

Li Shan was stunned, then thanked her and tremblingly boarded the spirit boat. After getting on, she didn’t dare move, just silently huddled in a corner, her emotions churning, unable to calm down. She was a Dong Fushang Sect cultivator. The Gujian Sect had killed so many Dong Fushang Sect people, yet now she was seeking protection from Gujian Sect cultivators.

Holding the small qilin, Li Shan huddled motionlessly in the corner. She had no relatives left, her master at the Dong Fushang Sect had also perished, and she wasn’t close to other fellow disciples. Now, she would be an ungrateful villain, as long as she could preserve the small qilin.

After Su Zhuyi had people board the spirit boat, she didn’t pay attention to them anymore. She called for Pan Siji to help and take them back to the Rebirth Valley.

She saw Pan Siji reach out and pick up the spirit boat made from green leaf illusions. He had caught a primordial spirit in one hand, was still gripping his axe in the other hand, and holding the leaf was inconvenient. After thinking, Pan Siji let down a loop of the large braid coiled around his neck, then inserted the leaf stem into the braid.

So, although the spirit boat was tilted to one side, looking like it was about to capsize, it flipped very steadily, just hanging on the braid and moving forward.

Elder Yi and the others, who had originally been sitting at the bow, also rolled to the stern, leaning against the leaf stem position and sitting together with that Dong Fushang Sect female cultivator. Su Zhuyi stood on the leaf tip. She said, “We’ll return to the Rebirth Valley first.”

“Are those pets you plan to raise?” Pan Siji asked curiously. In his eyes, human cultivators and spirit beasts weren’t much different. Probably, human cultivators just looked slightly more like them, similar to how humans viewed spirit monkeys?

Su Zhuyi: “…”

What else could she say? If she wanted to bring people in, she could only acknowledge it now.

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi responded, swept her divine consciousness over those three “pets,” and silently twitched the corner of her mouth.

After returning to the Rebirth Valley, Su Zhuyi ran to the edge of the Rebirth Pond to take a look.

She couldn’t contact Qin Jianglan now.

Originally, she had planned to put Mei Ruhua’s primordial spirit into the Liuguang Mirror. That way, she could live in the Liuguang Mirror and perhaps still have a chance for reincarnation.

It was just that Qin Jianglan was still in the Rebirth Pond now. His strength was formidable, and who knew when he would emerge from the water?

Seeing that she couldn’t contact Qin Jianglan, Su Zhuyi was about to begin sitting in meditation to cultivate. Her purpose this time was to send the two injured elders back to the valley to heal, conveniently deliver Mei Ruhua’s primordial spirit to the Liuguang Mirror, and, after resting briefly herself, continue going out to kill people and seize treasures.

Su Zhuyi’s strength had greatly increased now, so she didn’t need Pan Siji to back her up anymore. Just by herself, she could eliminate that rabble from the Dong Fushang Sect one by one.

However, just as she sat down, she saw Pan Siji approaching with a bitter face. He squatted in front of Su Zhuyi, still feeling the height wasn’t right, so he simply lay on the ground with his chin on the earth, extending his hand in front of Su Zhuyi with his five fingers still curved, saying miserably, “I’m holding that primordial spirit in my hand! What do we do now?”

Find a soul weapon to contain it?

But they didn’t have any. Soul weapons themselves were difficult to craft, and were completely useless to them, so not only did they not have any, no one knew how to make them. Unfortunately, after Su Zhuyi returned, she seemed to have forgotten about this small primordial spirit. His heart was anxious, so he could only ask, “How much longer do I have to hold it?”

It was just a small bit of primordial spirit, but holding it in his palm felt like holding a hot potato. Mainly because his strength was too great—he was worried about accidentally crushing it.

“Hold it until that other companion emerges from the Rebirth Pond.”

Su Zhuyi opened her eyes and saw the Pangu lying in front of her, just like a coiled dragon not far away. His head was like a small hill. As she sat there, mountains suddenly appeared before her eyes, immediately making her feel some pressure.

“Wouldn’t that mean waiting hundreds or thousands of years?” Pan Siji said in shock, his voice involuntarily becoming louder, the vibration nearly making Su Zhuyi spit up blood.

“It takes that long?” She was too lazy to wait. Besides, in three to five years, the overlapping star tracks would separate again, and they would be sent out of the ancient secret realm. What would happen then? Even though she had rolled around in the Rebirth Pond, she essentially wasn’t a creature of this place and would still be expelled, right?

“Right, I’ve never encountered someone emerging as quickly as you before.” He wasn’t certain either. After all, it had been a long time since any companions had been reborn, and he’d never seen one so weak. He didn’t even remember who she was, and she didn’t remember either…

Each reincarnation caused the primordial spirit to collapse. He had lost too many memories.

Pan Siji lay there, his heart aching. He unconsciously felt that the companion still soaking in the Rebirth Pond was probably the last member of the Pangu clan who could successfully reincarnate.

“I used to be quite smart,” Pan Siji suddenly murmured.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She didn’t know why Pan Siji would suddenly say such a thing out of nowhere, but sensing that he seemed unhappy, Su Zhuyi smoothly replied, “You’re still quite smart and capable now.”

“That’s right.” Pan Siji nodded, then returned to the previous question. “This primordial spirit, why do we have to wait until he comes out?” As he spoke, he turned his head to look at the Rebirth Pond.

“You know about the Liuguang Mirror, right? The Quicksand River.” Su Zhuyi didn’t hide anything. After all, she had discussed with Qin Jianglan before and had some ideas about the giants’ Rebirth Pond.

“When Pangu split heaven and earth, his body and blood became all things in heaven and earth. Among them, the Quicksand River and Jianmu Tree were the strongest spiritual objects at that time. The Quicksand River later transformed into the Liuguang Mirror, and the Liuguang Mirror can preserve primordial spirits from decay.”

Originally it couldn’t, but Qin Jianglan had gained the Liuguang Mirror’s recognition. After he planned to establish the path of reincarnation, he could control the Liuguang Mirror, making it so the Liuguang Mirror wouldn’t absorb certain people’s primordial spirits anymore. In the very beginning, Qin Jianglan’s primordial spirit would also be weakened by the Liuguang Mirror.

“Quicksand River, that sounds somewhat familiar.” Pan Siji appeared somewhat happy. “Can it work? Can our primordial spirits also go in?” Their giant clan was too powerful and had never found anywhere that could accommodate their primordial spirits, except for the Rebirth Pond.

“I don’t know. We’ll find out when he comes out. The Liuguang Mirror is with him.” Su Zhuyi smiled. “Tell me, if it can accommodate your primordial spirits, wouldn’t that mean you wouldn’t have to dissipate during future rebirths?”

The remaining giants would have another form of eternal life, wouldn’t they?

Whether he believed it or not, Su Zhuyi still painted a grand picture for Pan Siji and his kind. Their clan’s numbers were getting fewer and fewer, and their primordial spirits were getting weaker each time. Perhaps before long, they would face extinction. But if they could enter the Liuguang Mirror, there was a possibility of preservation.

“Alright then, I just need to protect her until that companion comes out, right?” Pan Siji looked at the weak primordial spirit in his palm and sighed quietly. With this thing in his hand, doing anything would be inconvenient. However, since he had promised to help, he couldn’t go back on his word and had to do it well.

He just hoped that person could come out earlier, but if he came out too early, he might not be able to break through the lotus. It was worrying. Just as he was lost in random thoughts, a voice said, “He’s out, he’s out, he’s surfaced!”

Su Zhuyi turned her head to look and saw another lotus flower surface on the water, swaying slightly twice.

The lake water was azure blue, and the white lotus on the surface was like jade, glowing faintly in the sunlight. The moment the lotus appeared, several giants suddenly appeared—Su Zhuyi didn’t even know where they had been hiding just now.

“He’s out.”

“Such a small one.”

“A tiny bit bigger than the previous one.”

The giants looked at the white lotus in the lake and discussed animatedly.

Su Zhuyi also stood up. She jumped onto Pan Siji’s shoulder and went with him to the lakeside.

She watched the lotus in the center of the lake from afar, her heart slightly filled with anticipation. That person was someone she had loved. If not for the Qing Gu, she would still love him.

Old Dog Qin had come out.

He surely wouldn’t be unable to break through the white lotus, would he?

Chapter 140: Emerged
“Will he come out alive?” Pan Siji stared at the lotus in the center of the lake, asking very nervously.

“He will, of course, he will.” Su Zhuyi’s tone was certain.

Su Zhuyi never imagined that Qin Jianglan would fail.

She sat on Pan Siji’s shoulder, watching the white lotus in the center of the lake, watching those crystal-clear petals gradually extend outward a bit, the flower bud blooming little by little, filling people with anticipation.

Su Zhuyi didn’t wait long either. About half an hour later, the lotus completely bloomed, and Qin Jianglan stood quietly within the lotus, as if he hadn’t encountered any trials inside or exerted any effort at all. He just stood quietly, the gentle breeze coming, the flower blooming by itself.

After Qin Jianglan emerged, he immediately spotted Su Zhuyi. He touched down with his toes, stepping lightly on the lotus petals, borrowing force to fly across the lake surface and land directly at the lakeside. He paused on the ground for just an instant, then flew into the air, stopping beside Su Zhuyi, who was on Pan Siji’s shoulder.

“Are you alright?” Qin Jianglan looked at Su Zhuyi, seeing that her spiritual energy was insufficient, his brow slightly furrowed.

“I’m fine.” Su Zhuyi said, “Oh my, congratulations on your rebirth. Quickly take out your Liuguang Mirror.” She pointed with her hand, having Pan Siji raise his palm in front of them, then said, “Another person from the Gujian Sect died. Pan Siji temporarily protected her primordial spirit. Put her into the Liuguang Mirror.”

Qin Jianglan took out the Liuguang Mirror. The mirror surface flipped, and Mei Ruhua’s primordial spirit was collected into the mirror. The moment Su Zhuyi saw the Liuguang Mirror, she had already projected a strand of divine consciousness into the mirror, and she immediately saw Little Skull and Qinghe and the others inside the mirror.

Little Skull was practicing swordwork, with Luo Ying standing beside him, giving guidance.

Qinghe sat leaning against the parasol tree without moving, his gaze still glued to Luo Ying. He didn’t look as cold as before. As he sat there, he had a blade of green grass in his mouth and a faint smile at the corners of his mouth. The former Qinghe also presented a sunny, warm appearance in front of Luo Ying, but the current him looked much more genuine, as if that smile came from his heart rather than being a disguise to please his master in front of her.

Oh my, could it be that in the time they’d been apart, Qinghe and Luo Ying had made great progress?

Could it be that the two of them teaching Little Skull swordwork together had taught them understanding and developed feelings?

Just as Su Zhuyi was curious, Qinghe raised his head to glance at the sky, then said with displeasure in his tone, “Why is another familiar one coming in?”

Mei Ruhua had been severely injured before death, and her primordial spirit was extremely weak. Having been collected into the Liuguang Mirror, her primordial spirit hadn’t even awakened yet. Upon entering the mirror, Luo Ying flew into the air to protect Mei Ruhua’s primordial spirit, then asked, “What happened to the Gujian Sect?”

Why had another young disciple perished?

Luo Ying still had some impression of this female disciple—she was Elder Mei’s direct disciple, with good aptitude and high cultivation. She hadn’t expected her to perish so young.

Now the Gujian Sect had suffered considerable losses, and their strength would likely be greatly damaged, which might invite others’ covetousness.

Luo Ying had deep feelings for the Gujian Sect, and seeing Mei Ruhua this time made her even more worried.

“We’re exploring the ancient secret realm, and the Dong Fushang Sect cultivators want to exterminate us.” Su Zhuyi mentioned it briefly. At this time, Little Skull finished executing his sword techniques. He sheathed his sword, tilted up his small face, and said seriously, “None of the Dong Fushang Sect people are good.”

“They wanted to kill me and steal my sword.” Little Skull flourished the Zhuying Sword in his hand, saying, “When I get out, I’ll find them for revenge.”

Su Zhuyi nodded, “Mm, we won’t spare a single one of those Dong Fushang Sect people.”

Luo Ying said, “You should also be careful yourself.”

Su Zhuyi chatted with Luo Ying and the others for a while. At this time, Qin Jianglan also released Little Skull. Originally, Little Skull needed to wait until a certain time before returning to the outside world from the Liuguang Mirror, but after Qin Jianglan gained control of the Liuguang Mirror, he could directly summon Little Skull out. It was just that previously, he was soaking in the air bubble in the Rebirth Pond, and with Little Skull having baleful qi on him, the situation was unclear at the time. Keeping Little Skull in the mirror under Luo Ying and Qinghe’s care was safer.

Now, Little Skull emerged from the mirror and also sat on Pan Siji’s shoulder.

The giants gathered around, chattering, celebrating their companion’s rebirth. Su Zhuyi provided some explanations from the side, and Qin Jianglan also gained a general understanding of the current situation. So he asked, “If Wu’er is also placed in this Rebirth Pond, will he grow a physical body?”

After Qin Jianglan asked this question, Little Skull, who had originally been gripping his sword, planning to go out and find Dong Fushang Sect cultivators for revenge, now sat dazedly in place, his heart going up and down, the flames in his eye sockets flickering, so nervous that his bones were trembling.

“It should be possible, right?” Pan Siji said somewhat uncertainly. They had never tried placing a primordial spirit that wasn’t of the same origin into the Rebirth Pond, or rather, even if they had tried before, he had forgotten.

In any case, Pan Siji didn’t know whether it would work or not.

He was very concerned about his new companion’s question, so he went to ask the other giants. Everyone was also unclear, so they all said, “Then let’s put him in and try!” One of them even reached over, wanting to grab Little Skull and throw him into the Rebirth Pond.

The giants were very bored all day.

They were quite curious about this, too.

“We could all come out, and Little Skull’s primordial spirit is stronger than ours, so he should be able to come out too, right?” Su Zhuyi stroked Wu’er’s head, just afraid that Wu’er didn’t understand attack methods and would stay foolishly in the lotus without knowing how to come out.

She crouched down, facing Little Skull, and said, “Wu’er wants to grow tall and big, right?”

“Mm.” Little Skull clenched his fists tight—he wanted to grow flesh.

“Then you enter that Rebirth Pond.” Su Zhuyi patted his head and smiled.

Seeing that Little Skull was still completely confused, Qin Jianglan also crouched down and said gently, “When you enter that lake later, don’t be afraid. Stay inside peacefully for some time. Practicing swordwork and such are all fine. When you finally surface again, you must think of every way to come out from whatever is wrapping you, like a small bird breaking out of its shell. Can you do it?”

“I can!” Wu’er understood and nodded repeatedly.

Seeing Qin Jianglan speak so gently to Little Skull, Su Zhuyi suddenly remembered the past, when the Liuguang Mirror was still embedded in her body. She projected her divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror and saw Qin Jianglan telling stories to Little Skull, playing with Little Skull, and taking him to fly kites.

He was a very patient person.

If he weren’t patient, he wouldn’t have let her torment him on the Wangtian Tree for a full six hundred years.

The world all said Qin Jianglan was not easily approached, noble and cold, indifferent and distant to people, living alone on the Wangtian Tree, isolated from the world. But in reality, he wasn’t that kind of person.

At least, in her eyes, he was no longer that kind of person.

Qin Jianglan told Little Skull about some things to pay attention to. After Little Skull understood everything, he asked Pan Siji to also place Little Skull into the lake water.

Another transparent bubble appeared on the water’s surface. Watching Little Skull gradually sink, Su Zhuyi also felt somewhat comforted. When he grew flesh, the stone lotus platform in the jade gourd left by his father could belong to her. Originally, Su Zhuyi had always wanted the things in that jade gourd, but now, she suddenly felt that what gave her comfort wasn’t the jade gourd, but Little Skull himself.

The Qing Gu devoured emotions, and now, the influence of that Qing Gu on her was already very weak, wasn’t it?

After Little Skull completely sank into the center of the lake, Su Zhuyi said with a smile, “Qin Jianglan, come on, I’ll take you to collect souls.”

The meaning of this sentence was: Qin Jianglan, let’s go kill people!

Qin Jianglan glanced at her, “First, let’s go find the Xirang.”

The time they could stay in the secret realm was only about three to five years. They couldn’t waste a single bit, and most importantly, when he saw the Xirang in his previous life, it was just a few days after entering the secret realm. That is to say, the Xirang would appear in that place in the next few days, and if they missed it, who knew where the Xirang would run off to.

“Xirang!” Pan Siji was quite surprised to hear about Xirang. “You’re looking for Xirang?”

“You know about it?” Su Zhuyi’s eyes lit up. Could it be that the Pangu descendants knew where the Xirang was?

Xirang was also an existence from ancient times that appeared together with the Quicksand River. They might know about it.

“I don’t know.” Pangu shook his head. “It burrows through the soil and runs everywhere. We can’t catch it either, but the Xirang should be in the north. You can go look there.”

“But what are you looking for Xirang for? It’s just a lump of small mud.” Pan Siji asked curiously. He really couldn’t think what a lump of mud could be used for. Were they planning to use it to grow medicinal herbs?

Although using Xirang to nurture spirit plants could make those spirit medicines grow fast and well, for the Pangu giants, it still wasn’t very useful.

“You’ll know later.” Su Zhuyi patted Pan Siji’s shoulder, then called to Qin Jianglan, “Then let’s go look for the Xirang first.”

The two left the Rebirth Valley, heading north all the way. This time, Su Zhuyi didn’t ride the spirit boat but sat on Qin Jianglan’s Songfeng Sword. She meditated and regulated her breathing on the Songfeng Sword. After another half day, Su Zhuyi’s spiritual energy completely recovered. Once her body recovered, she became a bit restless, moving closer to Qin Jianglan’s side, leaning against him boneless, and said, “Qin Jianglan, I remember now. I indeed was hit by the Qing Gu.”

Qin Jianglan’s body stiffened, then he responded almost inaudibly, “Mm.”

Su Zhuyi’s hand was almost reaching into Qin Jianglan’s collar. She laughed softly twice, then said, “Eh, after coming out of the Rebirth Pond, your body seems to have become warmer.”

Originally, it was ice-cold, as if there wasn’t even a heartbeat. Now, it had become lively again. She scraped his neck with her fingernail. “I think that if my cultivation breaks through to the Nascent Soul stage, I won’t be affected by that Qing Gu anymore.”

Speaking of this, Su Zhuyi sat up straight, saying with a serious expression, “My cultivation has hit a bottleneck. I’m stuck at the Great Perfection Gold Core stage and don’t know how much longer it will take. I know a method that can let me advance quickly.”

She had originally been sitting behind Qin Jianglan, but now she was half-kneeling on the sword, extending both hands over his back, also extending her head over, her chest pressing right against his shoulder. She seemed to be hanging on his back, her hair falling like a waterfall in front of him. “Qin Jianglan, how about we dual cultivate?”

Chapter 141: Deep Affection
“I’m talking to you, can you hear me?” Su Zhuyi poked his cheek with her slender fingers. She had used some force at first, but after poking twice, she touched him gently, sliding down along his nose bridge and softly pressing against his lips.

Su Zhuyi truly had the intention of dual cultivation in her heart.

It wasn’t like they hadn’t slept together before, and she wouldn’t be at a disadvantage if they did it again. However, there were serious matters to attend to now, and Qin Jianglan probably didn’t have time to pay attention to her. She was just bored, and seeing Qin Jianglan sitting upright made her want to tease him. This was a habit formed over six hundred years, a pleasure carved into her bones that she couldn’t change in a short time, nor was she inclined to change it.

Qin Jianglan’s lips moved slightly, and suddenly he pressed against her finger that was resting on his lips.

Su Zhuyi was immediately stunned. She hadn’t expected Qin Jianglan to respond, and more precisely, his response was so unexpectedly catching her off guard. His warm lips gently sucked on her finger, and where his tongue touched, it seemed like a tremor spread from that point of contact to her body, stimulating her nerves, as if a flame had been ignited on her skin and burned to her heart.

She had always been improper.

Now that Qin Jianglan had suddenly become improper, it surprised Su Zhuyi quite a bit.

She didn’t withdraw her hand. With a swift movement, she flipped from behind him and tumbled into his embrace, lying on her back across his knees. Her clothes had already loosened somewhat during the turn, and Su Zhuyi raised her eyebrows with a smug expression, “Right now? Here?”

The silently flying bed-like Songfeng Sword: “…”

Qin Jianglan had the Liuguang Mirror.

Everything experienced in his previous life in the Rebirth Pond had reappeared again, so he clearly remembered when the Xirang would appear and was not in any hurry. His eyes were bright and clear, with Su Zhuyi’s figure reflected in his pupils, along with the slightly smug and provocative smile on her face.

He sat quietly, calmly reaching out to grasp Su Zhuyi’s hand that was still extended near his lips. Under Su Zhuyi’s slightly astonished gaze, he gently pulled while using wisps of spiritual energy like a spring breeze to support her slender waist. With just this one movement, he had already pulled the reclining Su Zhuyi into his embrace. Su Zhuyi was somewhat surprised. Originally, Qin Jianglan had supported her very steadily, but her rabbit-like movement made her lose her balance. And that moment brought them too close – Qin Jianglan’s lips directly touched her cheek, and as her body tilted to the side, they brushed across her cheek.

Qin Jianglan caught her hand, preventing Su Zhuyi from falling. With her wrist being held, her sleeve slid back, revealing an arm like mutton-fat jade. She giggled twice, her wrist turning in small circles, her fingers still forming a flower shape, “What, you think my suggestion isn’t bad?”

But in the next moment, Su Zhuyi’s smile froze on her face.

Qin Jianglan leaned down, his lips pressing directly down on hers. He used force with his wrist, holding her tightly in his embrace, while his tongue pried open her teeth and began to plunder fiercely in her mouth.

The sun was setting in the west, with evening clouds filling the sky’s edge. The fire clouds burned across the entire sky, also reddening Su Zhuyi’s face.

Her cheeks flushed, and her body became soft and limp.

Even her consciousness became hazy. All her senses disappeared, leaving only the burning heat where their lips met, like heat waves washing over her entire body wave after wave, making her body weak and powerless, her gaze becoming somewhat bewildered.

Su Zhuyi’s hand climbed to his neck, suddenly reaching out to grab, then her consciousness returned slightly, immediately becoming somewhat flustered and exasperated. She, the mighty Heart-Eating Demoness, was kissed by Qin Jianglan until her mind went blank. Feeling indignant, she circulated her spiritual energy and cast a small charm technique. Then the hand resting on his shoulder moved upward, pressing against the back of his head and pushing down with some force. At the same time, she fiercely bit back.

She bit him, clenching his tongue and not letting go. When she finally released him, she puffed out her cheeks and forcefully blew air at him.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

He chuckled softly, his voice hoarse yet surprisingly seductive, making Su Zhuyi feel that her charm technique just now hadn’t been effective at all and was broken by his light laugh, which made her heart itch. Just as she was about to lean in again, Qin Jianglan instead reached out and lightly tapped her forehead, even creating a small red mark on her forehead like a dot of cinnabar.

With her thick skin, she naturally didn’t feel pain, but still covered her forehead and stared at him with wide eyes. Qin Jianglan reached out and scooped her up, holding her horizontally, then lightly floated down to the ground. Only then did Su Zhuyi realize that Songfeng Sword was no longer high in the air but had gradually descended and was now only about ten feet from the ground.

After Qin Jianglan carried her to the ground, Songfeng Sword immediately disappeared. Had it been put away by Qin Jianglan? Or had it hidden itself because it couldn’t bear to watch anymore?

After landing, they were in a sea of flowers.

Qin Jianglan directly set up a barrier, then gently tossed Su Zhuyi from his arms. In the moment of tossing, his outer robe had already slipped off smoothly, the black robe cushioning the ground, and Su Zhuyi landed right on his robe.

Su Zhuyi never expected Qin Jianglan to suddenly act like this. She sat up, with flower petals still clinging to her hair. Among her black hair, there had originally been only a simple hairpin, but now, with fresh flowers adorning it, she looked even more charming.

That hairpin was the one Qin Jianglan had given her. With a slight infusion of spiritual energy, there would be glimmering lights dancing among her hair, like stars shining in her raven-black hair bun. However, she rarely infused spiritual energy into the hairpin, most of the time, so usually, the hairpin only had a faint glow and looked rather ordinary.

He gazed at her quietly, then reached out and drew the jade hairpin from her hair bun. Her black hair, freed from its restraint, cascaded down like a waterfall, long and smooth, spreading another layer over his robe. His fingers threaded through those silky strands, gently pressing against the back of Su Zhuyi’s head, then drawing her into his embrace.

Leaning against his chest, she suddenly felt her heartbeat quicken, thump thump thump, like a sudden storm descending from the sky, pattering down densely and urgently.

Qin Jianglan…

Was he serious?

Su Zhuyi couldn’t help but lick her lips. She just felt suddenly a bit dry-mouthed, inexplicably excited and expectant, yet also a little nervous. Improving cultivation was a good thing, but now that she had been reborn, her body had also changed – this could be considered her first time, right?

Her hair was disheveled, with tiny flower petals scattered in it. Her jade-white cheeks bore two patches of red blush, and her lips, having been fiercely sucked earlier, were now slightly swollen and red, red as if coated with sweet lip rouge. When she stuck out her tongue to lick them, it was both alluring and seductive, like a silent invitation, asking to be plucked.

Qin Jianglan kissed her lips and slowly pressed down.

The slanting sun sank into the mountain ravine, and the world became dim and hazy. Her jade hairpin fell to the side, and because the sky had darkened, the firefly-like glimmering light on the hairpin became more prominent, with tiny points of light dancing around it. Originally drawn to her, they now seemed startled by the commotion and began flying about everywhere.

Clothes scattered in all directions, covering the delicate flower clusters, while she couldn’t suppress herself, letting out one soft moan after another, her delicate voice like that of a charming oriole.

Her slender waist swayed gently, her flower heart bent softly, her tender pistil’s delicate fragrance free for butterflies to gather. Beads of fragrant sweat, white jade turning red, like fish finding water, passion running deep. In this fierce battle of plunder, she was at a disadvantage, losing her armor and becoming completely routed in the blink of an eye.

Su Zhuyi wanted to turn over but was powerless, gradually sinking into it. When wave after wave of this heat tide surged past, she opened her eyes hazily, looking at the person pressing on her, feeling that something was wrong.

What exactly was wrong?

The next moment, she suddenly realized, “Qin Jianglan!”

“Mm!” He lowered his head and lightly pecked her forehead, his hand being improper, still covering her chest, cupping that soft whiteness, reluctant to release that jade-like fragrance.

“I forgot to circulate my cultivation technique just now.” Su Zhuyi wanted to slap herself. Such a great opportunity, and she had forgotten.

Why were you working so hard? Su Zhuyi felt annoyed and lifted her foot to kick him. She was annoyed not only at forgetting, but also that she had been confused by male beauty. The love parasite hadn’t been removed, and she didn’t have deep feelings for him either, but their bodies were incredibly compatible, as if they still retained memories from six hundred years ago, making her intoxicated.

This was still without love.

If she truly loved him, wouldn’t she be completely dominated by him?

She only loved herself. But now, she felt somewhat panicked. She feared that one day, she might value Qin Jianglan more than herself. He could sacrifice himself to the Liuguang Mirror to let her live again. Su Zhuyi felt it was natural for others to sacrifice for him, but she couldn’t accept that she would also be willing to repeatedly compromise for another person.

Therefore, Su Zhuyi’s expression was now displeased, looking somewhat embarrassed and flustered. She kicked out with force, but this kick was caught by Qin Jianglan’s outstretched hand, who then pulled her leg downward.

“Don’t be angry.” He pressed her down again, using some force with his hands to spread her legs apart, then said in what seemed like a very devout and self-reproaching manner: “This time I’ll cooperate with your cultivation.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Old Dog Qin!

She wanted to retort but was silenced. The curse words she wanted to say turned over thousands of times in her heart, but never had a chance to come out. That deep kiss nearly suffocated her, and afterward, spiritual energy gradually circulated through their closely joined bodies. A warm current flowed into her limbs and bones, making her feel comfortable throughout, once again becoming intoxicated.

Before she knew it, the bright moon hung in the sky.

Su Zhuyi put on her clothes piece by piece, combing her hair directly with her fingers. Although she hadn’t broken through the Golden Core Great Perfection, she felt that she was about to touch that bottleneck. As for when the tribulation lightning for the Nascent Soul stage would come, she probably wouldn’t have to wait too long.

She wanted to appear more composed, for instance, turning her back on him after eating her fill and wiping clean, especially since in the previous encounter, she had completely lost and barely held any dominant position. Back in the day…

Back in the day, she had controlled the rhythm.

Therefore, Su Zhuyi now dressed with a stern face, then said: “Continue on our way?”

Qin Jianglan didn’t speak. He had his clothes draped over him but hadn’t dressed properly, with his front wide open.

He had a very good physique.

The muscles under his clothes were firm and powerful.

Standing there with broad shoulders and a narrow waist, just looking at him was pleasing and made Su Zhuyi’s legs go weak. Back then, she had lowered her neckline and cut open her skirt to sway before his eyes. Now it was truly feng shui taking turns – this shameless man wasn’t dressing properly and was shamelessly teasing her.

Hmph!

Who knew you were this kind of Qin Jianglan!

Just then, voices suddenly appeared outside the barrier.

“This area has moonlight grass.素心花 is hidden among the moonlight grass and is very difficult to discover.”

“素心花 is a high-grade spiritual herb. If the petals can have seven petals, it can become an immortal grade. Such immortal-grade spiritual herbs must be guarded by high-level spiritual beasts. You saw the moonlit grass somewhere around here?”

“Exactly.”

Unexpectedly, it was people from Yunxiao Sect who had come. Walking in front, carefully approaching this vicinity, was actually her old acquaintance – Elder Hua from Yunxiao Sect.

Su Zhuyi also had some knowledge of spiritual herbs. Sushinhua was extremely high grade, and immortal-grade Sushinhua could refine immortal pills with great benefits for cultivators. When Hua Yining’s flying sword was severed, her sword dao suffered severe damage, and she nearly fell into madness. If she hadn’t died, she would now be little different from a waste. If she could obtain Sushinhua, she might still have a chance to recover. However, Su Zhuyi would never give her this opportunity.

Sushinhua?

Sushinhua guarded by high-level spiritual beasts?

She swept out with her divine consciousness and saw a broken white transparent flower in a patch of crushed flower clusters, immediately speechlessly tugging at the corner of her mouth…

Using the sky as a blanket and the ground as a bed, they had crushed one immortal herb and countless spiritual herbs. Their battle was truly…

Too unbearable to look at.

Heh heh, Elder Hua, the immortal-grade medicinal herb your daughter wants has been crushed to death by me…

As for the spiritual beast guarding the immortal herb?

Where is it? I don’t see it.

The spiritual beast trapped outside the barrier and trembling: “…”

Chapter 142: Life and Death Duel
Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness was now very strong. She had heard the conversation between the Yunxiao Sect cultivators, but in reality, they were still quite a distance away, carefully approaching for fear of disturbing the spiritual beast guarding the immortal herb.

Su Zhuyi looked around carefully and finally spotted a snake outside the barrier. The snake was only as thick as a thumb, with a flower crown growing on its head. Standing among the flower clusters, it looked just like a flower; no wonder she hadn’t noticed it at first. Sensing the aura from the spirit snake, Su Zhuyi discovered that it was also at the late Nascent Soul stage in strength, but was currently hiding in the flower clusters, trembling, obviously fearful of them…

They had all come out of the Rebirth Pond and carried the aura of the Pangu clan. In the ancient secret realm, all living beings naturally feared the Pangu clan. She wondered if this was why the spirit snake was so terrified yet unwilling to leave, probably reluctant to abandon that Sushin flower.

Su Zhuyi pulled out the crushed Sushin flower by its roots. This kind of immortal herb could still be used even when damaged, at most with slightly reduced medicinal effects. She reached out and threw the damaged Sushin flower in front of the spirit snake. The spirit snake was stunned at first, then its flower crown opened. What had originally been a flower the size of a copper coin bloomed in that instant like a gaping maw, directly swallowing the Sushin flower whole, flower and roots together.

Then the spirit snake lay on the ground, with wisps of white light appearing on its body. After a long while, it shed a layer of gaudy snake skin, growing a layer of transparent white scales instead, and lay there motionless. The flower crown on its head also became somewhat similar to the Sushin flower, also having seven petals. At first glance, it looked almost like an immortal-grade Sushin flower.

Her current strength was considerable. Having consecutively killed two Nascent Soul stage cultivators at Dong Fushang Sect, killing Elder Hua from Yunxiao Sect wouldn’t be difficult. This herb-gathering expedition had only brought two cultivators: the Golden Core stage disciple leading the way and Elder Hua. Taking their lives wouldn’t be hard for her.

Su Zhuyi glanced sideways at Qin Jianglan beside her. The only one she needed to be wary of was this man she had just slept with. After all, he had once been a master of the Yunxiao Sect and originally had a good relationship with Elder Hua.

Elder Hua and the others were cautious, but their forward speed wasn’t slow. In the blink of an eye, they had approached closer.

Su Zhuyi raised her hand, grasping at the void, and Sword Ancestor was already in her grip. Immediately after, she concealed her form and leaped up, flying out of the barrier. Her body was as light as a swallow, and in just a few bounds, she had already gracefully arrived before Elder Hua and the others.

She wouldn’t waste words with people.

Hua Yining had first struck ruthlessly at her during their competition, then hired Blood Asura assassins to kill her, and on the southern border, had wanted to raise her as a beauty parasite, trying every means to kill her. Su Zhuyi was the type who, if someone slapped her once, could dismember them a thousand times. The accumulated grudges between the Hua family father and daughter were too deep. Killing them ten thousand times wouldn’t be excessive – she would kill them, then destroy their corpses, and after destroying their corpses, she would capture their souls and torment them with whips in the Liuguang Mirror…

That’s exactly what she was thinking, and various torture methods instantly flooded her mind. Having experienced too much in the Blood Asura sect in her previous life, thinking about it now still made her quite excited. This lifetime had suppressed her nature too much. In this rebirth, she had only manipulated a few mortals in her childhood and, surprisingly, hadn’t done many evil deeds. Instead, she had been acting chivalrously all along, saving quite a few people.

Su Zhuyi directly slashed out with her sword, azure light striking toward Elder Hua.

Elder Hua was a Nascent Soul stage cultivator after all. Although he hadn’t detected the danger in advance, in the instant the sword light suddenly arrived, his spiritual energy surged, and the cloak on his body flew out, enlarging in the air like a battle banner unfurling in the wind. When blown by the wind, the banner grew even larger. The banner blocked that sword strike, with cold light flashing at the banner’s seams, hiding a thin, long flying sword.

Elder Hua’s Xiangfu sword had been broken, and the sword he had replaced it with was of even higher grade. Coming to the secret realm this time, he had made complete preparations, bringing many spiritual weapons and treasures, all of exceptional quality. Among them, this Heaven-Fighting Banner could both defend and attack, with considerable power.

“Who!” As he waved the banner to block the sword, he also attacked, but unexpectedly, the banner tore with a ripping sound, and the sword light was already before his eyes. Golden light flashed in his eyes, and his spiritual energy barrier was operating at full capacity. After being forced to take this strike, his body flew backward, tumbling three zhang before barely stopping. The moment he landed, he took out a pill and quickly stuffed it into his mouth.

“It’s you.” Elder Hua was extremely familiar with both the sword momentum and sword light. Upon seeing Su Zhuyi, he understood that this matter couldn’t end peacefully – there was only fighting to the death, a life-or-death struggle. But her current strength had progressed tremendously. The power of that sword strike had nearly been too much for him to withstand.

Elder Hua could immediately call for people to come.

Many Yunxiao Sect cultivators were not far from this location.

But he was a dignified Yunxiao Sect elder – facing a young junior, could he only seek help from others? Where would his dignity be? Moreover, he had acted improperly in this matter. All previous grudges had originated from them.

“Su Zhuyi.” He bit and crushed the pill in his mouth. “The grudges between us are too deep. Why don’t we make a vow – compete in martial arts to determine life and death, let previous grudges be offset with our lives, no longer involving others.” He paused, took a deep breath, and said: “If I perish, it’s truly because my skills are inferior. Yunxiao Sect disciples must not seek revenge for me. The reverse is also true. Yunlin, you witness this.” Elder Hua turned his head to look at the nervously tense young disciple beside him, saying indifferently.

Actually, with the Gujian Sect’s strength greatly declined now, even if he killed Su Zhuyi, he wouldn’t worry about the Gujian Sect being able to stir up much trouble. Therefore, this condition was his sincerity, also showing his self-awareness.

He was injured, and his chances of victory weren’t high. The female cultivator before him had made shocking progress in strength, and a person was standing silently in the nearby flower clusters whose strength made his heart palpitate. Just Su Zhuyi alone was already more than he could handle, let alone with a powerful expert watching like a tiger from the side.

From Su Zhuyi’s sword strike just now, he knew that today, even if he had countless treasures, he probably couldn’t hold out. He wasn’t confident he could persist until Yunxiao Sect disciples arrived, and similarly, he wanted to protect Yunlin beside him. By saying this, he was preventing Yunxiao Sect from causing trouble for Gujian Sect because of this incident, giving Su Zhuyi a promise that she could kill him without worry – Yunxiao Sect wouldn’t target her for this. He only hoped that after his death, Su Zhuyi wouldn’t continue to trouble Hua Yining.

All grudges and resentments would be wiped clean with one stroke.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t figure out Qin Jianglan’s thoughts. What she was worried about now was whether Qin Jianglan would intervene. Since the old man Hua had said this himself, Qin Jianglan would have no reason to stop them even if he wanted to. Therefore, she nodded, “Good.”

Having said this, she pressed forward, unleashing her Traceless Steps, her form becoming ghostly and elusive.

Elder Hua’s figure stood in place. After taking the pill, his hair and beard had all turned white, and wrinkles had appeared on his face. The human heart is contradictory – although he felt he couldn’t escape this situation, he still couldn’t let go of his daughter, whose sword dao had been destroyed. In that instant just now, he had swallowed a pill that temporarily boosted his cultivation. He stood with his hands behind his back, the flying sword originally in his hand falling to the ground, replaced by a broken sword covered in cracks.

That sword was broken even more severely than Su Zhuyi’s Sword Ancestor, as if forcibly pieced together by a weapon refiner, still only half a sword, covered in countless cracks, looking like it would shatter again at the slightest touch. That was Elder Hua’s Xiangfu, forged by his beloved wife in years past.

Qin Jianglan stood far away, looking at the Xiangfu in his hand, his eyes slightly darkening.

He remembered that sword. In his previous life, before obtaining Songfeng Sword, the sword he used was forged by Elder Hua’s wife, accompanying him for nearly a hundred years. Back then, they had even wanted to arrange a marriage between him and Elder Hua’s daughter.

Originally, Qin Jianglan didn’t remember Hua Yining and had little impression of her – he vaguely remembered the name, but even her appearance was blurred. But after mastering the Liuguang Mirror and going through the Rebirth Pond, he had re-experienced his former life completely, naturally remembering everything clearly. He just hadn’t expected Su Zhuyi to have such deep enmity with them.

The current Elder Hua was no match for Su Zhuyi.

His brows furrowed deeply as he stood in place, momentarily motionless. In the distance, Su Zhuyi and Elder Hua had already engaged in battle.

In just a few short exchanges, Su Zhuyi had completely gained the upper hand. She struck out with a palm, directly hitting Elder Hua’s crown. Under the burning of her Blazing Flame Palm, Elder Hua’s white hair was all singed, and blood flowed from his head, his face covered in blood.

“Elder Hua!” The Yunxiao Sect disciple beside him cried out in alarm, wanting to step forward to support him, but Elder Hua raised his hand flat, indicating he shouldn’t approach.

He looked at Su Zhuyi and said, “I didn’t expect you to have become so formidable. The cultivators of the Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak are all so remarkable. This old man admires you.” Having said this, he spat out a mouthful of fresh blood, his hand trembling as he covered his wound, saying: “Your sword dao attainment is so high, unprecedented and unlikely to be surpassed.”

The most serious injury on his body was naturally not that Blazing Flame Palm strike, but the sword wound on his chest. As Elder Hua spoke, he could no longer support himself, falling to one knee, using his broken sword to prop himself up to avoid completely collapsing. His face was now deathly pale, covered in blood, and he looked at Su Zhuyi with pleading eyes: “Yining… I failed to teach her properly, spoiled her, but she… she has lost all her cultivation, her sword dao is destroyed. Please, young friend, spare her life…”

The woman before him stood with sword in hand, her entire bearing imposing. If she grew up, she might be able to shock the world with a single sword. Elder Hua even felt that perhaps even the Yunxiao Sect couldn’t stop her anymore.

Standing there, she was like a sharp sword pointing to the heavens.

Elder Hua’s eyes were unfocused, constantly coughing up blood. He looked at Su Zhuyi, his gaze carrying threads of hope.

Su Zhuyi knew he wouldn’t make it. These people usually had many requests before dying, but sparing Hua Yining – she wasn’t that magnanimous. Su Zhuyi stepped forward, directly unleashing her aura pressure. Elder Hua, already at the end of his strength, could no longer hold on. His body toppled sideways, and the Xiangfu sword supporting him completely shattered in that instant. He fell to the ground, holding only a sword hilt in his hand. Even in death, his eyes didn’t close.

Behind her, Qin Jianglan summoned the Liuguang Mirror, silently collecting Elder Hua’s soul into it.

Beside them, Yunlin rushed to Elder Hua’s side, angrily glaring at Su Zhuyi: “Fellow disciples of the righteous path, yet you strike so viciously!”

Su Zhuyi glanced at him sideways, sneering: “A life and death duel – don’t you understand?”

Yunlin’s expression froze. He picked up Elder Hua’s corpse and left. He hadn’t gone far when a group of cultivators came flying on swords, their sword light flashing like meteors, rapidly approaching the flower sea.

Elder Hua was dead, so his soul lamp would naturally be extinguished. He held an extremely high position in Yunxiao Sect as one of the elders, so Yunxiao Sect cultivators had tracked down the location.

“What happened? Yunlin, how could Elder Hua have perished?”

Before the people arrived, their voices came first. The Yunxiao Sect Sect Master shouted, his voice rumbling like thunder.

Oh, all the Yunxiao Sect cultivators who entered were here, even Qin Chuan was among them. She turned her head, giving Qin Jianglan in the shadows behind her a slight smile.

Qin Jianglan, this time I’ve come into conflict with your sect. How will you act? I’m very curious.

Chapter 143: Do You Submit or Not
“It’s you!” The Yunxiao Sect Master saw Su Zhuyi, his gaze slightly surprised. His heart was filled with anger over the elder’s death, but he still restrained himself somewhat, not directly pressing down on Su Zhuyi with his pressure aura.

He first landed before Yunlin, examined Elder Hua’s wounds, then frowned and asked Su Zhuyi, “Did you kill Elder Hua?”

After examining Elder Hua’s wounds, the Yunxiao Sect Master’s astonishment increased several-fold. Elder Hua had several sword wounds on his body. The other lighter injuries were from Gujian Sect’s famous sword technique, the Tianxuan Nine Swords, but Elder Hua’s fatal wound was not from the Tianxuan sword technique. That sword strike was too powerful – it had pierced through the Nascent Soul stage Elder Hua with one strike. Not only had the sword qi broken through his spiritual energy barrier and all defenses, but it had also penetrated his physical body. Such power – how could a Golden Core stage Su Zhuyi accomplish this? Could there be some misunderstanding?

Although extremely angry, the Yunxiao Sect Master didn’t want to jump to conclusions. He extended his divine consciousness to carefully examine Su Zhuyi, then discovered that she was already at Golden Core Great Perfection, with profound aura throughout her body. She seemed to be unconsciously absorbing spiritual energy, as if faintly forming a spiritual energy vortex – this was a sign of cultivation entering the Great Perfection realm and about to break through to Nascent Soul stage.

Su Zhuyi of Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak was truly a heaven-sent genius, actually surpassing even Qin Chuan with his Triple Yang Convergence Constitution.

The current Qin Chuan had gained some opportunities in the secret realm and had just advanced to the fourth layer of the Golden Core stage cultivation.

Su Zhuyi didn’t speak. She directly took out the memory stone she had originally planned to give to the sect master.

She infused spiritual energy into the stone, and the scene from the southern border when the Hua family father and daughter had colluded with the Miao village to raise her as a beauty parasite was directly displayed before everyone. She had re-experienced all these events in the Rebirth Pond, so seeing them again now didn’t evoke much emotion. Only at the very end did she suddenly think that if the Hua family women hadn’t harmed her, she wouldn’t have been severely injured and desperately rushed to Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak while heavily wounded, still having to contend with the Longquan Sword. If she hadn’t been injured then, perhaps the love parasite on her body wouldn’t have had the chance to mature.

After all, Miaoshe Shiqi had only planted a tiny insect egg in her body. If she hadn’t been too weak at that time with overly intense emotions, where would that insect egg have had the chance to mature?

“This…”

The Yunxiao Sect Master didn’t speak, while the two elders behind him frowned simultaneously.

It was one thing for Elder Hua and Hua Yining to capture demonic path female cultivators to refine parasites, but in the end, they actually wanted to kill righteous path fellow disciples, and then argued sophistically. Hearing Hua Yining’s words, several powerful members of the Yunxiao Sect felt somewhat embarrassed and didn’t know what to say for a moment.

“This must be fake!” Among the crowd were disciples under Elder Hua. Elder Hua held a very high position in Yunxiao Sect with a good reputation. Apart from spoiling his daughter somewhat, he was very gentle with other disciples and had refined many pills for the sect, earning considerable respect within the sect. Therefore, disciples were already loudly refuting, berating Su Zhuyi and saying the images on the memory stone were false.

But just then, parasite insects flew everywhere in chaotic swarms, the images intermittent. They saw Elder Hua himself pulling a flying treasure, wanting to save the Yunxiao Sect disciples. That scene made people stunned, moved, and worried people, momentarily forgetting to speak. But in the next moment, they saw Elder Hua abandon the flying treasure and crush an escape talisman that would teleport him far away.

He only took Hua Yining with him.

The other Yunxiao Sect disciples were all gnawed into white bones by the parasite insects. The shrill screams stunned all the cultivators present.

“They’re all dead.” After a long while, someone finally spoke. “That was Junior Sister Qihua.”

“Those other two were my senior brothers,” another person said. “They indeed didn’t return from this trip. Master, he…”

He said his senior brothers had met with misfortune and were gone.

At that time, their master’s complexion had been too poor, his body weak, and their junior sister was severely injured and ruined, so they hadn’t dared to ask specifically. They had no idea what their master and senior brothers had encountered on this trip to end up so miserably.

Now, seeing these images, he instinctively felt this was real, not the forgery that fellow disciple had claimed earlier.

Elder Hua abandoning other disciples at the crucial moment to take his beloved daughter Hua Yining was actually understandable – everyone could figure that out. However, in their hearts, it was like a thorn stuck there, making them slightly uncomfortable. But Elder Hua was already dead, so thinking about these things was pointless.

“Did you see?” Su Zhuyi put away the memory stone. “They previously hired Blood Asura assassins to plot against me, and later directly wanted to capture me to refine parasites…” Speaking to this point, Su Zhuyi paused. “If I hadn’t been harmed by them, I wouldn’t have been infected with another type of parasite.”

She looked at the Yunxiao Sect members, but these words were meant for Qin Jianglan to hear.

“Originally, the sect master planned to seek justice for me, but unexpectedly, our sect met with misfortune, and Sect Master Duan also perished. But this debt, I must settle myself.” Su Zhuyi waved the sword in her hand, pointing at Yunlin: “That man surnamed Hua set up a life and death duel with me himself. He lost, so he died.” She coldly swept her gaze around, her flying sword sweeping horizontally. A sword qi flew out in an arc, and a deep sword mark immediately appeared on the ground. Su Zhuyi frowned and called out loudly: “If anyone from your Yunxiao Sect wants to avenge him, then I’ll accompany you to the end!”

“Yunlin…” The Yunxiao Sect Master looked toward Yunlin beside him, his gaze sharp.

Yunlin choked up and said: “Reporting to the Sect Master, Elder Hua indeed established a life and death duel with her, and had me witness it. He said that if he perished, none of us should seek revenge for him.”

“What else?” the Sect Master asked coldly.

Yunlin hesitated slightly, but finally said: “Elder Hua, he… he also asked her to spare Junior Sister Yining’s life.”

As his words fell, the Yunxiao Sect disciples immediately erupted in discussion.

Hua Yining was within the Yunxiao Sect – could she run to the Yunxiao Sect to kill people? They couldn’t even protect one junior sister?

Although it currently appeared that Su Zhuyi was in the right, her manner seemed too arrogant. What did she mean by “if anyone seeks revenge for Elder Hua, she’ll accompany them to the end!” Acting like she didn’t regard any of them as worth considering!

The disciple who had questioned earlier was only at the third layer of Golden Core cultivation. His strength wasn’t sufficient to enter the secret realm – he belonged to the outstanding young disciples who were protected by the sect to gain experience here, similar to Qin Chuan’s status. He was several decades older than Qin Chuan, and if not for Qin Chuan, he would also be a very outstanding young cultivator.

He greatly revered Elder Hua and felt quite indignant in his heart. He knew Su Zhuyi’s true age – it was one thing for Su Zhuyi to show off at Yunxiao Sect last time, one thing for her to be among the outstanding of the younger generation, but for her to be able to kill Elder Hua? This was impossible – she must have used trickery, perhaps secretly poisoning him!

Therefore, he was still stretching his neck and shouting with a red face: “How could Elder Hua lose to you, a mere Golden Core stage cultivator!”

“What, don’t believe it?”

“Want to try?” Su Zhuyi raised her sword, raising her eyebrows at him and crooking her finger. “Come…”

“I’ll beat you until you submit – how about that!”

Her tone was no longer so cold.

Her face even carried a smile. She was already so beautiful as to be impossible to ignore, and now, with less sharpness and coldness on that face, more charm appeared at her brows and eyes. Under the clear, cold moonlight, she appeared even more alluring, her hair casually flowing, blown by the night wind, her face bathed in soft light, plated with silver-gray, her starlike eyes dazzling, the light in her eyes capable of striking people’s hearts.

At this moment she was like a moon spirit enchanting people’s souls. This simple gesture actually stunned that young man, the anger in his heart stuck halfway, suddenly blocked back.

His face grew even redder, whether from anger or something else was unclear.

“Don’t be so arrogant!” He stammered out a shout, then drew his sword. Just as he drew his sword, Qin Chuan suddenly spoke: “I believe it. Senior Brother Zhang Liang, you’re no match for her.”

Qin Chuan wasn’t standing in front – he stood silently at the back of the group. After Su Zhuyi heard his voice, she looked over, following the sound and flashed him an unrestrained, flamboyant smile.

Qin Chuan was slightly stunned, also returning a gentle smile, even showing a shallow dimple on his face.

Just then, Qin Jianglan walked out from the shadows.

He walked forward step by step, standing beside Su Zhuyi.

He only made one sword strike. Songfeng Sword’s sword qi steadily and properly landed on the sword mark Su Zhuyi had just drawn. If Su Zhuyi had just carved out a ravine before them, Qin Jianglan’s sword expanded this ravine into a chasm.

It was as if a cliff had suddenly appeared before them.

This person had casually made one sword strike, yet possessed such power.

“Now, do you believe?” Qin Jianglan didn’t look at anyone, but every Yunxiao Sect cultivator felt his gaze piercing them like a needle point.

The smile on Qin Chuan’s face froze. He silently lowered his head, gripping his sword tightly.

Who was that person? His swordsmanship was formidable to such a degree. Only someone like that could stand beside her?

Qin Chuan kept his head down without speaking. At this time, his master Elder He stepped forward and performed a grand salute to that person.

“Senior, so you’re here as well.” After Elder He bowed, he slowly said, “Thank you for your guidance last time, junior benefited greatly.”

This person had killed so many demonic cultivators last time with just one sword strike. If he had guided Su Zhuyi, it wouldn’t be strange for Su Zhuyi to be able to kill Elder Hua.

“Is that the one?” Elder He had mentioned to the sect master and others the powerful sword cultivator who had appeared at Gujian Sect. He had used Yunxiao Sect sword techniques at that time, so he had always felt this person had deep connections with the Yunxiao Sect. Could he be some reclusive elder from earlier years?

Some Yunxiao Sect elders would leave the sect to wander the world for training after hitting cultivation bottlenecks, with some never returning, so they had made such speculations.

The Sect Master now also stepped forward, bowing respectfully and asking reverently: “May I ask Senior’s distinguished name?”

Qin Jianglan didn’t hide it. He said indifferently: “Qin Jianglan.” His gaze inadvertently swept over Qin Chuan, then settled on Su Zhuyi. He reached out, gently placing his hand on her waist. “Shall we leave first?”

His purpose in coming out was to intimidate Yunxiao Sect, making them not dare use any methods against Su Zhuyi. Because once they made a move, he would stand beside Su Zhuyi.

In the crowd, Qin Chuan suddenly raised his head. He felt as if his heart had been stabbed, inexplicably feeling terrible.

She didn’t want him to be called Qin Jianglan.

It was because there was already a Qin Jianglan in this world.

So that was it. He could understand, but he inexplicably felt a bit wronged. After all, she was his little master, someone he had once worshipped and harbored feelings for.

However, he finally understood how important the person accompanying her was.

In her eyes, Qin Jianglan was irreplaceable.

Chapter 144: The Mantis Stalks the Cicada, Unaware of the Oriole Behind
Seeing Qin Jianglan come out, Su Zhuyi knew there wouldn’t be a fight. Before them was the chasm Qin Jianglan had carved with one sword strike, that sword mark completely overlapping with the one she had drawn earlier. Such control could only be described as reaching the pinnacle of perfection.

In her previous life, Su Zhuyi knew Qin Jianglan’s swordsmanship was exquisite, but since she wasn’t a sword cultivator herself, she only felt it was impressive without grasping its essence. Now, however, she understood the gap between herself and Qin Jianglan. If Sword Ancestor were in Qin Jianglan’s hands, it would probably be completely restored by now.

Qin Jianglan embraced Su Zhuyi’s slender waist and carried her flying over the heads of the Yunxiao Sect disciples. Just as Su Zhuyi took flight, a flash of white light appeared – it was the spirit snake from before biting onto her shoe.

“Be careful!” A Yunxiao Sect disciple below saw this and, fearing the spirit snake was poisonous, instinctively swung his sword to strike it down. But the next moment, an elder spoke to stop him: “That spirit snake wants to acknowledge a master. Don’t interfere.”

People really could be driven to death by comparisons. How could she be so young, beautiful, highly cultivated, skilled in swordsmanship, beloved by spirit beasts, and still have a top-tier expert as her backing…

A female Yunxiao Sect disciple finally couldn’t help but mutter: “That Su Zhuyi has heaven-defying fortune. All the good luck in the world has gathered on her alone.”

Su Zhuyi was beautiful, but the man beside her was even more handsome and powerful, making many female cultivators unable to help but look again and again. “If only I had even a fraction of her luck.”

“How wonderful it would be to have such a powerful person protecting me.” Although they were usually female sword cultivators who trained hard, seeing Su Zhuyi now still stirred some unrealistic thoughts and expectations in their hearts. Who wouldn’t envy such a life?

Su Zhuyi and Qin Jianglan flew north.

The white transparent little snake bit onto her shoe, then coiled around her ankle like a silver-white anklet. Having eaten the Sushin flower and advanced in rank, the spirit snake could now communicate with Su Zhuyi through divine consciousness, expressing its desire to follow her.

Su Zhuyi was somewhat curious and asked: “He’s much stronger than I, so why choose me over him?”

The little white snake proudly coiled its tail twice: “But he listens to you.” It didn’t mention that the other strong one was somewhat frightening, seeming to carry a power people didn’t quite like, as if others carried vigorous life force while he carried an aura of decline.

Su Zhuyi had no intention of keeping a spirit snake. With her current strength, having Qin Jianglan beside her was better than any spirit beast, plus there was Little Skull in the Rebirth Pond, who would be incredibly powerful when he emerged. With two such strong fighters around her, what need was there for a little spirit snake? If this creature insisted on following, she could just leave it at Luoxue Peak to guard the place later.

Qin Jianglan didn’t step on his sword while flying.

He held Su Zhuyi’s slender waist with one hand, lightly stepping with his toes, occasionally needing to touch fallen leaves and treetops for leverage. His flight speed without relying on magical treasures wasn’t slow, just not very stable, rising and falling. When stepping on treetops, his body would soar high into the air, leaping up with his robes billowing in the wind like an eagle spreading its wings in the night. Su Zhuyi was held in his embrace without using any spiritual energy herself, clinging to him like a dodder vine.

In that moment of soaring high, Su Zhuyi felt as if she could reach the moon with an outstretched hand. She freed one hand and raised it high, cupping her palm to catch the night wind. Then she spread her five fingers, letting the night wind flow through the gaps.

She had flown on her own before when she had no flying treasures or when her treasures were destroyed, but those times were usually when she was desperate and fleeing for her life, completely different from the current situation.

Moreover, flying by herself felt completely different from being carried while flying.

They flew high and fast, no slower than Songfeng Sword, yet the night wind didn’t hurt her face, and she didn’t feel cold at all. It seemed like he used a barrier to block the wind, but there was still a gentle breeze flowing through, cool and refreshing, making her very comfortable. After stretching her hand out for a while and feeling tired, she actively embraced Qin Jianglan’s waist with both hands and burrowed into his embrace.

She pressed her head against his neck, burying deeper and deeper, her body pressing closer and closer. Su Zhuyi even lowered her head slightly, placing her toes on Qin Jianglan’s shoes. Despite being in the cool wind, she felt his body growing hotter and hotter.

Su Zhuyi fearlessly bit his Adam’s apple, lightly licking it with her tongue tip a few times, causing Qin Jianglan to tighten his grip and hold her firmly.

He stopped flying.

His body suddenly plummeted downward. Su Zhuyi giggled a few times, and just as they were about to hit the ground, a trace of surprise appeared in her eyes.

Eh, not flying anymore? Just falling like this to crash into the ground?

Falling from such a height might result in injury. However, she wasn’t too worried. Sure enough, the next moment Qin Jianglan stepped onto Songfeng Sword, which carried them back up into the sky. This time, instead of the rising and falling flight, it was very smooth.

Once on Songfeng Sword, Su Zhuyi lost interest in teasing. She released her arms from around Qin Jianglan and sat aside to cultivate, consolidating the benefits gained from their earlier dual cultivation. As for Qin Jianglan, whom she had aroused, she couldn’t be bothered to care.

After all, she wouldn’t be the one suffering.

And he wouldn’t force her to do anything.

After Su Zhuyi sat down, Qin Jianglan also sat down. When Songfeng Sword flew past a large tree, he reached out and plucked a green leaf. With a gentle touch of spiritual energy, he brought the leaf to his lips and began to play it.

He stared intently at Su Zhuyi, watching her while playing with the leaf at his lips.

Recalling the joy in the flower sea earlier, Qin Jianglan felt it wasn’t enough. His gaze fell on her face, sweeping over her jade-like features, straight nose, and crimson lips, then following her chin downward, passing over her collarbone as if penetrating her clothes to see the snow-white smooth skin beneath.

Just as in the Liuguang Mirror where she tirelessly used her divine consciousness to caress his entire body over and over, now Qin Jianglan’s gaze lingered on her body, his thoughts already returning to not long ago, as if what he held between his lips wasn’t a leaf but her finger, her smoothness and sweetness seemingly still lingering on his fingertips, making him immerse himself as his eyes gradually darkened.

Lost in deep thought, the melody he played became tender and passionate, full of love, tugging at heartstrings.

Like having one’s heart coated with honey and eyes covered, leaving only overwhelming sweetness – not wine, yet sweet enough to intoxicate.

…

“What’s that sound?”

On the ground, in a mountain hollow, seven or eight people were lying in ambush. They had all found places to hide – some behind blue stones, others behind large trees, and some lying flat in grass clumps. Their divine consciousness was focused on a blue-green medicinal herb in a puddle in the depression, specifically watching the flower bud on the herb.

Hearing that tender melody, Dan Ruyun couldn’t help but look up at the sky. She felt the song contained intense, burning, passionate, and enchanting love that moved her to tears in that instant.

“Don’t let your mind wander!” Her fellow sect sister Mi Yue, beside her, scolded softly. “The Phoenix Feather Flower is about to bloom.”

The Danhe Sect cultivators had followed Su Zhuyi and the others into the ancient secret realm, but after entering, they hadn’t seen them. Along the way, they had encountered considerable danger. Most importantly, Dan Ruyun and two fellow disciples had gotten separated from the other Danhe Sect cultivators. The three of them seemed to have entered a fairyland where trees flourished, spiritual energy was abundant, middle-grade medicinal herbs were everywhere, high-grade herbs were plentiful, and all were of sufficient age, like entering a vast medicinal field. For Danhe Sect cultivators, encountering so many herbs was an incredible opportunity.

What excited them most was seeing the Phoenix Feather Flower.

The Phoenix Feather Flower was a treasure in the hearts of cultivation practitioners. Ground up and combined with Snow Leaf Grass, Green Withered Vine, and other herbs to refine the Tribulation-Crossing Pill, taking it could greatly improve cultivation. If one encountered a cultivation bottleneck, taking the Tribulation-Crossing Pill could directly advance one’s cultivation realm. This meant a Foundation Establishment Great Perfection cultivator who might lack the talent to advance to the Golden Core stage could directly advance to the Golden Core stage by taking the Tribulation-Crossing Pill, even avoiding the Golden Core tribulation lightning.

However, after taking this pill, breaking through to Nascent Soul would be wishful thinking, and Golden Core cultivators who relied on pill power to advance would be somewhat weaker in combat than those who broke through naturally. But with increased cultivation realm came increased lifespan and strength, so overall the benefits outweighed the drawbacks. This applied not only to Golden Core but also to the Nascent Soul stage – high-grade Tribulation-Crossing Pills could provide advancement. The grade of Tribulation-Crossing Pills depended not only on the cultivator’s pill-refining skills but also on the length of the Phoenix Feather Flower petals.

The Tribulation-Crossing Pill had tremendous effects.

But the current cultivation world didn’t have this pill. Not because they lacked the formula, but because they lacked one ingredient.

Ten thousand years ago, Phoenix Feather Flowers had already gone extinct, so Tribulation-Crossing Pills completely disappeared. Seeing the Phoenix Feather Flower that only appeared in medicinal texts, the three Danhe Sect disciples were ecstatic. However, this Phoenix Feather Flower wasn’t easy to obtain.

When spirit flowers bloomed, they would emit rich spiritual energy, attracting nearby strange beasts. They needed to absorb heaven and earth essence for three hours before they could be picked. If harvested early, the flower would lose its medicinal effects. This meant they had to guard the flower for a full three hours, fighting off competitors attracted by the flower’s fragrance.

They had considered setting up a barrier to completely conceal the area, but medicinal texts stated that this flower’s fragrance and emanating spiritual energy simply couldn’t be hidden – even Nascent Soul Great Perfection cultivators couldn’t shield it with barriers. They could only hope there were no fierce spirit beasts nearby to be attracted.

As a result, before the flower even bloomed, they encountered four Xundao Sect cultivators.

Among these four, one happened to be knowledgeable and recognized the extinct Phoenix Feather Flower.

They temporarily allied, planning to guard together for three hours. After driving off the spirit beasts that came, whoever could pick the Phoenix Feather Flower would depend on their abilities.

Speaking of which, these four had considerable strength, including a mid-Nascent Soul cultivator whose power exceeded the Danhe Sect cultivators. Dan Ruyun knew that if they cooperated, their chance of obtaining the Phoenix Feather Flower was at most twenty percent. But Xundao Sect probably didn’t have confidence in refining Tribulation-Crossing Pills and would still need to find Danhe Sect for pill refining. So as long as they could guard the Phoenix Feather Flower, Danhe Sect would have a chance to refine pills. For this reason alone, they had to cooperate with these four.

“It’s opening…”

The Phoenix Feather Flower petals didn’t bloom outward. Its petals were like curled-up feathers rolled into small balls. When blooming, the slender feathers would gradually unfurl bit by bit. When fully opened, they would look like a phoenix’s long tail feather, hence the name. Now the curled petals were only opening slightly outward, not fully blooming, but Dan Ruyun could already smell a rich fragrance that made her feel refreshed and almost unable to resist wanting to emerge from behind the tree and walk to the flower.

Her body moved slightly, then she shuddered the next moment. This flower had such great attraction for her, practically able to bewitch one’s mind. No wonder it would attract large numbers of spirit beasts to compete for it.

With such tempting power before full bloom, Dan Ruyun didn’t know if she could resist the flower’s allure with her current cultivation when it fully opened. It would be terrible if she lost her wits.

She was very nervous, fists clenched, heart beating like drums. Due to nervousness, her chest felt somewhat breathless. During her rapid breathing, her already full bosom rose and fell dramatically, as if about to burst out of her clothes.

Just then, Dan Ruyun heard a teasing voice say: “What are you doing lying on the grass? Don’t your breasts hurt?”

…

The newcomer was naturally Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi had smelled the flower fragrance while in the sky, and the little white snake coiled around her ankle was also restless. So she opened her eyes and met Qin Jianglan’s burning gaze directly. When her gaze moved down, she discovered his unresolved desire.

“Am I so beautiful that just looking at me gets you hard?” Red lips parted slightly. Though she was an absolutely beautiful person, her words were quite crude, yet within that vulgarity was a magnificent, primitive seduction.

She was like poison to him.

With no antidote.

“There’s a Phoenix Feather Flower below. Let’s go join the fun. You can slaughter everyone and cool down your heat.” Su Zhuyi stood and walked to Qin Jianglan, reaching out to hook his chin. “Let’s go down.”

After arriving, she discovered Dan Ruyun was here.

Not only Dan Ruyun, but also two Danhe Sect disciples and four Xundao Sect cultivators. Not far away, a high-level spirit beast was also hiding, yet none of these people had noticed.

This was truly a case of the mantis stalking the cicada, unaware of the oriole behind.

Su Zhuyi felt tired just looking at Dan Ruyun.

Pressing herself down like that – didn’t it hurt?

“Shh!” Dan Ruyun raised her finger in a silencing gesture. “It’s about to bloom, come quickly.”

Over there, the Xundao Sect cultivator also said: “So it’s a fellow Daoist from Gujian Sect. You’ve come at just the right time. Let’s guard the immortal herb together later.”

Chapter 145: Handsome
The Phoenix Feather Flower bloomed slowly, its fragrance growing from faint to rich.

At first, the spirit beasts attracted by the fragrance would naturally be weaker in cultivation. Dan Ruyun beckoned to Su Zhuyi to hide beside her and conceal her aura, but Su Zhuyi shook her head and refused. She stood right next to the Phoenix Feather Flower, making herself a living target.

The Xundao Sect cultivators all frowned slightly upon seeing this.

“Fellow Daoist, the Phoenix Feather Flower cannot be picked until it fully blooms. Standing there now serves no purpose. We should conserve our spiritual energy and first let those spirit beasts drawn by the scent kill each other.” The speaker was Wang Zihan from Xundao Sect, the youngest of the four at five hundred and thirty-one years old, also at Golden Core Great Perfection cultivation – quite an outstanding talent.

Originally, it didn’t matter if she stood there as a target. When high-level spirit beasts came, they would target her first, which could even help share the pressure with everyone. But Wang Zihan still felt somewhat reluctant and took the initiative to remind her – really, that woman under the moonlight was too beautiful, stirring pity in one’s heart.

Su Zhuyi paid him no attention.

Her silence was because she couldn’t be bothered with others, especially since Xundao Sect had good relations with Dong Fushang Sect, and she still planned to hunt down those surviving fish from Dong Fushang Sect. Naturally, she wouldn’t associate with Xundao Sect cultivators. What Su Zhuyi hadn’t expected was that Qin Jianglan beside her would turn to look over and actively respond to that Xundao Sect cultivator.

The flying sword in his hand nimbly traced a sword flower, with pine-needle-like sword intent rising. Pressure suddenly appeared, making everyone’s face change, but he only said indifferently: “No matter. We fear no challengers.”

With his strength, there was no need to conserve spiritual energy.

Su Zhuyi was somewhat curious. Qin Jianglan, usually so low-key and composed, was acting so arrogant now? Like a peacock proudly spreading its tail feathers, as if afraid others wouldn’t know how powerful and beautiful it was.

She turned her head, habitually reaching up to smooth a stray strand of hair at her temple, then transmitted her voice to ask: “This isn’t like you today.”

Qin Jianglan looked at her deeply. His eyes were like cold stars at the horizon, washed by mountain stream snow water, so clear they were almost blinding. His face had shown no expression originally, but the moment he met her gaze, he suddenly smiled – like an epiphyllum blooming suddenly under moonlight in the night, just an instant, yet dazzling the entire darkness.

Even Su Zhuyi was dazzled by his smile at that moment.

Qin Jianglan was calm and self-controlled. Su Zhuyi had once said he had chanted sutras too long, becoming pure-hearted and passionless, making his face stiff and rigid. Even when he smiled later, it was just a corner of his mouth lifting in a faint smile. Rarely did he smile like this – dazzling, making one’s heart thump wildly. In that moment, Su Zhuyi felt as if he had reached a hand inside and directly grasped her heart.

She was a heart-stealing demoness. Being called the Heart-Eating Demoness in her previous life wasn’t just a title – she not only dug out hearts, she also stole them.

Stealing those men’s hearts.

And now, was this called “the huntress finally caught by her prey”? Though she still had the love parasite, this also proved her strength had grown too much for the love parasite’s influence to be significant, right? But thinking this way wasn’t right either – breaking the love parasite wasn’t that simple.

Su Zhuyi came back to her senses. She thought it was just being momentarily dazzled by beauty, ultimately having nothing to do with love and romance. Sweeping the surroundings with her divine consciousness, she found Dan Ruyun also staring dazedly at Qin Jianglan’s face. Not only her, but her fellow sister beside her, and even those men were reacting the same way. Su Zhuyi felt relieved.

“Eh? Just smiling won’t do. Why are you so eager to show off today?” She smiled and blinked. “I’m very curious.”

Qin Jianglan smiled again. He was truly very happy.

His joy was childish. He knew it was silly, but couldn’t control it – his mouth corners would stretch and lift involuntarily.

She didn’t remember other men. Even after going through the Rebirth Pond, those men she had experienced were immediately cast from her mind, completely forgotten.

But he still remembered. Back then, on the Wangtian Tree, he would often recite them to her.

At that time, he recited the wrongs she had committed. Thinking about it now, his ability to remember those names and accurately recite them – wasn’t it also because he had once cared?

And now, he still cared quite a bit.

Qin Jianglan didn’t speak. He wouldn’t tell her that he had just been happy because she hadn’t recognized the Xundao Sect cultivator beside them. Qin Jianglan reached out to pull her to his side, his sword just swinging forward, not yet striking the spirit beast attracted by the Phoenix Feather Flower’s fragrance, when the little white snake at her ankle suddenly darted up and bit that spirit beast.

The spirit beast instantly collapsed and died, stiffening in the blink of an eye.

Beaten to the punch by the little white snake? Qin Jianglan wasn’t annoyed, keeping his arm around Su Zhuyi’s waist without letting go.

Dan Ruyun had originally been staring at Qin Jianglan. She had never seen such a handsome man and was momentarily stunned, especially when he smiled like that, making her heart feel as if it had been heavily struck, holding her breath. But now, seeing him embracing Su Zhuyi, Dan Ruyun felt something was off.

As if that divinely handsome man had suddenly become somewhat uglier.

Dan Ruyun felt Su Zhuyi was prettier. Right, Su Zhuyi was prettier. Her gaze circled between the two several times before finally settling on Su Zhuyi.

That man in black clothes had a cold aura that made people uncomfortable. No matter how good-looking, he was somewhat frightening. Su Zhuyi better not be taken advantage of. Dan Ruyun was somewhat worried…

The little white snake that had bitten the spirit beast to death and stolen the credit now stood proudly in front of the two with its head raised and tongue flicking, assuming a stance of “this road was opened by me, this tree was planted by me, to pass this way you must pay with your life,” standing guard there majestically. As a result, those spirit beasts attracted by the fragrance temporarily didn’t dare make reckless moves.

The fragrance was indeed tempting, but the pressure from that little white snake was real. Such a powerful spirit beast was one they would normally avoid, but now, under the fragrance’s attraction, though they hadn’t left, they temporarily didn’t dare advance.

At this time, Xundao Sect’s Wang Zihan said again: “This spirit snake already has small protrusions on its head – it’s probably about to transform into a dragon. Fellow Daoist is truly fortunate to subdue such a spirit beast. It seems our hope of guarding the Phoenix Feather Flower has increased considerably.”

He felt that woman was like a demon, her every frown, smile, and movement bewitching hearts. Even with a powerful expert beside her, Wang Zihan couldn’t help wanting to strike up a conversation, even if just saying a few words would be good.

Only when he spoke again did Su Zhuyi remember who this person was.

Wang Zihan from Xundao Sect.

Oh oh, so it was Wang Zihan. In her previous life, he had also been one of her subordinates, treating her quite well, loving her beyond redemption. He had even betrayed his sect and joined the demonic path for her, meeting a very miserable end. Back then on the Wangtian Tree, every time Qin Jianglan chanted sutras about the men she had harmed, the first mentioned was always Xundao Sect’s Wang Zihan…

She suddenly felt she understood why Qin Jianglan was suddenly so eager to show off.

Because he saw Wang Zihan!

In her previous life, she and Wang Zihan, who had betrayed his sect to join the demonic path, had been partners in crime for a while, doing many evil deeds together. That righteous path man had been seduced by her step by step into corruption and murder, and ultimately died because of her.

Perhaps Qin Jianglan felt her impression of Wang Zihan was deeper, since they had spent more time together than with others. But actually, Su Zhuyi at that time was heartless and emotionless, only knowing how to use people, not understanding love. Seeing someone she knew from her previous life now, she wouldn’t feel the slightest remorse, and she hadn’t even remembered this person.

However, in this lifetime, I won’t harm you. Sweeping Wang Zihan with her divine consciousness, Su Zhuyi thought.

She didn’t turn to look at that person, but observed Qin Jianglan with great interest.

He was displaying his strength.

Like a male bird trying to show off when encountering a rival during mating season? She had just compared Qin Jianglan to a peacock spreading its feathers, and it wasn’t wrong.

Who would have thought Qin Jianglan could have such a childish moment?

It was quite cute.

Thinking this, she stood on tiptoe and, in front of everyone, leaned over to kiss Qin Jianglan’s cheek.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

His face reddened.

Dan Ruyun stared wide-eyed with a shocked expression, while her fellow sister beside her twitched her lips with a speechless face.

At such a tense moment, those two from the Gujian Sect were being romantic.

“Ahem, the flower is about to bloom, and there are more and more spirit beasts.” Someone pointed at the little white snake: “The stronger the flower’s fragrance, the greater its attraction. That spirit beast’s pressure can barely suppress the beast horde anymore.”

“Oh.” Qin Jianglan nodded, then raised his hand and tossed his flying sword into the air.

After Songfeng Sword landed, it transformed into a large pine tree, each pine needle carrying sword intent, making those restless spirit beasts settle down again.

At this time, the Phoenix Feather Flower’s curled petals had already spread halfway outward. There were nine petals total, and just at half-bloom, they were already three feet long…

“This Phoenix Feather Flower is an immortal grade.” Someone exclaimed softly, and all the cultivators present breathed more rapidly.

The Phoenix Feather Flower attracted not only spirit beasts.

But also, people, a fervent desire for possession in human hearts. Dominated by such desire, originally rational cultivators also reddened their eyes with crazed expressions.

But everyone’s cultivation wasn’t low; they had companions beside them and retained a thread of rationality. They only watched without truly going to snatch it, but the desire in their hearts grew bit by bit.

“If this flower could take human form, would it be prettier than me?”

It’s just a flower – couldn’t it bloom properly? Why did it have to attract countless beings to fight over it? Really…

Su Zhuyi turned her head and coldly glanced at the Phoenix Feather Flower. “How pretentious.”

Immortal-grade spirit herbs also had a certain probability of developing spiritual intelligence.

The Phoenix Feather Flower’s petals trembled slightly – whether from wind or not was unclear.

“It wouldn’t be.” Having said this, Qin Jianglan leaned against the large pine tree, releasing his pressure without any reservation, causing those spirit beasts surging like a tide to retreat.

There were still several truly high-level spirit beasts hiding in the shadows, but none dared step forward.

“Pangu.” A Gu eagle circling in the air flew several circles before finally turning to leave. Not only it, but the truly powerful spirit beasts in this dense forest all chose not to attack. Though they greatly desired that immortal herb, they also knew what kind of people couldn’t be provoked.

Su Zhuyi and Qin Jianglan sat quietly under the pine tree transformed from Songfeng Sword for three full hours.

When the Phoenix Feather Flower completely bloomed, becoming exactly like phoenix feathers, and the fragrance disappeared, Su Zhuyi walked over and pulled up the nine long feathers like picking weeds.

The other cultivators had barely managed to restrain themselves before, but now, seeing the crisis resolved and the Phoenix Feather Flower obtained, they all came out demanding a share of the Phoenix Feather Flower, their expressions as if they wanted to devour Su Zhuyi and snatch the flower from her hands.

“Young friend, we discovered this flower first. You surely can’t monopolize it all?” In terms of strength, they couldn’t beat these two from the Gujian Sect. After all, what they had just displayed had already shocked everyone, which was precisely why they had endured and not dared step forward. But since strength was insufficient, they could be thick-skinned.

Everyone was from the righteous path, they had agreed to ally – surely she couldn’t devour it all alone.

Su Zhuyi had little use for this flower.

She had learned everything and wasn’t bad at pill-refining, but precisely because she had learned everything and wasn’t bad at anything, she couldn’t touch the true Dao in some aspects. Take pill-refining – she could refine high-grade pills, but couldn’t enter the Dao through pill-refining.

Immortal-grade Phoenix Feather Flowers were naturally meant for refining immortal pills. Having them was useless to her; she could only trade them for other things.

Naturally, the Danfu Sect had the greatest need for this, and they would probably be willing to pay an enormous price to trade for these nine petals.

Su Zhuyi looked toward Dan Ruyun.

The little girl was quite nervous, her chest rising and falling dramatically.

She handed the Phoenix Feather Flower to Dan Ruyun: “When you refine good pills in the future, remember to give me a share of each.”

Seeing the flower handed to her, Dan Ruyun was stunned.

Nine petals – Su Zhuyi was giving her all nine flowers?

Dan Ruyun stammered: “This, this is too much. Don’t you want them?” The Xundao Sect cultivators beside them were very envious, but intimidated by the others’ strength, could only say: “Our Xundao Sect also has elders with extremely high pill dao levels. Nine petals are quite a lot for them. Why not, why not give us some?”

“If refining succeeds, naturally the pills will also be shared…” Before finishing, Su Zhuyi interrupted, looking at Dan Ruyun imperiously and raising an eyebrow: “Too much?”

“Much…” Dan Ruyun answered instinctively. She knew naturally that more was better, but with so many people here, giving them all to her made her feel like those gazes around her were about to poke her full of holes.

“If it’s too much, just throw them around for fun.”

Her words nearly made the others spit blood in anger, while making Qin Jianglan somewhat unable to suppress his amusement.

Su Zhuyi smiled, took out one flower to bend into a flower crown, first putting it on her head, then tilting her head at Qin Jianglan and throwing him a flirtatious glance, before taking it off and placing it on Dan Ruyun’s head: “There, isn’t that fine?”

“I have faith in you. Refine pills well.”

In her previous life, Dan Ruyun had been Su Qingxun’s good friend.

Dan Ruyun’s pill dao level wasn’t bad, and she had caused Su Zhuyi considerable trouble. She had pill-refining talent. Since Su Zhuyi was too lazy to refine pills herself, cultivating an obedient little pill furnace wouldn’t be bad.

Dan Ruyun reached up to touch the flower crown made of Phoenix Feather Flowers on her head. She felt the flowers were like touching feathers, still slightly warm, just like her heart that was now excited as if scorched by fire.

“Mm.” She nodded, her eyes shining as she looked at Su Zhuyi.

Qin Jianglan: “…”

Not only did he have to guard against men, but now he had to guard against women, too?

Chapter 146: The Great Tree
Dan Ruyun had gotten separated from the cultivators of the Danhe sect.

In this ancient secret realm, danger lurked everywhere, but opportunities were equally abundant. Being able to venture forth together with trusted companions, relying on each other for support, would naturally bring much more peace of mind.

She wanted to follow Su Zhuyi. In her own team, she was considered a core member with high status, carrying many spirit medicines and magic treasures in her pouch, making her own value significant. If she encountered other people, they would eagerly wish to travel alongside her, however…

However, the strength that Su Zhuyi and her companions had just displayed left her utterly stunned, making her feel like she herself was nothing but a burden.

Yet, after wrestling with her thoughts several times, she still mustered the courage to step forward.

“Where are you going?” Dan Ruyun looked at Su Zhuyi with hopeful eyes. “I, I got separated from my master and the others. Can I travel together with you?” She had originally wanted to approach Su Zhuyi’s side, but the area around her felt chillingly cold. Previously in the desert, that coolness had made her feel comfortable, but now, that cold was like ice awls, making her yearn for it yet not dare to continue approaching.

Even the small white snake in front of her, holding its little head high and flicking its tongue, was very cold. Its pair of small eyes flashed with sharp light, making her tremble with fear, yet she still let out a couple of nervous laughs. “This, this little white snake is very beautiful. The top of its head looks like a blooming flower.”

“We’re still going to continue forward,” Su Zhuyi replied, then added, “You like it?”

“Then this snake is yours.” The little white snake hadn’t acknowledged a master, and she was too lazy to keep it. Originally, she had thought that if it insisted on following, she would bring it back to the Gujian sect to guard the gates. Now, Dan Ruyun’s strength was quite pitiful, and since she had given the phoenix feather flower to Dan Ruyun and hoped to obtain pills from her in the future, she naturally wanted Dan Ruyun to leave the ancient secret realm alive. Though this white snake looked small, it was quite formidable. With its protection, Dan Ruyun would be much safer.

The little white snake, which had just been excitedly swishing its tail and shaking its head, immediately became dejected and curled up into a ball, coiling itself round and round, piling up on the ground like a small flower roll.

Dan Ruyun was very afraid of snakes.

She had originally mustered the courage to compliment it, but now, hearing that Su Zhuyi wanted to give her the spirit snake, she felt both moved and panicked, tears nearly falling. She didn’t want the snake at all; she just wanted to be with Su Zhuyi.

Just then, Qin Jianglan suddenly said, “The cultivators of the Danhe sect are looking for you all.”

“You encountered mist when you came here, didn’t you?” He looked at Dan Ruyun, his gaze clear and cool, his voice gentle, like a soft breeze gently brushing past, making her panic and nervousness suddenly disappear. For a moment, she felt that the person before her was like a wise elder, easily inspiring trust.

“Yes, that’s right.” She nodded. Dan Ruyun was young after all; she was considered a little girl in the cultivation world, and was easily led astray by Qin Jianglan at this moment.

“This forest contains many spirit plants, but is also full of dangers. It’s indeed unsafe for you to walk alone. If you could reunite with the Danhe sect cultivators, that would be good. Then the spirit herbs here could further advance the Danhe sect’s strength.” Qin Jianglan said slowly.

“Yes, yes.” She knew there were many spirit herbs and medicines here, but the truly precious spirit herbs were all guarded by powerful spirit beasts, and many spirit herbs themselves could harm people. Even if they saw them, they didn’t dare act rashly. But if they had fellow sect members present, with those elders there, they would be able to obtain more medicinal herbs.

“You should find a way to reunite with them and lead them in here.” When Qin Jianglan said this, he then raised his hand and pointed, showing Dan Ruyun a path. “Going in this direction, you can return to that forest where the mist appeared before.”

Then he took out a mirror. The mirror seemed to have absorbed the essence of moonlight, its entire surface glowing with bright light. Qin Jianglan flipped the mirror over, and a beam of light illuminated the path ahead.

Dan Ruyun and her fellow sect members were completely bewildered.

“Follow this light and you can exit the forest. You have a soul lamp lit, and Sect Leader Dan and the others are looking for you based on the soul lamp’s signals. Right now they’re like headless flies wandering around outside the forest.” While speaking, Qin Jianglan put away the mirror, but though he had stored the mirror, that beam of light remained. Dan Ruyun’s heart was concerned about her sect, thinking about gathering medicinal herbs to elevate the sect’s strength to the next level. Though she felt somewhat reluctant at this moment, she still hurriedly followed the path to find her sect.

The Xundao sect members also didn’t want to separate from their team, and after brief consideration, they followed as well. When they had all left, only Qin Jianglan and Su Zhuyi remained.

“Let’s go.” Qin Jianglan said indifferently. He raised his hand, and the Songfeng sword that had transformed into a pine tree returned to normal. Then he brought Su Zhuyi onto the sword and continued flying forward.

In the past, this place had been full of dangers. When he came here in his previous life, he had also encountered many perils. But now flying in was smooth and unobstructed. It took less than an hour to reach the place where he had discovered the breath soil in his previous life.

The sky had already brightened.

Before them was a very narrow crevice, as if someone had struck the high mountain with a sword, the sword mark piercing through the mountain, and they had to pass through this gap.

The crevice was too narrow for two people to walk side by side.

Qin Jianglan led the way in front, but even as he walked ahead, he didn’t forget to hold Su Zhuyi’s hand. He was taller than Su Zhuyi and had broader shoulders. His shoulders scraped against the mountain rocks until the skin broke, and some loose stones rolled down. Only then did Su Zhuyi realize how terrifyingly hard these rocks were. She had originally planned to use her sword to widen the crevice a bit to make passage easier, but now it seemed uncertain whether she could even cut through them.

These mountain rocks are very hard. If we forcefully damage them, we might block the entire passage, and here, we cannot fly over.” There were too many strange and incomprehensible things in this world. Even though their strength was already quite good now, in this area where the breath of soil appeared, they still had to be careful and couldn’t act recklessly.

“Oh.” Because Qin Jianglan was walking ahead, Su Zhuyi didn’t feel squeezed when passing through. She saw that the clothes on Qin Jianglan’s shoulders had been worn through, and his shoulders had scraped raw. Raising her eyebrows slightly, she asked, “In your previous life, how did you get through?”

They had entered the Rebirth Pond and greatly increased their strength before coming in, yet it was still like this. How had the Qin Jianglan of his previous life managed to get through?

Qin Jianglan’s steps paused slightly.

Su Zhuyi hadn’t expected him to suddenly stop and directly bumped into his back.

“At that time, I was being chased by a vicious beast, and only here was there a path to survival.” He had been chased to a dead end, and seeing there was a crevice to squeeze through, naturally, he desperately wanted to squeeze in. At that time, his injuries had been much more severe. He had practically wanted to cut his bones shorter to squeeze into this narrow gap.

To survive, Qin Jianglan had had such desperate moments, too.

Everyone only saw their glory, but in reality, every opportunity, every improvement, was earned with life and blood. At that time, he had also felt he couldn’t hold on anymore, but he had never given up.

He had survived countless tribulations.

All the countless hardships on his cultivation path had been overcome by him.

His grip on Su Zhuyi’s hand tightened, yet he hadn’t overcome this tribulation.

The tribulation of emotions.

Buried too deeply, the debt owed at their first meeting had planted a small seed of guilt in his heart. Nourished by her every move, every smile, and frown, it had taken root and sprouted over time, growing into a flourishing tree with deep roots, becoming a towering tree that permeated his entire life.

It couldn’t be dug out.

It couldn’t be cut away.

Destroying that tree would also mean destroying himself.

He held her hand and continued forward. They walked for nearly half a day before finally emerging from the crevice.

Inside the crevice had been dark and lightless. The moment they emerged, brilliant light poured down from above, making the person before her appear even more like a deity.

Su Zhuyi looked at Qin Jianglan in the bright light. He stood there, gathering the heavenly light, making everything around him seem dim, or perhaps, at that moment, she could only see him in her eyes.

Walking out of the crevice in a daze, Su Zhuyi saw a waterfall.

They had emerged from behind a waterfall after crawling through the crevice.

She had just been dazzled by Qin Jianglan and hadn’t paid much attention to the outside world. Qin Jianglan hadn’t reminded her either, so when she rashly stepped out, she was immediately drenched like a drowned chicken.

Her clothes were soaked through, clinging tightly to her skin.

Su Zhuyi’s garments had always been light and thin.

This time when she came out, she hadn’t dressed as flamboyantly as before, not in dazzling red, but in slightly more subdued colors. She hadn’t expected that the plain-colored dress, when wet, would become so transparent.

Su Zhuyi had originally planned to use spiritual energy to dry her clothes.

Seeing that Qin Jianglan was looking at her very calmly, she went over to him, still dripping wet, and hugged his waist, asking, “You did that on purpose, didn’t you?”

“On purpose, not telling me there was water here.”

On purpose, standing there to dazzle her eyes.

“On purpose, making me get soaked.”

Releasing her arms, she pushed off with her toes and retreated under the waterfall, spinning around in the water and swaying her waist in dance. Her entire body was soaked through, her clothes clinging tightly to her body, making her figure’s curves even more alluring.

He leaned forward and pressed her against the mountain wall.

“Enchantress.” His nose touched her cheek, gently rubbing, sliding up and down. His heavy breathing also fell on her face, making Su Zhuyi, who had been thoroughly chilled by the cold water, suddenly feel a warmth in her heart.

His lips lightly touched hers, cold and soft and sweetly fragrant, as if honey could be drawn from them.

He gently bit her small earlobe and whispered low in her ear again, “Enchantress.”

The soul-stealing, heart-capturing enchantress—that was her.

The waterfall splashed, water droplets crystal clear like brilliant pearls. Occasionally birds flew past before their eyes. At first she could still look at the scenery outside the waterfall, but later, only low moans remained.

Her back pressed against the cold stone wall, while before her was a burning body. Under the assault of ice and fire, Su Zhuyi’s consciousness seemed to have separated from her body.

Her legs wrapped around his waist, threads of spiritual energy flowing into her body, causing Su Zhuyi’s cultivation realm, which had already reached a bottleneck, to loosen once again.

She thought of boiling water in the mortal world.

When the water boiled, it nearly lifted the kettle’s lid.

The lid was pushed up again and again. Now, her body was like this, and her cultivation realm was also like this.

The heavenly light seemed to be swallowed by dark clouds.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Could it be that the thunder tribulation of the Nascent Soul stage was coming now?

Chapter 147: Overcoming Tribulation
The sky suddenly became dark and gloomy.

Su Zhuyi suspected that her Nascent Soul stage thunder tribulation was approaching. She had been immersed in this passionate encounter, but now hearing the rumbling thunder, she immediately felt panicked and confused, swaying unsteadily like a small boat on the sea, only able to tightly grasp that burning piece of driftwood for salvation. Her hands gripped very tightly, yet her heart knew this was wrong.

She forced herself to gather her spirits and pushed against Qin Jianglan with her hands.

Qin Jianglan still pressed against her, neither releasing her nor leaving that winding, warm, secluded path.

“Thunder tribulation, Qin Jianglan, thunder tribulation!” The spiritual energy in her body began to destabilize, surging turbulently, gradually spreading over her body bit by bit. Yet the tide of passion hadn’t receded either, leaving her body soft and powerless while her spirit was highly excited. Her hands were clearly pushing against Qin Jianglan, but as she pushed, she would dig in her claws and grip tightly, her fingernails scratching bloody marks on his body, and she desperately wanted to scream aloud.

“Ah!” She was very nervous, her body and soul both trembling. Under the dual stimulation of climax and the approaching thunder tribulation, Su Zhuyi’s body could no longer hold on and completely went limp. It seemed like white light flashed before her eyes, her mind instantly went blank, and her body felt like it was soaking in hot spring water, like flower petals soaking in a hot spring, completely dampened by the heat, soaked until even softer, with all the colors of the petals completely saturated and bleeding through.

Her cheeks were flushed red, her jade-white skin was also rosy red as if her entire body had been painted with rouge and draped in red clouds. A thin layer of sweat appeared on her skin, with beads of sweat rolling down from her forehead, which Qin Jianglan directly kissed away.

Su Zhuyi had gone completely limp. Her legs wrapped around Qin Jianglan’s waist had no strength left, and she couldn’t stand steadily at all.

Outside, the thunder grew more urgent. She gathered her spirits, wanting to push Qin Jianglan away.

She exerted a little force below, trying to expel him, but unexpectedly, he drew in a sharp breath, then thrust with even more force, like a sword using her body as a battlefield, splitting her completely in half.

“You old dog Qin!” Her voice had become hoarse.

Qin Jianglan’s body pressed down heavily. He didn’t continue moving, but buried his head in the hollow of her neck, gently nuzzling twice, then pressed against her lips, saying, “Don’t be afraid.”

“I’ll block it for you.”

Bastard!

If thunder tribulations were so easy to block, how could so many people fail when overcoming tribulation?

If someone helped, the thunder tribulation’s power would be even greater.

Moreover, Su Zhuyi’s current thunder tribulation was not an ordinary one to begin with. If it were an ordinary Nascent Soul stage thunder tribulation, she would have great confidence in herself—after all, she had already overcome it once in her previous life. However, now she was a reborn person, an anomaly that the Heavenly Dao couldn’t tolerate. Her thunder tribulation came suddenly, and its power was naturally beyond ordinary.

“You fucking get away from me, don’t drag me down!” Su Zhuyi fumbled around in her storage magic treasure, immediately pulling out the straw man substitute. Qin Jianglan had stopped moving, so her consciousness gradually returned. Now she shouted at Qin Jianglan, not even knowing herself whether it was because she feared his presence would increase the thunder tribulation’s power, or because he wanted to block the thunder tribulation.

Just as Su Zhuyi’s words fell, she saw a lightning bolt crash down with a thunderous sound. She immediately circulated her spiritual energy to support a spiritual barrier, while simultaneously summoning Sword Ancestor, raising her hand, planning to resist with her sword.

The late-arriving Sword Ancestor glanced at the two people still entangled together, and the blue light on the sword’s body flickered strangely.

Sword Ancestor: “…”

At this moment, Qin Jianglan’s Songfeng sword had already flown out to collide with that lightning.

With a thunderous crash, Su Zhuyi felt a massive shock explode at the point where the Songfeng sword and lightning collided, seeming to form a vortex spreading outward. She didn’t feel much pressure, but noticed that Qin Jianglan’s body on top of her trembled slightly.

Perhaps because Qin Jianglan was blocking the thunder tribulation for her, angering the heavens above, without any chance to catch their breath, the second and third lightning bolts fell in an instant. The Songfeng sword swung to slash at them, the sword body emitting a deafening thunderous roar, like a mad dragon’s howl.

The fourth heavenly thunder fell.

Qin Jianglan withdrew the Songfeng sword.

He knew that if he continued using the sword to block, the Songfeng sword would break.

He circulated his spiritual energy to the extreme, forming a defensive barrier around his body, once again blocking the thunder tribulation.

With a thunderous crash, the fifth, sixth, and seventh lightning bolts struck down simultaneously. Three consecutive divine thunders hit Qin Jianglan’s defensive barrier, which suffered increasingly strong impacts, becoming covered with cracks before finally disappearing completely. At the instant the barrier was broken, the eighth divine thunder arrived in a flash, penetrating the waterfall’s curtain and striking Qin Jianglan’s back.

Water droplets splashed, once again drenching both of them thoroughly.

The mountain rocks that even swords couldn’t cleave were shattered by the lightning, with large amounts of stone falling from above and hitting Qin Jianglan’s body.

Qin Jianglan protected her beneath his body.

Whether it was the lightning striking from the sky or the rocks rolling down from above, none of it touched Su Zhuyi.

At that moment, he seemed to have supported an entire sky for her.

Shielding her from wind and rain.

Sparing her from wandering and displacement, giving her a branch to depend on.

Su Zhuyi’s arms wrapped around Qin Jianglan’s back. Her hands were trembling somewhat, and her heart felt stuffy. Trembling, she touched his back.

Her hands came away covered in blood.

Qin Jianglan was now very powerful. More powerful than in his previous life, having experienced the Rebirth Pond, his flesh refined, his strength frighteningly powerful. It was precisely because his strength was so great that it made the Nascent Soul stage thunder tribulation reach such a terrifying degree.

Outside was pitch black.

The waterfall seemed to have been severed at the waist by lightning, no longer splashing with water. In that ink-thick, viscous, and oppressive darkness, only the eyes of the person on top of her were bright, like two dazzling stars, making Su Zhuyi feel at peace even under this enormous crisis.

The next moment, the final divine thunder appeared.

No thunder, no rain, only purple-gold sparks tearing through the darkness, illuminating the surroundings bright as day.

Like a ball of fire falling from the sky, enveloping the space above her head.

And she, as usual, was pressed tightly beneath him.

A hand covered her eyes. The warmth of his palm gave her peace of mind.

Su Zhuyi seemed unable to see anything, her divine sense also restricted. She could see nothing, hear nothing, existing in complete darkness, her heart gradually growing quiet.

Her consciousness gradually blurred, as if sinking into a pitch-black dream prison.

Not knowing how much time had passed, Su Zhuyi opened her eyes.

She found herself lying in a wasteland. Above her head was a scorching sun, baking her body until it was dehydrated, making her dizzy and lightheaded.

Where was this?

Who was she?

Why was she here?

Where was her spiritual energy? It seemed to have been baked dry? Only a trace of spiritual energy remained in her body. Su Zhuyi licked her cracked lips, not daring to easily use her spiritual energy. She gathered her spirits and stumbled forward. After walking about ten li, Su Zhuyi saw a cultivator ahead fighting with a spirit beast from the desert.

The man had dark skin, was thin as a rail, with wounds all over his body.

The spirit beast was a sand scorpion, its tail also broken, with sword marks all over its shell.

Su Zhuyi weighed her options and didn’t go to help. She waited until the final moment, when both the sand scorpion and cultivator were exhausted, then Su Zhuyi stepped forward and finished them both off with her sword. She then searched the human cultivator’s body and found two pills, drank the sand scorpion’s blood, used the cultivator’s storage magic treasure as a water container to store the remaining blood, and used Sword Ancestor to cut off the sand scorpion’s meat for storage. She even made the shell into armor-like clothing—the desert sun was too vicious, and since the sand scorpion could live in the desert, its shell could effectively block those scorching rays.

Su Zhuyi did all this to survive.

After finishing her preparations, she continued on her journey. But from then on, Su Zhuyi never encountered another person or spirit beast.

In that wasteland, there wasn’t a blade of grass or a single living thing.

She walked alone through it until her spiritual energy was completely exhausted and all the meat and blood on her body was consumed. She stubbornly continued in one direction, always feeling that no matter how large this desert was, if she kept going in one direction, she would be able to get out. However, in the end, she collapsed in the desert, her body buried by wind and sand, becoming one with the yellow sand.

When she woke up again, Su Zhuyi found herself back at the starting point.

As soon as she woke up, she noted her surroundings and her condition. Therefore, even though the surrounding desert all looked the same, Su Zhuyi could still detect that she had returned to the starting point. What was this? Could it be that she had entered a formation?

This time, Su Zhuyi changed direction and went forward. But after walking the same distance, she once again saw the sand scorpion and human cultivator in their life-and-death struggle. Su Zhuyi frowned. She still made no changes, didn’t help either side, and when both sides were exhausted, Su Zhuyi killed the sand scorpion and stood before the barely breathing human cultivator, asking, “What exactly is strange about this desert? I don’t see any formation. Do you know something?”

“Save me, and I’ll tell you,” the human cultivator replied.

She only had weak spiritual energy left. She could die at any moment.

Injecting that trace of spiritual energy into the human cultivator’s body, he could barely hold on a bit longer. However, Su Zhuyi wouldn’t do that. She had originally planned to threaten him, but then thought that he was going to die anyway, and from his expression, she knew such threats wouldn’t work. So she said nothing. This time, she didn’t finish him off with a sword stroke like before, but quietly waited for him to die.

She similarly searched out two pills and continued forward in the same manner. Making marks along the way and conserving her strength, this time she walked farther than before, but still ended up buried in the yellow sand.

The third time…

The fourth time…

The fifth time…

By the fifth time, that human cultivator finally couldn’t help but speak up voluntarily.

“Save me, then we’ll have two people. I’ve lived in this place for a very long time, I have more experience than you.”

“We can keep each other company. That’s better than you dying alone here.”

When he didn’t speak, Su Zhuyi could wait for him to die quietly.

Since he spoke nonsense, Su Zhuyi raised her sword and finished him off.

Afterwards, she continued forward, trapped in a strange cycle of reincarnation. But no matter how many times she cycled through, her thoughts never changed.

To live and leave.

She didn’t know how many times she had experienced this, she had lost count.

Finally, she saw the edge of the desert, saw an oasis.

Just as she collapsed in the oasis, Su Zhuyi felt water drops fall on her lips. Her entire body felt incredibly cool, and a burning warm aura rushed toward her.

Su Zhuyi opened her eyes and saw Qin Jianglan’s face gradually approaching.

His expression stiffened, but he showed no embarrassment at being caught. Instead, he continued to lower his head and kiss her lips, “Awake?”

“How long was I unconscious?”

“One breath.”

Only one breath? That meant she had just closed her eyes and entered the dream realm.

Yet in that dream realm, she had gone through at least dozens of cycles.

Su Zhuyi now understood that the dream realm was a test of her mental state during tribulation. Probably because the thunder tribulation had been blocked by Qin Jianglan, when she broke through her cultivation realm, she received a test of her mental state. Fortunately, her goal was clear and her will could be considered firm, so she wasn’t trapped in the dream realm for long.

If she had chosen to save that man and live with him, or saved the sand scorpion and roamed the desert with it forever, different outcomes might have appeared.

But she was just that determined, so determined to ignore the lives of strangers, so determined to rely on herself to live. She would think that a cultivator who was on the brink of death himself wasn’t worth her trust.

She might not kill him again, waiting for him to die, but she also wouldn’t waste her spiritual energy to save him. If he could walk out of the desert, he wouldn’t have fallen to such a state. In any case, in that situation, Su Zhuyi preferred to trust herself.

Living a second life, Su Zhuyi might have developed emotions in her heart, but she was still very narrow-minded, only caring about a few people worth caring about. In front of others, she was still that cold-blooded demoness.

However, she liked herself this way.

She was narcissistic.

She was also confident.

No matter which lifetime, Su Zhuyi always thought she was quite remarkable.

Her thoughts returned, and seeing that Qin Jianglan was about to speak, she watched as Qin Jianglan’s eyelids closed and his body heavily pressed down on her.

She had only been unconscious for one breath, which meant that Qin Jianglan had just endured the final blow of her thunder tribulation. That purple-gold lightning that tore through the sky, that meteor of fire descending from heaven, had struck him!

“Qin Jianglan!”

He had fainted.

Just in the instant before losing consciousness, he was still lowering his head to kiss her.

For a moment, Su Zhuyi’s expression froze, not knowing whether to cry or laugh.

Chapter 148: Little Mud Ball
Su Zhuyi had successfully overcome her Nascent Soul stage thunder tribulation.

She was now a Nascent Soul stage cultivator, with all her meridians widened and her internal spiritual energy abundant.

She had just broken through to the Nascent Soul stage, but Su Zhuyi felt that her current strength was much more formidable than at her strongest in her previous life. At the very least, in her previous life, she hadn’t rolled around in the Rebirth Pond, so her physical body was far inferior to what it was now.

She was at the Nascent Soul stage.

Even if Miaoshe Shiqi appeared before her and activated the emotion gu worm, it could no longer affect her. Unless Miaoshe Shiqi’s cultivation also suddenly advanced, but this possibility was too small. She could be this smooth entirely because she was reborn, and in her previous life, she had already been at the late Nascent Soul stage.

With her strength increased, Su Zhuyi wouldn’t worry about going crazy and falling in love with Miaoshe Shiqi.

Su Zhuyi took a deep breath, then placed her hand on Qin Jianglan’s back. There was a lot of blood on his back. Though his skin had become thick and tough, like armor, he was still wounded all over by the lightning strikes. His entire back was a bloody mess, and his clothes had been shredded to bits.

If Qin Jianglan hadn’t blocked this heavenly thunder for her…

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi felt her scalp tingle. She now clearly understood the gap in strength between herself and Qin Jianglan. If Qin Jianglan hadn’t blocked these nine thunder tribulations for her, she definitely couldn’t have withstood them.

Even if she had luckily endured them, she would have been half-dead.

He had saved her once again.

Su Zhuyi carefully moved out from under Qin Jianglan, injected spiritual energy into his body, then stuffed a healing pill into his mouth.

Being struck by heavenly thunder caused significant damage to both his physical body and divine sense, which was why he had fallen unconscious. Su Zhuyi felt that Qin Jianglan was too severely injured—her pill couldn’t have much effect. After standing up and tidying her dress slightly, she looked outside.

This area contained breath soil, and there were quite a few spirit herbs around, including immortal herbs. If she could find an immortal herb that nourished the spirit, Qin Jianglan would wake up faster.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t find any immediately, so she directly grabbed the little white snake, planning to ask this local if it knew where there were high-grade or even immortal-grade herbs that nourished the primordial spirit.

The little white snake had been curled up in the crevice the whole time, with most of its body buried in the rubble pile. After coming out, it said, “I’ve only been guarding the Pure Heart Flower, so I don’t pay much attention to other herbs.”

After turning its head twice, the little white snake added, “I’ve never been to this place. We all have territorial awareness, so generally we won’t easily approach other strong beings’ territories.”

Other strong beings’ territories—meaning there was also a strong being here.

Su Zhuyi’s heart jumped in alarm. Where was this strong being? Why hadn’t she sensed any aura, and why hadn’t any powerful creature appeared? Outside the waterfall was a concave basin, like a flower pot placed on the ground. The edges of the pot were uneven, covered with green plants, like green lotus leaf trim embedded around the mountain hollow.

Inside the basin was also lush with fragrant grass. Wherever her divine sense passed, there were only some low-level spirit beasts and spirit plants. She felt no powerful aura at all.

Either there was no strong being here.

Or the strong being here far exceeded her level, so she couldn’t detect it.

But Qin Jianglan hadn’t detected anything either. He had been here in his previous life, so if there was real danger, he would have warned her. Moreover, as soon as they arrived, he had pressed her down and demanded her regardless of everything else. Where was the behavior of someone with a strong being nearby? Thinking this way, Su Zhuyi felt somewhat relieved. She looked around carefully again but still found nothing, so she planned to go back through the crevice to the previous area. After all, there were many high-grade herbs there, and maybe there would be spirit-nourishing ones.

Although Qin Jianglan had suffered severe injuries to both body and divine sense and remained unconscious, he should have no life-threatening danger.

Su Zhuyi was concerned about finding spirit-nourishing herbs because she feared he would remain unconscious.

The breath of soil was about to appear, probably in less than a day. If Qin Jianglan remained unconscious and she missed the breath soil, unable to find it, there would be no way to continuously provide life force for the Liuguang Mirror. Though Qinghe was powerful, he couldn’t possibly stay inside forever. Then the reincarnation path they wanted to establish would have to continue searching for life force, but this thing—where would it be easy to find…

She helped Qin Jianglan to the edge of the crevice, set up a defensive barrier around him, and left the little white snake to watch over him. Only then did she crawl into the crevice. As soon as she entered, she discovered that the previous lightning strikes had also damaged this mountain wall. The crevice entrance was blocked by quite a bit of rubble, making smooth passage difficult.

Su Zhuyi took out the Broken Sword to clear the way. Knowing the stones in this crevice were hard, she controlled her force while swinging the sword to clear the path. Who would have thought that the moment the stones were pushed aside, the entire mountain wall began to shake? Fortunately, Su Zhuyi hadn’t gone far inside. She immediately used her Shadowless Traceless technique to flash out of the crevice, and just as she retreated, the crevice was completely blocked by falling rocks, leaving only tiny gaps.

This basin was indeed strange. They couldn’t fly in before and could only crawl through the crevice.

Now, even their escape route was gone?

She looked at the mountain wall with concern, when suddenly she saw something emerging from the crevice.

A bit of mud oozed out from the crevice. At first, it was just a tiny bit, but in the blink of an eye, it had grown to the size of a palm—it was a lump of yellow mud!

Breath soil!

The breath soil had appeared early.

Su Zhuyi had never seen breath soil before, but the moment she first laid eyes on that yellow mud, she immediately understood—that was breath soil. And she had to catch it!

Su Zhuyi directly used a grasping technique, reaching out to grab it. Just as her fingers were about to touch the mud…

Her back turned cold, and an abnormally powerful aura suddenly emerged behind her!

The little white snake suddenly raised its head and let out a sharp, long cry. It was trying to intimidate the opponent, but in its extreme fear, that sound not only had no deterrence capability but sounded like it had broken its voice from being too scared.

Because the opponent was too strong, Su Zhuyi hadn’t detected it, and even Qin Jianglan hadn’t detected it. But when the breath of soil appeared, it also emerged.

It was a giant flower.

The entire basin was actually on this plant’s body. The lotus-leaf-edged basin was its body, the flower crown was hidden among the fragrant grass, and when Su Zhuyi and the others passed through that crevice, they had almost directly stood on this terrifying spirit plant’s body.

It had been sleeping. Even the nine divine thunders of the Nascent Soul stage hadn’t awakened it, so they couldn’t detect it at all. But as soon as the breath soil appeared, it immediately moved.

Su Zhuyi felt ice-cold all over.

Her body was enveloped by enormous pressure and shadow, completely unable to move.

Even her divine sense seemed frozen.

From the corner of her eye, she glimpsed that giant flower crown. The flower crown’s target wasn’t her, but even though its target wasn’t her, being affected by that pressure still left her body stiff and cold.

Its target was that little mudball.

Their goals were the same—both were after the breath of soil.

When breath soil encountered earth, it could burrow and disappear. Now, behind it was the mountain wall, which was as hard as iron and not soil, but not far away, there was dirt. So the opportunity for her to catch the breath of soil was just this instant.

She was much closer to the breath soil than that flower.

Her grasping technique was already half-executed. Now, resisting the pressure and circulating her spiritual energy to the extreme, she reached out and firmly grasped the breath soil in her hand. It was a soft, cool lump of mud, but the coolness in her palm was far less than the sudden chill attacking from behind.

The giant spirit plant’s target completely shifted to her.

Su Zhuyi tightly clutched the breath soil and shouted with all her strength, voice breaking, “If you dare harm me, I dare destroy it!”

Facing the soul pressure of that giant flower, Su Zhuyi screamed shrilly. In just an instant, she was sweating profusely, drenched as if she had just been pulled from water.

The mud was slippery, and she felt she could barely hold onto it. Her calves trembled slightly, her knees were somewhat sinking, and her body seemed pressed down by an invisible force.

She still carried the aura of the Pangu clan, but that giant flower crown wasn’t afraid at all. Its flower disk turned slightly, and the stamens in the flower slowly trembled.

It made no sound at all. The entire world seemed to have lost all sound. Under this deathly silent threat, Su Zhuyi struggled to raise her hand.

She directly pressed that lump of mud to her mouth.

If she really couldn’t hold onto the breath soil, she would swallow it!

The flower wasn’t beautiful—a muddy yellow flower with very dark coloring. The flower was very large, and being so close to Su Zhuyi now, they were separated by less than one zhang.

Its flower crown faced Su Zhuyi’s direction. The flower disk was too large, directly blocking everything outside and shutting out the sunlight. The stamens were reddish-brown, trembling slightly toward Su Zhuyi’s direction, like a snake flicking its tongue.

Just then, Su Zhuyi heard a thunderous voice explode in her sea of consciousness.

“The breath soil is mine!”

It had survived for over ten thousand years.

It was just an ordinary spirit plant. Being able to possess spiritual intelligence and cultivate for ten thousand years without dying was entirely due to the breath soil.

That eternally living soil had provided it with sufficient nutrients. Where breath soil existed, the soil in that entire area would become fertile and full of spiritual energy, allowing spirit plants on the land to grow luxuriantly and have better chances of gaining spiritual intelligence.

In its early years, it had been fortunate to be very close to the best soil.

Later, after gaining spiritual intelligence, instead of cultivating other things, it cultivated itself like a ginseng child. With great determination, it severed many of its roots and chased after the breath soil’s direction, taking root and running. Initially, its sensing of the breath soil was poor, and it went the wrong way several times, but it never gave up. Later, as its wisdom grew higher and its strength became greater, it also grew larger.

As the years passed, it gradually figured out the pattern of the soil’s appearance. The breath of soil would emerge from the ground every thousand years, change locations, and continue staying there. To catch the breath of soil, one could only do so when it left the ground.

It had chased the breath soil for so long, finally waiting for the breath soil to appear near this rocky mountain. The breath soil would stay underground here for a thousand years, so it took root here and waited for a thousand years, even secretly moving the rocky mountain’s stones to surround the breath soil.

The Rocky Mountains’ boulders were extremely hard. Even with its formidable strength, wanting to encircle the breath soil and leave it only one path was extraordinarily difficult. It had exhausted all its effort to accomplish this, then slept while waiting for the breath soil to appear again. It had calculated the timing well, but who would have thought the breath soil would emerge early, and be caught by another being?

“The breath soil is mine, give it back!” It roared, and countless roots appeared beneath the flower disk. Behind Su Zhuyi, on the mountain wall, countless stems also emerged from the crevices, pouncing toward her.

Su Zhuyi opened her mouth and directly stuffed the little mud ball inside.

The little white snake was stunned.

Even that muddy yellow giant flower was momentarily dazed, its movements slightly delayed.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She had intended to hold it in her mouth. Because when she tried, perhaps due to the breath soil itself being too powerful as an ancient divine object, it couldn’t be stored in her storage magic treasure. Holding it in her hand was too slippery, and with that terrifying spirit plant threatening her, she planned to use the little mud ball to negotiate with the giant flower.

Putting it in her mouth, she could still communicate through divine sense, which wouldn’t affect communication.

But what she hadn’t expected was that once the breath soil entered her mouth, it directly slid down her throat.

Now, what should she do?

Chapter 149: Reforging
The breath soil slid directly into her stomach.

A thought flashed through Su Zhuyi’s mind—that the breath soil was a divine object that had appeared during Pangu’s creation of heaven and earth in ancient times. It belonged to the same era as the Liuguang Mirror, Jianmu Tree, and the Pangu clan, so it possessed spiritual intelligence, and not low intelligence at that. It drilling into her mouth was most likely intentional!

Why? Because she carried the aura of the Pangu clan and even the Liuguang Mirror, the breath soil chose to hide in her body. This little mud ball only continuously produced soil and provided life force endlessly, skilled at burrowing underground to escape, but having no attack capabilities. So it chose her to avoid falling into the giant flower’s hands?

Su Zhuyi called out to the little mud ball twice in her heart, but unfortunately, her divine sense couldn’t detect its presence, just like when the Liuguang Mirror was in her body years ago—she couldn’t sense the Liuguang Mirror either. Now, she also couldn’t feel where exactly the little mud ball was.

Su Zhuyi only felt her abdomen was cool, like she had drunk a large gulp of cold water. Other than that, there were no other sensations.

Su Zhuyi had originally been able to barely move in front of that giant flower, but now that the giant flower had reacted, all its roots wrapped around her body, binding her tightly, then hanging her upside down and shaking her violently, apparently trying to shake out the breath soil she had swallowed.

Su Zhuyi dry-heaved twice, but except for spitting up some acid water, nothing came out. Continuing to shake, with all her internal organs displaced, what Su Zhuyi coughed up was fresh blood, not just water.

Most cultivators would directly begin fasting after breaking through the Qi Refining stage.

Su Zhuyi had long since stopped eating ordinary food, and things with spiritual energy, such as spirit pills, would dissolve and melt after entering the body, directly entering the meridians without going into the stomach and intestines at all.

Being violently shaken, even the jade hairpin on her head rolled out from her hair bun, falling to the ground with a clatter. Weak starlight flickered, and she too saw stars, becoming dizzy and lightheaded.

The giant flower extended countless roots, with many roots binding her body, wrapping her very tightly.

Many roots were already attempting to drill into her mouth. The spiritual energy barrier protecting her body was already precarious.

She bit the tip of her tongue, breaking the skin, before gathering her spirits to transmit her voice: “The breath soil is now in my body. If you act recklessly, I’ll immediately destroy it.”

But unexpectedly, that flower wasn’t frightened at all.

It even spoke directly.

Not divine sense communication, but making strange human sounds, like someone just learning to speak, with unclear pronunciation and very harsh tones. But it could still completely express its meaning.

“I can bury you underground.”

“I can root my stems into your body to absorb nutrients.”

That giant flower crown trembled slightly, then actually let out human-like laughter, still a woman’s voice, “Hahaha, thank you for helping me catch the breath soil.” Finally, it even turned its flower disk, “I, I can also use your body.”

That’s right, it could use her body.

She carried the aura of the Pangu clan from outside. When it was a spirit plant, to move, it had to sever its roots anchored in the soil, enduring tremendous pain each time. But what if it possessed a suitable body?

She was of the Pangu clan, with a body as hard as the rocks outside. If its body invaded hers, with careful control, she could still withstand it. Thinking of this, it became excited, the flower crown even beginning to sway slightly, appearing very pleased.

If it lived in her body, it would be equivalent to living together with the breath of soil.

Wouldn’t its ten-thousand-year goal be achieved?

That person would be the vase containing the breath soil, and it could grow in the vase from now on.

The more it thought about it, the more excited it became. Its body gradually shrank bit by bit, then used its roots to strike at the spiritual energy barrier on Su Zhuyi’s body. After about the time it takes to burn a stick of incense, the spiritual energy barrier on Su Zhuyi’s body could no longer hold and directly shattered.

With the spiritual energy barrier gone, the roots could truly touch Su Zhuyi’s body. Countless roots extended to her mouth, planning to pry open Su Zhuyi’s mouth and invade bit by bit. Su Zhuyi’s entire body was rigid and unable to move. She desperately clenched her teeth, but it was completely useless.

Just then, Sword Ancestor automatically protected its master, blue sword light transforming into countless rays, slashing toward those densely packed roots.

Among the five elements, metal conquers wood.

After Su Zhuyi’s cultivation advanced, the Broken Sword had recovered somewhat. Now it was only missing an inch of sword tip. When it slashed at the roots, its power was considerable, severing many roots and causing a certain degree of damage to that spirit plant, completely enraging the giant flower.

Its flower crown pounced over, actually swallowing the Broken Sword directly into the flower crown. Su Zhuyi’s heart filled with great urgency as she transmitted her voice, shouting: “Sword Ancestor!”

Metal could indeed restrain wood, but the premise was that the strength gap wouldn’t be too great. Now, Sword Ancestor’s sword body hadn’t yet recovered, and it had no sword cultivator controlling it. How powerful could it be? It was no match for the giant flower at all.

After the flying sword was swallowed, Su Zhuyi heard a sword cry in her sea of consciousness. She heard that flying sword’s humming sound, and also a familiar light snort, as if a string in her mind had been plucked.

Su Zhuyi had only practiced the Tianxuan Nine Swords to the third level.

What she used most often was that single sword technique learned in the bamboo grove formation.

Only one sword.

One sword breaks ten thousand swords.

That sword let her break through sword formations.

That sword let her slay powerful enemies.

That sword let her break open the lotus coming out of the Rebirth Pond, allowing her to be reborn.

When executing that sword technique, she and the sword rushed out together, as if achieving the realm of unity between human and sword.

However, she hadn’t truly achieved unity between human and sword.

She couldn’t love the sword to the point of obsession, wasn’t the type of person who devoted herself wholeheartedly to the sword path. For her, any weapon was just a tool. A tool for fighting enemies, a tool for self-protection. She practiced swordsmanship because sword techniques were powerful, and once, she had also loved a man who loved swords.

She also nurtured her sword because swords were powerful.

She had developed some respect for Sword Ancestor, willing to spend effort improving her sword path strength so that Sword Ancestor could recover, but fundamentally, it was also because she wanted to become stronger.

She always felt that she only chose to practice swords day after day on Luoxue Peak, practicing that one move, because she wanted to become stronger, when Sword Ancestor was broken down to just a sword hilt.

But now, when that heartstring was plucked, she suddenly felt that Sword Ancestor wasn’t just a weapon.

It usually only knew how to snort coldly, most of the time aloof and very unwilling to pay attention to her.

But it would actively protect its master when she was harmed.

At the moment of being swallowed by the giant flower, that sword cry rang in her mind—a clear sound, an unyielding sound, and also a faintly comforting sound.

Su Zhuyi seemed to sense Sword Ancestor.

She felt its sharpness, felt its unyieldingness, felt its vicissitudes, and also felt its forbearance and tolerance toward her.

She wasn’t a good sword cultivator.

Whether it was Qin Jianglan, Qin Chuan, or even Hua Yining, they were all much more devoted to flying swords than she was. But Sword Ancestor had come out of the Sword Tomb with her, and after that, it hadn’t abandoned her either. When being swallowed by the giant flower, it was still comforting her.

As if a wisp of consciousness was attached to the flying sword.

In that instant, Su Zhuyi reached a realm that could only be achieved in the later stages of sword cultivation, a realm many sword cultivators could never achieve in their entire lives.

Unity between the human and the sword.

True divine sense connection, unity between human and sword. While worried about Sword Ancestor’s situation, Su Zhuyi’s body flashed, actually using the realm of unity between human and sword to break free from the root bindings and enter the flower crown.

The little white snake that had been buried by falling rocks and hiding in the stone pile nearby had originally been completely rigid and unable to move, suppressed by the pressure and also injured by the rocks, already covered in wounds. It had been watching the situation in the field, its small eyes wide as saucers, and now it was stunned again.

Where was Su Zhuyi?

Her swallowing the breath soil had already surprised it immensely, then the giant flower swallowed her sword, and then it swallowed her too?

What now? It struggled to turn its head, seeing the unconscious Qin Jianglan in the formation barrier nearby. Its serpent body struggled, trying to resist that pressure and drill out from the rock pile.

However, it seemed unable to do so. It could hardly imagine how Su Zhuyi, who had just reached the Nascent Soul stage, had managed to barely move under that giant flower’s pressure just moments ago.

…

Just then, it saw the giant flower’s petals shake violently, followed by the giant flower letting out a sharp scream. A gap was slashed in the space above the petals. Su Zhuyi’s sword could break through the rebirth lotus, and now, gripping Sword Ancestor with her spiritual energy circulated to the extreme, she swung another sword.

Sword after sword.

Each sword fell on the same point, as fast as wind and lightning. In just a brief moment, she had already slashed out thousands of swords.

The power of one sword meant nothing to the giant flower that had cultivated for ten thousand years, but constant dripping wears away stone, and a hundred colds make ice. That power continuously gathered in a short time, finally tearing open a crack in the giant flower.

At that very instant, the broken sword in her hand emitted ten thousand zhang of blue light, like the Milky Way descending from the nine heavens. Brilliant starlight flowed into the sword. Su Zhuyi gripped the flying sword, feeling her entire body filled with power. Those rays of light wrapped around her layer by layer, and she bathed in the overwhelming sword light, feeling herself as a sword, the sword like a meteor, the sword like startling wind, the sword like a wandering dragon…

The flying sword left her hand, crying out in the air, countless sword qi falling like scattered arrows, filling the sky.

“My name is Qingxia.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Su Zhuyi’s thoughts suddenly went off track. Sword Ancestor, you’re called the Qingxia Sword?

Sword Ancestor: “Hmph.”

Wasn’t that the name you gave me back then?

Chapter 150: Petrification
The name Qingxia Sword was given by Su Zhuyi.

It relied on her sword’s intent to be reborn, so naturally, it also accepted the name Su Zhuyi had given it back then. Otherwise, at the moment of rebirth, would it have shouted, “My name is Ancestor”?

However, seeing Su Zhuyi’s annoying smile, Sword Ancestor suddenly felt that being called Ancestor sounded more pleasing to the ear.

It should have just said: “My name is Ancestor.”

But now wasn’t the time to banter with Su Zhuyi.

It had been reborn, but limited by Su Zhuyi’s cultivation level, it couldn’t fully display its strength. Though the sword light now caused some damage to the giant flower below, it hadn’t hurt its foundation.

In other words, Su Zhuyi was still not out of danger at all.

Su Zhuyi understood this too. She had only made an offhand comment, her spirit still tense without relaxing. This spirit plant was too strong. Even with the Broken Sword reforged, she had to give her all to fight for a thread of survival. Su Zhuyi bit her finger and drew talismans in the air. Seeing that giant flower wounded by Sword Ancestor’s sword qi suspended high in the sky, she wanted to take this opportunity to set up formation talismans to add injury to injury!

She struck out with a Blazing Palm, hitting the talisman she had just drawn with fresh blood. Instantly, a sea of fire surged forth, rushing toward that giant flower.

Just then, that giant flower again sprouted countless vines and roots. At the same time, its vines visibly grew numerous small pink flower buds at a speed visible to the naked eye. Unlike the ugly, muddy yellow giant flower, those small flowers had fresh, tender colors, pink and lovely.

Those buds grew larger in a short time, blooming magnificently after a moment. A rich fragrance appeared throughout the mountain hollow. When Su Zhuyi saw the flowers blooming, she was already on guard, knowing that a flower demon couldn’t possibly pull such a move for no reason. Therefore, she immediately covered herself with a defensive barrier, took out a straw man substitute, and quickly stuffed a pill into her mouth.

However, these were still not enough.

She knew that fragrance might be problematic, so she had been vigilant since the buds appeared, but her defensive barrier couldn’t block that smell at all.

That scent was very rich and thick, sickeningly sweet, instantly making her mind foggy. She even saw the divine sense in her sea of consciousness becoming muddy—the sea of consciousness was no longer clear but had turned into something like sludge.

This flower fragrance not only made her body uncomfortable but also contaminated her divine sense.

She had no way to resist that flower fragrance. She could only fight desperately while her consciousness was still clear, and she could control her words and actions. Su Zhuyi gripped her sword, planning to sever the source of evil, the giant flower. However, when she swung her sword, she suddenly discovered that the straw man substitute in her left hand had already crumbled.

This straw man substitute was a high-grade straw man.

Qinghe had taken it from the Gujian sect for her back then. She had never been able to use it before because her cultivation wasn’t sufficient, and this straw man’s grade was too high.

She had just broken through to the Nascent Soul stage, and feeling the danger, she had directly taken out this high-grade straw man. She only had two such straw men in total. But now, the straw man had already crumbled.

Su Zhuyi’s body staggered. Her sea of consciousness was muddy, that clear lake surface had turned into sludge, and the sludge gradually dried up, like cracked earth.

The gap was too great.

If this flower had used this move from the beginning, she wouldn’t have been able to struggled at all.

Su Zhuyi’s body swayed several times. She loosened her grip and used her sword to support her body before barely managing to stand steady.

Physical injuries could be endured by gritting one’s teeth, pain could be ignored by her, but the primordial spirit, the sea of consciousness…

The severe damage to her sea of consciousness made her instantly lose combat ability.

She stood there swaying unsteadily. Not far away, that little white snake’s body had also turned blue-gray, as if its entire body had grown a layer of rock, gradually turning to stone. Su Zhuyi felt she might also turn to stone. She couldn’t move at all, her sea of consciousness had dried up, and her arms were also beginning to show sludge. That flower’s muddy yellow color had also become much dimmer, gradually becoming somewhat transparent. That giant flower had suffered severe damage from using this move.

But the power was too strong.

What kind of flower was this? Su Zhuyi had never seen it before, yet it had such abilities. Had it always grown beside the breath soil, thus gaining such powerful soul attack power and earth-controlling abilities?

Su Zhuyi’s body gradually stiffened, her white and smooth skin becoming similar to rock, as if a layer of mud had been poured over her body.

Not only her, but even the flying sword she held that had just been reforged also began to petrify. Sword Ancestor was limited by her cultivation level, so the power it could display was greatly weakened. Similarly, because it had a sword spirit, the sword spirit was also affected by that giant flower’s soul attack, causing its flying sword body to gradually petrify as well.

If she couldn’t find a way to break this, would she become a lump of stone, a lump of stone holding a sword?

Just then, water poured down from above. Was it raining? Su Zhuyi couldn’t even lift her head, her divine sense completely unusable. She felt it wasn’t raining—what kind of rain would be so torrential? She was like a reef stone standing in a river, constantly washed by the endlessly flowing river water, able to hear the sound of waves crashing against the reef in her ears.

That water was cool and rich in spiritual energy, cleansing her body and making her feel much better. Her dried-up sea of consciousness also received the moisture of water, gaining some relief.

Water splashed and danced in the air, as if washing away that rich fragrance completely. The smell became lighter and lighter until it completely disappeared, leaving only a fresh, earthy scent. That giant flower was completely submerged by the raging waves, and the petals that had already become lighter in color were now even more transparent.

Those petals were like a thin layer of silk, as if they would be torn away by the flowing water at any moment.

Qin Jianglan woke from his unconsciousness and threw out the Liuguang Mirror.

When previously resisting the thunder tribulation, he hadn’t taken out the Liuguang Mirror to block it. After all, the reincarnation path in the Liuguang Mirror wasn’t yet complete, and it was still something the Heavenly Dao couldn’t tolerate. Taking out the Liuguang Mirror wouldn’t resist the thunder tribulation but would attract an even greater one.

But now, he had to and could only use the Liuguang Mirror to deal with this spirit plant.

That water was from the Quicksand River, water that had settled over long periods. When still, it was a crystal-clear mirror surface; when moving, it was a turbulently flowing river.

The Celestial River fell from high above, completely submerging the entire mountain hollow, drowning that giant flower in water. When that giant flower was severely injured, Qin Jianglan drew his sword.

He had no sword in his hand.

The Songfeng sword had suffered some damage when confronting the thunder tribulation earlier, with cracks appearing on the sword’s body, requiring careful nurturing.

But he had a sword in his heart.

Qin Jianglan’s sword path was superb. Even without a sword in hand, he could unleash astounding sword intent.

He struck out with one sword, sword qi entering the water. That giant flower, suppressed by the Quicksand River’s water, had already expended enormous spiritual energy to execute its secret technique, then was suppressed by the Quicksand River, and now encountered that heaven-shocking sword. It let out a weak, mournful cry, then the entire flower was split in half.

Large patches of petals, like wrinkled and corroded broken silk, were dissolved by the water. Su Zhuyi saw Qin Jianglan then wave his hand, and that flowing liquid gradually solidified, then flowed backward into the air, forming an ancient, simple round mirror in the air.

Along with the river water, that formidable flower also disappeared.

Su Zhuyi also saw Qin Jianglan walking toward her.

His steps were slow, walking step by step to her front, saying softly, “It’s alright now.” But the next moment, Su Zhuyi saw Qin Jianglan collapse onto her shoulder. Fortunately, her body was now rigid, with most of her body seeming covered by a layer of mud, like a stone sculpture, so she stood very steadily without being knocked down by Qin Jianglan.

But she hadn’t recovered—her hands couldn’t move up, and she had no way to support him.

What now? Her entire body could only move her head, her body seemed petrified into a sculpture. Her divine sense had recovered slightly under the washing of that cool river water, but was still dried up, with no way to control her divine sense. She could only watch helplessly as he collapsed, powerless to help.

The mountain hollow was in complete disarray. The giant flower had been uprooted and completely disappeared, leaving only a huge deep pit and tangled roots in the pit.

Most of the surrounding spirit plants were destroyed, along with some animal corpses. Because this area was hidden and the giant flower existed here, there weren’t any high-level spirit beasts nearby. Precisely because of this, the current Su Zhuyi wasn’t worried about spirit beasts taking advantage of the situation. For now, she had no life-threatening danger.

But she was now almost a lump of stone, not knowing when she could recover.

Qin Jianglan had originally been severely injured by lightning and hadn’t recovered yet. He had driven the Liuguang Mirror again and was now unconscious once more. His entire body weight was pressing on Su Zhuyi, but Su Zhuyi didn’t feel it was heavy—she was worried Qin Jianglan would fall.

What to do now?

Not far away, the little white snake was also a rigid little white snake.

This quiet mountain hollow had no vitality, everything was lifeless everywhere.

The sun set and the moon rose.

Night wind blew through, swirling in the mountain hollow, making whooshing wind sounds like someone sobbing softly.

She stood in the mountain hollow for a day.

The second day, the third day…

Three full days passed, and the petrification of her body hadn’t improved much. Her divine sense had recovered slightly, able to extend a small wisp outward, but could only explore within three zhang around her.

“What now?” She couldn’t just keep standing here as a stone embracing her husband, could she?

“Qin Jianglan.”

Qin Jianglan was still unconscious, not responding to calls.

“Sword Ancestor.”

Sword Ancestor’s body had also petrified and was fixed together with her hand.

Sword Ancestor’s sword spirit was also quite weak. It responded faintly, saying, “When you move, I can move too.”

“You can’t move?”

“You are my master! The sword is controlled by its wielder.”

Su Zhuyi: “I’ve discovered that although that giant flower is dead, the damage it caused us still exists. Moreover, this petrification is continuing. Could that fragrance be a type of poison? If we can’t detoxify it, will I eventually become a sculpture?”

She had originally been able to move her head, but now felt even her neck couldn’t turn. Her divine sense was recovering, but her body was getting worse and worse.

The situation was extremely critical.

The sun rose in the east and set in the west. In the blink of an eye, several more days passed.

Su Zhuyi felt that only her eyes could move now. This was still under the condition that she persistently materialized her divine sense, turning her weak divine sense into a small knife to cut away those stone fragments bit by bit, slightly delaying the petrification.

She was trapped in place, her mood growing heavier and heavier.

Just then, the rocky mountain behind made a thunderous sound.

Then that seemingly towering mountain split open from the middle, directly forming a large canyon. A small giant about one zhang tall came running from the bottom of the canyon. He ran very fast, appearing beside Su Zhuyi in the blink of an eye.

“Big sister, how are you?”

“Little uncle, are you alright?” Little Skull looked at Su Zhuyi with red eye sockets. He lifted Qin Jianglan with one hand and carried him on his shoulder, scooped up Su Zhuyi under his other arm, and only after picking up both people did he anxiously walk back. After walking a few steps, seeing a stone snake on the ground, he bent down while holding Su Zhuyi to pick it up, stuffing the stone snake into his clothes pocket.

Wu’er had come out from the Rebirth Pond.

Chapter 151: Big White Bear
The stone sculpture Su Zhuyi and the petrified little white snake were brought back to Rebirth Valley by Little Skull.

Little Skull was no longer little skull now—he had grown flesh. Su Zhuyi and Qin Jianglan had entered the Rebirth Pond with their physical bodies intact. They were alive, had bodies, so in the rebirth pond they only had their flesh refined and emerged exactly as they were.

But Little Skull was different.

He was a dead thing.

Originally, it was because the primordial spirit about to become a mountain and river spirit had nowhere to depend on, so it naturally returned to the bones that originally belonged to it. What was reborn in the Rebirth Pond was originally the primordial spirit of Pangu the Giant. After Little Skull entered, his primordial spirit emerged from that bone frame that could no longer continue growing, soaking and floating inside. When he emerged from the rebirth lotus, he already possessed a new physical body.

Probably because he was a child when he died, he was now a little giant—not only was his height much shorter than a real giant, but his appearance was completely that of a child.

He was just taller now, almost twice as tall as Su Zhuyi. But among the giants, he was still small-sized. However, even with this height, it had already made the other Pangu clansmen weep with joy. Because Su Zhuyi’s stone sculpture was bent over, supporting a sword, Wu’er was now much taller than Su Zhuyi. He sat cross-legged in front of Su Zhuyi, holding a stone snake in his hands.

This little white snake was too small, so Wu’er usually just tucked it directly in his pocket without needing to place it specially.

“Big sister, they say the flowers in that valley are poisonous with no way to detoxify them, but those flowers are already dead, so you’ll slowly recover.” Little Skull’s voice wasn’t as rough as Pan Siji and the others—it was still clear and pleasant, a sweet and soft childish voice. He was very happy to have a physical body and couldn’t wait to share with his big sister, wanting to ask if he looked good now. Who would have known big sister had become like this? Wu’er was worried to death, so he sensibly stopped asking.

He’d wait until big sister recovered before asking again.

He wondered if, in big sister’s eyes, he was still cute now?

“It’s just that you’ll temporarily maintain this stone sculpture appearance and slowly recover bit by bit.” Little Skull continued, “Don’t be afraid. You’ll get better.”

“Mm, I’m not afraid at all.”

When they said slowly recover, it wasn’t very slow. Su Zhuyi originally could only move her eyes, but now her face could also twitch. The petrified parts were shrinking bit by bit. At this rate, she’d probably be free in about three to five months.

Wu’er had fair skin and handsome features. He was greatly beloved within the Pangu clan. Because it was a reshaped physical body, he came out completely naked, so his clothes were all prepared by the Pangu clansmen.

He was now wrapped in fur on the outside—smooth white long fur covering his entire body, and he wore a hood. Su Zhuyi felt like there was a silly and adorable big white bear crouching in front of her.

She’d have to look up at him from now on?

He never grew before, but when he finally grew, he grew this big. Really didn’t know what to say about it.

During the day, Su Zhuyi was placed under the big tree where spiritual energy was most concentrated in Rebirth Valley. Perhaps because there was a piece of Breath Soil hidden in her body, Su Zhuyi felt those trees and vines particularly liked getting close to her. Previously, when Wu’er wasn’t staying by her side, vines would wrap around her body, so after that, Wu’er stayed by her side constantly, preventing her from being surrounded by plants.

At night, Wu’er would carry Su Zhuyi back to the room.

This room was built by him together with the Pangu clansmen. With their immense strength, digging a hole in the mountain wall was effortless. Then they made wooden doors and wooden beds—in just one day, they had the cave dwelling completed. The Pangu clansmen found making these things interesting, and stuffed everything into the room. For them, making such small beds and chairs was like making model toys—each one was very enthusiastic. Therefore, Su Zhuyi’s room was very large and spacious, with everything complete inside. If one were to live there, it would be quite comfortable.

However, she was a stone sculpture and couldn’t move, so placed in the room, she was almost like a decoration.

Qin Jianglan, on the bed, was still unconscious and hadn’t woken up yet.

Big white bear Wu’er wouldn’t stay in the room at night. He guarded her constantly during the day while she basked in the sun, but at night, he had to learn things from the Pangu clansmen. So he placed Su Zhuyi and Qin Jianglan together. There was also a barrier in the room that those spiritual plants couldn’t penetrate. With little uncle accompanying big sister, and big sister able to watch over little uncle, only then could he feel at ease going out to cultivate.

Wu’er was also quite carefree—he directly placed her at Qin Jianglan’s bedside. If Qin Jianglan woke up and opened his eyes to see a sculpture standing in front of him, who knew if he’d be startled.

This night, Su Zhuyi was again standing with her “crutch” at Qin Jianglan’s bedside.

The cave dwelling she lived in was on the mountain, dug as a circular, arched door. There was a small window on the upper right of the wooden door. Both window panels were open but hung with a layer of curtain, covering the windows tightly and giving no chance for outside spiritual plants to drill in. But even so, the outside mountain wall was covered with green vines, just like ivy covering the entire wall.

Those curtains weren’t made of fabric, but lotus petals from the Rebirth Pond—white with a hint of pink, crystal clear under the moonlight. It was precisely because of this small window that the unlit room had moonlight, making the interior seem covered with a layer of snow-white gauze.

Su Zhuyi had no way to cultivate now—she could only refine her spirit, which meant nourishing her primordial spirit. She closed her eyes, gradually circulating the heaven and earth spiritual energy absorbed through breathing during the day, rotating it once through her body before gathering it in her dantian and sea of consciousness, then using that spiritual energy to seep into her sea of consciousness, gradually improving it. After a while, Su Zhuyi suddenly felt a hand gently placed on her cheek, lightly pressed against her face, and gently caressing.

She opened her eyes and saw that Qin Jianglan had awakened.

He sat on the bedside with his outer robe casually draped over his shoulders, his hand pressed against her face.

“You’re awake?” Su Zhuyi saw Qin Jianglan, her starry eyes suddenly brightening. In her tone, there was also a trace of faint joy.

“Mm.” Qin Jianglan nodded, “This poison of yours can only slowly recover.” The giant flower was dead, its primordial spirit and body collected into the Liuguang Mirror, now under his control, so he naturally knew what Su Zhuyi’s poisoning was about.

“I know. Pan Siji and the others examined me and said I just need to wait another three to five months to recover.” The part below her mouth was still petrified. Her chin was normal skin, but below the chin was like rock. Su Zhuyi felt that if her hands could move, she’d want to scratch at it a few times.

“Mm.” Qin Jianglan nodded, “I’m much better, too.” The injuries were severe, but recovery wasn’t slow either. These past few days, he’d obtained many good things from the Pangu clan. There was even a plate of Calming Spirit incense burning at the bedside—probably because of this that he could wake up so quickly.

His hand gently scraped her chin twice, actually scraping off a bit of powder. Qin Jianglan frowned and said, “Would this make it heal faster?”

He continued gently rubbing twice and asked, “Does it hurt?”

Su Zhuyi didn’t feel any pain. She didn’t know if this would help it heal faster either, but since it was stiff and petrified, if it was massaged, perhaps it really could recover faster. Therefore she said, “Don’t scrape it. What if you scrape the skin raw?” Right now it was a stone sculpture so you couldn’t tell, but if after recovery the skin was scraped raw or even scraped off a layer, that would be disgusting.

“You massage me.” Her face was thick-skinned as she said this matter-of-factly, not knowing shame at all.

Qin Jianglan chuckled softly. He sat on the bedside, kissed Su Zhuyi’s forehead, then stood beside the bed and completely closed that small window. The moment the window was closed, there was no more light in the room. Su Zhuyi’s divine consciousness had recovered quite a bit, and she could still see. She saw Qin Jianglan take out a luminous pearl and place it in a small bowl on the table.

That bowl contained fruits Wu’er had picked, with flowers he’d plucked beside it.

At Luoxue Peak, Wu’er had developed the habit of arranging flowers in the room daily. Now that he’d arrived at Rebirth Valley, he persisted in placing flowers in Su Zhuyi’s room, and wasn’t limited to plum blossoms anymore—there were all kinds of flowers. They had one characteristic: these flowers were all particularly large, with flower heads like washbasins.

What seemed large to ordinary people was probably very small and cute to giants. His aesthetic had already deviated toward the giants’ side.

The fruits in the bowl were red and green of various colors. Placing a luminous pearl inside didn’t seem out of place either. Looking at that hazy halo, Su Zhuyi inexplicably felt a bit greedy, though she didn’t know if it was the fruits that looked delicious or the jade-like person in front of her.

He had just awakened from injury, his hair still loose and slightly disheveled, his complexion still pale.

His clothing was casually draped, exposing his collarbones. Under that faint radiance, his whole person had less of that cold aloofness, as if covered with a layer of soft light that made his skin appear even more fair, and he seemed somewhat frail, as if he could be blown away by wind.

As if he could be pressed down and ravaged at will by someone.

This injured Qin Jianglan was more alluring. Made her want to take a bite or two, but she couldn’t move.

Ah, no, her mouth could still move.

What was she thinking? Su Zhuyi felt her face was thick enough, but even now her cheeks felt somewhat hot.

Qin Jianglan saw her gaze fall on the bowl, so he brought the bowl over, holding a red fruit in his hand. “If you want to eat, I’ll feed you.”

“Yes.”

Su Zhuyi nodded, thinking to herself, “Want to eat you.”

Too bad her body couldn’t do it.

Qin Jianglan used spiritual energy to wash the fruit again. He brought the fruit to Su Zhuyi’s mouth, and Su Zhuyi opened her mouth to take a bite.

The fruit was very sweet, reminding her of candy she had eaten as a child.

Not only sweet, but spiritual energy also flowed into her body, making her feel extremely comfortable. The fruit wasn’t large—after a few bites, she’d eaten half. Su Zhuyi’s mind stirred, and as she was biting, she bit Qin Jianglan’s finger, holding it in her mouth and gently licking and nibbling with her tongue tip. She was quite happy playing by herself, her eyes even narrowing, her long eyelashes trembling like a little feather teasing a cat, while Qin Jianglan was that cat with an itchy heart.

He calmly withdrew his finger from her mouth and wiped the saliva on her cheek.

Anyway, Su Zhuyi couldn’t move and could only stare at him helplessly.

Then he gathered spiritual energy in his palm and began massaging her body. It was cold, hard stone—massaging it gently was still stone, even though his movements were gentle and his expression focused, he was only rubbing a lump of stone.

Su Zhuyi’s petrified body had no sensation at all.

She watched Qin Jianglan massaging there, watching until she felt bored. Perhaps sensing Su Zhuyi’s impatience, Qin Jianglan took another fruit and used spiritual energy to suspend it in front of Su Zhuyi, dangling it by her mouth. If she wanted to eat it, she could just open her mouth.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Damn, treating her like a donkey?

Just then, Qin Jianglan also took out the Liuguang Mirror. “If you’re still bored, chat with your master and the others.”

“The Breath Soil is in your body—we need to find a way to draw it out and put it in the Liuguang Mirror.” As he said this, Qin Jianglan also smoothly massaged Su Zhuyi’s little belly. With the Breath Soil, half the problem could be solved. If they could persuade the Pangu clan to also collect the Rebirth Pond into the Liuguang Mirror, the Reincarnation Dao would be ninety percent complete.

“Can’t you just collect me directly into the Liuguang Mirror?” If she went in, wouldn’t that mean the Breath Soil went in too? The Liuguang Mirror could automatically absorb life force—once inside, the Breath Soil couldn’t hide.

“No. Since it’s the Reincarnation Dao, naturally, one must perish before entering. Unless it’s a voluntary sacrifice.”

In the Liuguang Mirror, except for him and Qinghe, all the others were dead spirits. Even Luo Ying originally only had a bit of primordial spirit left.

“Then I’ll also…” Su Zhuyi blurted out, but stopped halfway through her words.

She would also voluntarily sacrifice? Impossible—how could she be that noble?

No, how could she have such thoughts? Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi’s eyes darkened somewhat. She was rather displeased with her current self.

Qin Jianglan wouldn’t let Su Zhuyi voluntarily sacrifice to the Liuguang Mirror.

If the Reincarnation Dao in the Liuguang Mirror succeeded, that would be fine, but if it failed, they would all dissipate. He wouldn’t let Su Zhuyi get involved; otherwise, what would be the meaning of living this life again?

He reached out to her cheek and gently pinched it. Her whole body was cold and hard—only by touching her smooth, soft cheek could he feel at ease.

“Your master and senior brother seem to have made some progress in their relationship recently.”

“Eh?” Su Zhuyi’s attention was immediately diverted. She infused her divine consciousness into the Liuguang Mirror. Perhaps with Qin Jianglan’s help, as soon as her divine consciousness entered, she happened to see Qinghe and Luo Ying standing under a red maple tree. Luo Ying stood with her back against the tree, her brows slightly furrowed, while Qinghe stood facing her, one hand pressed against the tree trunk, as if encircling Luo Ying within his domain.

Qinghe was much taller than Luo Ying.

Standing in front of Luo Ying, he blocked the light before her.

Luo Ying was completely enveloped by him. Her brows were furrowed, her expression displeased, but her heart held emotions she couldn’t clearly understand.

She was increasingly dependent on him, willing to be close to him.

But Luo Ying always felt this was because he was the Longquan Sword, and she had sacrificed to the Longquan Sword before, so she instinctively rejected these feelings.

So she began avoiding Qinghe. As a result, the anxious Qinghe cornered her here.

He used to respect and revere her, always smiling in front of her. Now his expression was serious, his eyes seeming to brew a storm. This version of him made her very unfamiliar, yet her heart didn’t reject it—there was even a trace of panic.

“Qinghe, what are you trying to do? Move aside.” Luo Ying coldly scolded, feigning composure.

Qinghe said nothing. He suddenly bent down and planted a kiss on Luo Ying’s forehead.

Su Zhuyi, secretly watching the excitement: “…”

What’s with kissing the forehead? Kiss the lips! Senior brother, you’re still too inexperienced. Sigh, when will you learn a few moves from me?

She was expecting the main event when she saw Qinghe lift his head and glance coldly at the air. “Su Zhuyi.”

Eh, discovered?

“Still watching?” Qinghe gave a dissatisfied cold snort, but the corner of his eye caught sight of Luo Ying, and a smile flashed briefly at the corner of his mouth.

Luo Ying’s cheeks flushed. Under her fair, translucent skin showed rosy red, like plum blossoms just blooming on branches. Learning that Su Zhuyi was watching, she lowered her head in panic, her face blushing from embarrassment.

Luo Ying, who once had an expressionless face, was shy.

If she were angry, she wouldn’t have this reaction.

She was shy, which meant her heart had him, too—not just master-disciple affection, but feelings between a man and woman.

Realizing this, Qinghe seemed very happy. He was no longer annoyed at Su Zhuyi’s peeping and instead asked, “Are you feeling better?”

“We dealt with that flower.”

The giant flower was shredded by the sword energy of Gujian Sect cultivators, scattered along the banks of the largest river in the True Spirit Realm.

Only now did Su Zhuyi notice that this mirror world had many more flowers—vast expanses of flowers.

She remembered stories she’d read before.

On the road to the underworld, Paramita flowers bloom.

It was becoming more and more similar.

Could they perfect the Reincarnation Dao, gain Heaven’s recognition, and thus escape their originally fated death?

She thought, regardless of the outcome, at least they now had hope, and everyone was working hard for it.

“There are too few dead spirits in the Liuguang Mirror. Should I go kill a few more?”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

He said nothing, but used some force to flick Su Zhuyi’s forehead.

“Hey, I was just saying.” She pouted, snorted coldly, her eyes rolling around sparkling with starlight. That face under the luminous pearl’s illumination was beautiful and alluring, radiant with every glance.

It was just a casual remark. At least she wouldn’t easily massacre cities and treat human lives like grass as she had before.

“Mm, I was just casually flicking too.” His finger tapped her forehead again as Qin Jianglan chuckled softly.

He could only bully Su Zhuyi when she couldn’t move.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Chapter 152: Romance
Su Zhuyi recovered faster than the little white snake.

This should be thanks to Qin Jianglan’s efforts—after all, he massaged her for several hours every day. The rest of the time, Qin Jianglan was mostly healing his injuries. He went out and negotiated the matter of the Rebirth Pond with the Pangu clansmen without much effort.

Giant rebirth was becoming increasingly difficult, their primordial spirits growing weaker. Over these ten thousand years, clansmen had perished, but no primordial spirits had entered the Rebirth Pond for rebirth. Even when they found a wisp of primordial spirit, what surfaced was a withered rebirth lotus. The remaining giants were becoming more and more dull, and with each dissipation of the primordial spirit, memories gradually disappeared. They all realized that perhaps before long, their race would completely perish.

Though they were happy about Su Zhuyi and Qin Jianglan’s appearance, their bodies didn’t resemble giants. Although they were dull, they vaguely felt something was amiss, but didn’t take it to heart. The disparity in strength was too great—they feared no potential threats at all.

Even though Wu’er looked like a little giant, he didn’t have the aura of a Pangu clansmen. But even without it, he was still well-loved by the Pangu clan—after all, Wu’er was a child, and a child with clear, pure eyes who was sensible and adorable.

If there were a place that could prevent their primordial spirits from dissipating, they would desire it greatly.

As for life and death?

As long as their primordial spirits remained intact, to them, that was eternal life. Moreover, they were actually trapped in this ancient secret realm. If they truly perished in the future but their primordial spirits could be preserved in the Liuguang Mirror, they could also leave the ancient secret realm and venture into broader worlds.

…

Qin Jianglan used the Liuguang Mirror to collect the Rebirth Pond.

When he did all this, Su Zhuyi didn’t know. She was a sculpture and couldn’t move, and she didn’t carelessly use her divine consciousness either—after all, it had been completely dried up before and needed proper nourishment. The reason she didn’t use divine consciousness to explore her surroundings was because she had sufficient trust in this place.

She trusted it enough to feel there would be no danger around, and thus abandoned the instincts she’d developed in the Xueluo Sect.

Living again, her days were truly much more comfortable than her previous life.

Though she’d suffered some hardships, most of the time was comfortable. She had as many cultivation resources as she wanted, never worried about spirit stones or pills, and didn’t have to constantly guard against people around her trying to kill her.

Precisely because she didn’t use divine consciousness to guard against her surroundings, when Qin Jianglan returned, saying he’d already collected the Rebirth Pond, Su Zhuyi was somewhat startled. But then she thought about how those giants outside were quite dull, so she could understand why they could be persuaded by Qin Jianglan.

Qin Jianglan spoke of it lightly, but Su Zhuyi could see he should be very tired.

His injuries hadn’t completely healed to begin with.

Driving the Liuguang Mirror to collect the Rebirth Pond must have consumed a large amount of his spiritual energy—it wasn’t as easy as he made it sound.

“Are you tired? Go rest,” Su Zhuyi said.

Qin Jianglan shook his head. “I’m fine.” He took out a teapot and a teacup from his storage treasure. The pot contained spiritual spring water, which he boiled with fire magic and set aside.

“Today on the mountain, I saw spiritual tea that’s extinct in the outside world. Growing on cliff faces—I picked some.” He placed a dark red leaf in the teacup. Without any flowing tea preparation movements, he just casually placed it in the cup, then poured the boiling water in.

That small, dark red curled leaf gradually unfurled in the boiling water. The dark red seemed to seep out from the leaf, making the red much lighter, as if a bright red camellia was slowly blooming in the cup. The clear spring water in the cup also turned crimson, yet not pure crimson—there was also golden yellow and peach pink, like colorful clouds at the horizon.

He picked up the teacup and gently swirled it. The flower in the cup swayed left and right, and rich spiritual energy rushed toward them.

“This is good for divine consciousness recovery.” He brought the cup to his lips and gently blew. The tea leaves floating in the boiling water suddenly froze solid, and ice crystals formed throughout the cup. With a twist of his wrist and another shake, faint, misty vapor rose like clouds.

“For nourishing the spirit.” He walked to Su Zhuyi’s side, looked down at her eyes, and smiled gently.

Su Zhuyi thought Qin Jianglan was going to give it to her to drink.

After all, he often fed her food and drink before. She could turn her body now, but her hands still couldn’t move because they were propped against the sword and petrified together with it. Her wrists were still frozen solid, so eating pills and spirit fruits still required Qin Jianglan’s care.

But then she saw Qin Jianglan sitting beside her and drinking from the teacup himself.

The tea was elegantly fragrant with rich spiritual energy and a trace of frosty breath that made Su Zhuyi involuntarily swallow saliva, waiting for the spiritual tea to moisten her mouth. Who knew he’d drink it himself?

Fine, he was too exhausted from collecting the Rebirth Pond. She’d reluctantly forgive him this once and wait for him to finish before brewing another cup.

After drinking twice, Qin Jianglan brought the teacup to Su Zhuyi’s lips.

He’d already drunk half the teacup had to be tilted outward.

Su Zhuyi tilted her head back slightly, and as the tea entered her throat, she could drink it this way, but a trace of tea slid from the corner of her mouth, flowing down her neck and leaving a transparent, clear water trail on her snow-white skin.

Qin Jianglan moved the cup away, leaned down, and used his tongue tip to clean all the water droplets from her neck.

“Can’t waste it,” he said. “This spiritual tea is very rare. I only picked three leaves.”

Su Zhuyi narrowed her eyes slightly and smiled. “Then why don’t you just feed me with your mouth?” When she used to say sweet words, she would deliberately lower her voice to make it sound husky and seductive. But now her voice was clear and bright, her throat seeming washed clean by mountain spring water. Her voice was like tinkling spring water, pleasant to hear, yet it made Qin Jianglan even more entranced.

Feed her with his mouth? Qin Jianglan’s originally somewhat pale face showed a trace of light red, as if the mist from the cup had stained his face with rouge.

He’d originally come to tease her.

But found himself still one move behind.

When it came to thick skin, who could compare to her?

Qin Jianglan took another sip of tea, then leaned down and kissed her lips.

As he transferred the clear tea to her, his tongue also slipped inside. The tea was ice cold, but her lips and tongue were sweet and warm. He traced carefully in her mouth, lingering between her teeth. Only after she finished the tea did he reluctantly separate, then took another sip.

A cup of tea wasn’t much, but the two of them spent a full half hour drinking it.

After finishing the tea, Su Zhuyi felt her body warm. Her divine consciousness gradually cleared and recovered almost completely. With divine consciousness restored, she could naturally control it at will. Her divine consciousness materialized, gently caressing Qin Jianglan’s body like a gentle breeze, just like in the Liuguang Mirror.

“Do you want me to help you?” Leaning forward, her waist was quite soft, her body seeming boneless as she pressed against him, even rubbing against Qin Jianglan twice.

Both her body and divine consciousness were restless.

Her upper body was very alluring. With those movements, her already loose clothing fell to her shoulders, exposing large areas of snow-white skin.

But her lower body was still stone.

Qin Jianglan’s eyes darkened somewhat at the sight.

Su Zhuyi chuckled softly. Her wrist suddenly moved twice, and she discovered rubble falling from her wrist too. Originally only her wrists couldn’t move in her upper body, but now even her wrists were almost recovered. It seemed if she persisted another month or so, she should be fully healed.

Thinking this, Su Zhuyi felt her mood was quite good.

She blinked mischievously, looked down to see his reaction, lightly bit her lips, her tongue tip licking across her lip, then repeated, “Do you want me to help you?”

Her gaze swept over his body, her eyes showing no trace of shyness.

The Sword Ancestor, still in petrification, finally couldn’t help but snort coldly: “You two are enough!”

In the end, Su Zhuyi still didn’t help Qin Jianglan, though she was quite willing. However, Qin Jianglan didn’t give her this opportunity.

He properly dressed her upper body and combed her hair before returning to the bed to meditate. After Su Zhuyi finished teasing, she also began cultivating—the spiritual energy in her body couldn’t be wasted.

Thus, after another three to five days, her hands were also freed, while the similarly petrified little white snake had only recovered a small section of its tail.

Wu’er was very worried. He knew this spirit snake had helped big sister and must be saved at all costs.

He ran over to learn, asking Su Zhuyi why she recovered so quickly.

Su Zhuyi said, “You have to massage it every day.”

“Eh?” Wu’er didn’t understand.

“Just knead and rub it constantly. Then it’ll heal quickly.”

“Does little uncle massage you every day too?”

Seeing Wu’er’s still innocent eyes, Su Zhuyi finally felt a bit embarrassed, but she still nodded calmly.

Wu’er completely believed Su Zhuyi’s words.

From then on, he held the white snake in his hands every day, rubbing it constantly like kneading rope. Indeed, there were some results—it recovered much faster than before.

In the blink of an eye, a month passed. Su Zhuyi’s body completely recovered. The moment she could move, she immediately kicked off her shoes and pounced on the bed, pressing down the meditating Qin Jianglan. The Sword Ancestor had also recovered and was long gone, fled without a trace.

Qin Jianglan had been watching her all along—how could he not know she was about to recover?

When he was guarding her, his eyes had a ghostly green light, like a vicious wolf. Yet at the crucial moment, he instead sat on the bed to meditate.

Fake propriety!

She’d gained so many benefits from dual cultivation, and these past days, he’d been rubbing and touching her. Now that she could move, the first thing was to properly deal with this fake gentleman.

The instant she pounced, her slender waist was encircled by large hands. She sat in his embrace, just like many times on the Wangtian Tree.

This was only the beginning.

Intertwined like mandarin ducks, brocade coverlets churning red waves, fragrant sweat glistening, thoroughly satisfying.

…

Su Zhuyi had recovered, and Elder Yi and the others’ injuries had long healed, so they planned to leave Rebirth Valley.

They’d come to the ancient secret realm to seek treasure, not to retire here.

However, this time going out, everyone traveled freely without encountering any danger, and easily obtained treasures. If they encountered stragglers from the Dong Fushang Sect on the road, Su Zhuyi would still take their lives. She was never soft-hearted. Dong Fushang Sect had repeatedly harmed them, nearly killed Elder Yi and Elder Mei, and even wanted to kill Little Skull to steal his immortal sword. In Su Zhuyi’s eyes, death by a thousand cuts wouldn’t be excessive for them.

Time passed quickly. When the seven-star trajectory moved away, they were directly sent out of the ancient secret realm. Only after everyone emerged did some people belatedly discover that such a large sect as the Dong Fushang Sect had only one female disciple survive.

But this female disciple’s strength was not to be underestimated—she had subdued a powerful water qilin.

Regardless, Dong Fushang Sect’s strength was greatly damaged. Their sect master and elders were almost all dead, no longer able to be called one of the four great cultivation sects alongside other sects.

This revenge was settled. After emerging, Su Zhuyi didn’t concern herself with other matters. She and Qin Jianglan planned to go to Quicksand River.

Going to Quicksand River had only one purpose: to find that Jianmu Tree.

The Jianmu Tree that Su Zhuyi had seen when she mistakenly entered the barrier.

Among the five elements, wood conquers earth, meaning plants break through the soil to emerge. However, other plants were too weak and instead had to depend on Breath Soil to grow. Only the Jianmu Tree could truly restrain Breath Soil.

To force the Breath Soil out of Su Zhuyi’s body, they might need to rely on the Jianmu Tree. This was the conclusion she and Qin Jianglan reached through deep discussion these days. As for whether they could succeed, they’d have to wait until they found the Jianmu Tree.

Chapter 153: Untitled
The Jianmu Tree had been struck by lightning at that time.

Su Zhuyi wasn’t certain whether that tree had died. She had fainted directly then, dimly remembering before losing consciousness that vast sheets of fire soared into the sky like a red mushroom cloud. But the Jianmu Tree was a divine tree that appeared when heaven and earth first opened, a bridge connecting the upper and lower realms—it shouldn’t perish so easily.

The worst outcome would be damaged spiritual intelligence, becoming a tree without consciousness but still able to function as a connection between heaven and earth. If that were the case, its branches should also be effective against Breath Soil.

Before going to find the Jianmu Tree, Su Zhuyi and the others first returned to Gujian Sect, planning to stay there for a while. Little Skull had grown flesh now and didn’t need to hide anymore—he needed to meet people. He wanted to interact with others, but despite his large size, he was still shy and timid. Though he wanted to make friends, he clung to Su Zhuyi like a baby. Therefore, Qin Jianglan and Su Zhuyi wanted to stay at Gujian Sect for a few days to let Little Skull learn to get along with others.

After all, there was no urgent rush, and that place belonged to a chaotic space where time and space intersected. If they were to go, they needed to make thorough preparations, such as high-grade Straw Man substitutes, which Su Zhuyi planned to prepare some of.

When they first returned, the big yellow dog on Luoxue Peak couldn’t recognize Little Skull.

It curiously circled Little Skull. When Little Skull spoke with his familiar voice and tone, it excitedly whimpered. After barking a few times, it turned its head to carefully look at Su Zhuyi. Seeing that Su Zhuyi didn’t seem angry or stern-faced, it then happily wagged its tail and barked several more times, ingratiatingly.

Qin Jianglan saw all of this.

He watched Su Zhuyi leaning against the doorway, watching Little Skull play with the dog.

In the ice and snow of Luoxue Peak, she wore a red cloak with her hands tucked in her sleeves, leaning casually. Her brows were like distant mountains, her skin like snow, with a faint smile on her face. Like a small red plum blooming in snow, adorning snowy mountain branches, beautifying the years and seasons.

She wasn’t unhappy.

The one who was once “The Dog’s Woe,” killing dogs on sight, could now quietly watch one person and one dog play, and even had a slight smile at the corners of her mouth.

When he sacrificed himself to the mirror, when he asked her, he thought that after rebirth, she would truly be as she said—still a demon who killed countless people.

But the reality was, she had changed.

This showed how painful and terrible things she had experienced in her previous life, how many cruel and ruthless people she had encountered.

Indeed, initially, she was also that child willing to give others the chance to live.

So even when she later committed many evils, he still wouldn’t kill her. Even when pursued by the whole world, he risked universal condemnation to save and hide her.

Su Zhuyi watched Little Skull and the big yellow dog, as well as the little white snake that was half-thawed on the ground, planted upside down in the snow with its tail wildly wagging, while Qin Jianglan quietly watched her. Perhaps his gaze was too intense—Su Zhuyi sensed it, turned her head, and habitually reached up to tuck her hair, asking, “What are you looking at? Never seen a beauty before?”

Qin Jianglan nodded slightly and calmly answered without changing expression, “I have, but I can never see enough.” He didn’t know when his eyes could only see Su Zhuyi.

Yesterday, Su Zhuyi had asked him about Su Qingxun.

Su Qingxun was his disciple.

He had also carefully taught her for several hundred years.

He subconsciously felt he had master-disciple affection for Su Qingxun. Even after rebirth, when they were no longer master and disciple, he couldn’t treat Su Qingxun as a stranger. But, when hearing Su Zhuyi mention Su Qingxun, he had no emotional fluctuation at all—he even felt she was just an unimportant stranger.

Because sacrificing to the Liuguang Mirror in exchange for rebirth was for Su Zhuyi’s sake, so only she remained in his life, only she was visible in his eyes?

Though Qin Jianglan was happy with this change, he occasionally had a trace of doubt in his heart. But thinking that what he sought now was exactly what he’d always yearned for, was his obsession, and was the tribulation he couldn’t comprehend or overcome in his previous life, he felt relieved.

Just watching her like this, only watching her, was quite good.

Even watching her every day, he couldn’t see enough.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

This guy’s face was getting thicker and thicker—she could hardly tease him anymore.

“Disciples will come later,” Qin Jianglan’s mouth curved up as he changed the topic.

“Mm, let Master Sword Venerable properly teach them swordsmanship. Maybe before long, our Gujian Sect can replace Yunxiao Sect and become the world’s number one sword dao sect.” Su Zhuyi’s eyebrows rose as she spoke, her eyes playful.

Qin Jianglan smiled without speaking, his gaze toward Su Zhuyi becoming gentler.

Seeing Qin Jianglan unmoved, Su Zhuyi also shrugged her shoulders, summoned the Sword Ancestor, and began practicing swordsmanship. Qin Jianglan called Wu’er to walk forward together to the edge of Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak, which was at the tip of the ancient sword.

This trip to the ancient secret realm had been quite fruitful for Gujian Sect, obtaining many treasures and spiritual herbs. They planned to put some in the Treasure Pavilion on Tool Peak for disciples to exchange with sect contributions.

Previously, the Gujian Sect had suffered considerable setbacks. To encourage disciples and boost morale, they also planned to hold a sect sword dao competition, offering three high-grade spiritual treasures obtained in the secret realm as rewards. For a time, everyone in the Gujian Sect was seriously cultivating and preparing for battle. After Qin Jianglan, this mysterious Sword Venerable, worshipped by Gujian Sect disciples, coincidentally guided a disciple named Song Shangzhi, who extremely admired him and carried his portrait and incense, disciples came to seek instruction every few days. Eventually, on the mornings of the first and fifteenth of each month, Qin Jianglan would preach on Luoxue Peak, becoming Gujian Sect’s veritable sword dao master.

During this period, Little Skull also participated. He learned a transformation technique that could shrink his body somewhat, making him look about the same size as Gujian Sect’s youngest two disciples. He also learned swordsmanship with everyone, now getting along well with other disciples and occasionally sparring with them, though he always suppressed his cultivation level.

Otherwise, without even drawing his sword, his pressure aura alone could directly crush the other disciples.

When Qin Jianglan preached, Su Zhuyi practiced swordsmanship by herself. These past days she had also found time to refine some high-grade Straw Man substitutes for emergencies—they might be useful when going to Quicksand River to find the Jianmu Tree.

She had also asked Dan Ruyun for some pills. Dan Ruyun said she wanted to properly prepare a big gift for her, so Su Zhuyi kept waiting. She estimated that Danhe Sect’s gift would arrive in the next few days.

Sure enough, while she was practicing swordsmanship, a crane flew to Luoxue Peak.

The crane landed in the snow not far in front of Su Zhuyi, stood on one foot, then elegantly stretched its wings. Next, it turned its neck, lowered its head, and pecked into the snow.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

That wasn’t a worm—that was the little white snake’s tail…

“Woof!” The big yellow dog had already considered the little white snake a friend. Seeing its little companion being grabbed, it immediately pounced toward the crane, startling the crane into dropping several feathers. For a moment, there was chaos with flying and jumping. Su Zhuyi called the dog back, waved at the crane, and took out the jade token Dan Ruyun had given her, waving it. “Crane Lord, over here.”

The crane then flapped its wings huffily and flew to Su Zhuyi, speaking in human language: “Miss sent me to deliver a gift.” It opened its wings, revealing a differently colored feather underneath. Su Zhuyi picked out that feather and inserted the quill into a small hole in the jade token.

Only then was the storage space array within the feather unlocked. Su Zhuyi swept it with her divine consciousness and saw several pill bottles inside—neat rows of emerald green medicine bottles, over a hundred in total.

It seemed her decision at that time was absolutely correct.

She could also refine pills herself, but befriending a skilled alchemist saved much trouble. With so many high-grade pills to supplement, her adventures outside would be much safer.

Now the pills were also prepared, Little Skull was getting along well with the disciples, and she and Qin Jianglan could set out for Quicksand River to find the Jianmu Tree at any time.

Chapter 154: Number One Under Heaven
When Qin Jianglan taught swordsmanship to Gujian Sect disciples, Elder Yi and several other elders also mixed among the disciples to listen, all benefiting greatly.

Elder Yi gained insights under the influence of sword intent and planned to enter seclusion, but he was currently acting as interim sect master and couldn’t just abandon his responsibilities. Thinking of the deceased Sect Master Duan made him feel quite sorrowful.

Sect Master Duan had good aptitude and strong abilities, but he wasn’t the Gujian Sect’s most formidable sword cultivator.

Because he spent much time handling sect affairs, while other elders and cultivators would seclude themselves for a century at a time. Previously, he only knew that being a sect master was glorious. When he wasn’t chosen back then, he’d felt uncomfortable, which was why he spent so much time outside. Though he genuinely loved spirit beasts, staying away from the sect for decades or centuries at a time, in the beginning, wasn’t it also because he was somewhat resentful?

Only now did he realize how much Sect Master Duan had sacrificed for the sect.

Elder Yi wanted to enter seclusion, but the Gujian Sect couldn’t be without leadership. The seriously injured elder from Precept Peak had been in seclusion for a long time and couldn’t even participate in the ancient secret realm treasure hunt. After the traitor from Tool Peak died, he was now managing that peak too. Elder Mei was originally someone who didn’t concern himself with worldly affairs—if not for the sect this time, he wouldn’t have come down the mountain at all. Of the remaining two peak elders, one was seriously injured and the other was learning swordsmanship from Qin Jianglan even more eagerly than ordinary disciples, currently having no mind for management. So Elder Yi thought of Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi was now Luoxue Peak’s only successor.

Her strength was formidable, her status and position unquestionable. The spirit creature Wu’er she raised, and the mysterious man Qin Jianglan behind her, his strength could rank among the top few in this cultivation world. He’d believe it if told he was number one under heaven. Therefore, with Su Zhuyi supporting them, the Gujian Sect could weather any storms.

Of course, Yi Lian didn’t want Su Zhuyi to become sect master and manage sect affairs. Gujian Sect was a prestigious righteous sect with a long history—even temporarily without leadership, disciples from each peak would fulfill their duties and keep the sect running. He just hoped Su Zhuyi could make decisions when the sect faced major issues, and most Gujian Sect disciples would surely accept her decisions. After all, she had extremely high prestige in the Gujian Sect, with the mysterious Sword Venerable Qin Jianglan standing behind her.

Moreover, having known Su Zhuyi for so long, he understood this disciple somewhat. At least he knew she was very clever and definitely wouldn’t let sect cultivators suffer losses. That was enough.

With this purpose, Yi Lian came before Su Zhuyi and took out a small jade-carved sword, presenting it to Su Zhuyi. “This is the sect master’s token. Seeing this sword is like the sect master’s personal presence—even those elders among sect cultivators must heed your commands.” Yi Lian was a bit afraid Su Zhuyi would refuse and had prepared a whole set of arguments, but seeing Su Zhuyi’s expression now, his prepared words were useless.

Su Zhuyi’s eyes lit up. Her eyes, already like black obsidian, seemed to sprout two small flames.

In her previous life she was a villain. Later, after leaving Xueluo Sect, she’d gained some influence, but compared to a great sect like Gujian Sect, her small demonic sect was insignificant. Now being given the sect master’s token to manage Gujian Sect, Su Zhuyi was immediately eager to try—she wanted to create the world’s number one sect.

Not like Yunxiao Sect’s number one righteous sect.

But one that both righteous and demonic paths would respectfully call number one.

Number one under heaven.

Whether righteous or demonic path, every ten or hundred years, they’d have to pay tribute to the Gujian Sect. No matter where sect disciples went, none would dare bully them in the slightest.

Achieving this goal wasn’t difficult either. She’d just lead a group to challenge various sects, fighting through both righteous and demonic paths until all the disobedient were beaten down. She didn’t believe that Qin Jianglan and Little Skull could run into any iron plates.

“Of course, you cannot violate the greater righteousness,” Elder Yi said, seeing Su Zhuyi’s suddenly glowing eyes that looked greenish like a hungry wolf, and suddenly felt somewhat regretful. Had he made the wrong decision?

“If opinions conflict and elders firmly oppose, it requires a joint decision by several elders. If truly unable to decide, then summon me from seclusion…”

“Oh, got it.” Su Zhuyi reached for the small sword, but after grasping the hilt, found Yi Lian hadn’t released it. She frowned and glanced at him—just this faint glance made Yi Lian feel even more uneasy. He felt like he’d recruited a wolf?

The Golden Sparrow on his shoulder called twice, saying shrilly, “Su Zhuyi, why don’t you think about it more, consider carefully?”

“I’ve thought it through.” Su Zhuyi pulled with slight force. Her physical body had been refined in the Pangu clan’s Rebirth Pond and was quite strong. With this tug, Yi Lian couldn’t hold on and watched helplessly as Su Zhuyi took the jade sword, weighed it a few times, then directly stored it in her storage treasure.

Her agreeing so readily made Yi Lian even more uneasy. But the token was already handed over, and Su Zhuyi had saved them and fought bloodily for the sect. Back then, on Luoxue Peak, Su Zhuyi had risked her life to block the evil Longquan Sword and burned her lifespan like the sect master. No matter what, he shouldn’t doubt Su Zhuyi’s loyalty to the Gujian Sect.

She was the person Luo Ying had chosen.

Also, the master chosen by a heaven and earth spirit creature like Wu’er.

Moreover, she was someone who acted chivalrously and left a righteous name under heaven. Though she showed no mercy when dealing with the Dong Fushang Sect, her clear distinction between gratitude and resentment was what Yi Lian admired. He disliked those who repaid evil with kindness. Therefore, Yi Lian paused and smiled, “Then during my seclusion, Gujian Sect is entrusted to you.”

“Don’t worry.” Su Zhuyi nodded. She could finally have a grand undertaking. Of course, her freedom to act was still limited—she needed to first extract the Breath Soil from her body and get it into the Liuguang Mirror. Otherwise, this heavenly fate would still be difficult to reverse, and everything they’d gained now would ultimately be lost.

The lives of everyone she cared about.

Including herself.

So the matter of the Reincarnation Dao still had to be the priority.

That night, when Qin Jianglan returned, he saw Su Zhuyi sitting on the bedside wearing only an undergarment and underpants. A brilliant, luminous pearl hung above her head like a lantern suspended overhead, gathering that beam of light onto the scroll in her hands, covering the scroll she held with a layer of bright radiance.

Qin Jianglan swept with his divine consciousness, then chuckled softly. “What made you think of reading mortal storybooks?”

Su Zhuyi had always loved reading. She’d learned much and was skilled at many things. Back then, on the Wangtian Tree, she’d read quite a few storybooks. He hadn’t expected her to somehow obtain mortal things again, sitting there with crossed legs, reading with great interest.

Her trouser legs were rolled up to her knees. Those fair, slender calves gleamed like jade under the luminous pearl’s illumination. Her jade feet were delicate, seemingly graspable in one palm, with pink, tender nails. The white jade feet with round, pink, tender nails—held in hand, they’d be like a pink lotus blooming in the palm, with white petals but pink tips.

Qin Jianglan entered the room, but Su Zhuyi remained buried in her book without even glancing at him.

He reached out to grasp her jade foot, his other hand lightly stroking her calf a few times. “What are you reading that’s so absorbing?”

Only then did Su Zhuyi look up. She directly covered Qin Jianglan’s face with the scroll in her hands, frowning. “Why so late today?”

“Two disciples comprehended their sword intent. I guided them a bit.”

Qin Jianglan removed the scroll and glanced casually. Those two pages of text were imprinted in his mind. He’d originally thought it was the spring palace illustrations Su Zhuyi used to enjoy, but unexpectedly, it was mortals’ conception of the underworld and eighteen levels of hell—folk mythology.

First level, Tongue-Pulling Hell.

Those who in life sowed discord, slandered and harmed others, were glib-tongued, clever in argument, or lied to deceive. After death, they were cast into Tongue-Pulling Hell, where little demons pried open their mouths, clamped their tongues with iron pincers, and tore them out alive. Not in one pull, but stretched long and slowly dragged, then sent to Scissors Hell and Iron Tree Hell.

“Second level, Scissors Hell. Third level, Iron Tree Hell…” Su Zhuyi saw that Qin Jianglan had read the scroll. She propped her cheek with one hand, smiling. “These mortals’ imagination is quite remarkable. The punishments inside could indeed serve as a reference.”

“With Qinghe’s blue-faced, fanged appearance, having him handle this would surely be twice as effective.” Qin Jianglan smiled without speaking, using the scroll to pat her head.

“What the Liuguang Mirror currently lacks is continuous life force.” Su Zhuyi rested her calves on Qin Jianglan’s legs, rubbing twice. “Time is of the essence—shall we depart for Quicksand River tomorrow?”

Speaking of this, Su Zhuyi pulled out the jade sword and waved it before Qin Jianglan. “The sect master’s token. Elder Yi is entering seclusion, so from now on, I have the final say in Gujian Sect affairs. I want to make Gujian Sect the world’s number one great sect.”

As she spoke, she was animated with joy, wanting to stand on the bed. But Qin Jianglan smoothly reached out to catch her jade foot. Her body fell backward, but didn’t hit the bed—instead, a gentle breeze pulled her forward while Qin Jianglan simultaneously sat on the bed’s edge, so Su Zhuyi’s legs ended up across his lap.

He reached out and pulled the fallen Su Zhuyi into his arms to sit. “I still remember the wish you spoke when you fell from the Wangtian Tree.”

“To become the world’s number one person, to seek the great dao of longevity.”

“How about it?” She raised her eyebrows, thinking her past self must have been extraordinarily imposing.

“Quite good.”

She was completely unclothed, firmly locked in his embrace. Hearing her speak such bold words, his feelings were complex then, but recalling it now, he only wanted to smile.

Yet his heart still answered: May your wishes come true. If the Reincarnation Dao could truly succeed, they would also have achieved the great dao of longevity.

Not entering reincarnation, forever accompanying each other.

Chapter 155: Lovesickness to the Bone
Green mountains hidden in mist, green waters stretching far.

Fragrant grass luxuriant, beauties radiant.

Su Zhuyi wore a thin gauze dress of deep red with a jade belt at her waist. Her waist was slender as a willow, barely enough for one hand to encompass.

She stood on the Songfeng Sword, gazing into the distance, while Qin Jianglan stood behind her. She only needed to lean back slightly to rest against him.

Su Zhuyi remembered the route to Quicksand River and wasn’t too worried about whether they could break through the array barrier jointly controlled by several sect masters when the time came.

Back then, Qinghe had directly broken in, and now Qin Jianglan’s strength was unfathomable. Though she couldn’t say for certain who was more powerful compared to the evil Longquan Sword, Su Zhuyi instinctively felt they wouldn’t encounter obstacles at the array.

On this journey, the biggest challenge would be finding the Jianmu Tree and extracting the Breath Soil. Similarly, if the Jianmu Tree had spiritual intelligence, persuading it would certainly be simple—after all, it had always wanted to help the Liuguang Mirror. The fear was that the Jianmu Tree had already lost its spiritual intelligence. In that case, even cutting branches would probably be difficult.

She would envision troubles they might encounter along the way and how to respond, so when they reached their destination and faced problems, they wouldn’t be caught off guard. Therefore, though Su Zhuyi appeared to be gazing into the distance, immersed in the distant scenery, she was thinking through problems.

After flying for a short while, she felt something moving within her body.

Not the elusive, well-hidden Breath Soil.

But…

A Gu worm!

The resilient Love Gu within her body, after going through the Rebirth Pond, hadn’t died but was refined along with the pond water, still quietly merged within her body.

Deep affection and intense longing, lovesickness to the bone.

That Gu worm was fused with her body, in her bones and blood, devouring her emotions, essentially one with her.

She looked down, spreading her divine consciousness. Her gaze pierced through verdant treetops, through layers of green leaves, to see the man leaning against a tree trunk, holding a stone ocarina and playing.

Though he was playing the ocarina, Su Zhuyi heard no music. His strength seemed to have increased considerably. If not for the Love Gu’s movement, Su Zhuyi flying overhead would have had difficulty discovering Miaoshe Shiqi hidden in the large tree below.

With Miaoshe Shiqi, the one who planted the Gu, below, no wonder the Love Gu reacted.

The moment Su Zhuyi looked down, Miaoshe Shiqi seemed to sense it and looked up. The silver circlet on his head was quite eye-catching, the golden cicada on his forehead sticking to his excessively pale face like a living thing, while those ruby red eyes appeared even more demonic, emitting soul-stirring light.

Miaoshe Shiqi saw Su Zhuyi in the air. He grinned and even waved at Su Zhuyi. At this moment, Su Zhuyi saw a dim red line on his wrist. Looking carefully, it wasn’t a red line but a Gu worm called the Red Thread Worm. The Gu worm resembled a thin red thread. Following the red line with her gaze, she saw the person bound by the other end of the Red Thread Worm at the base of the large tree.

Su Qingxun.

Miaoshe Shiqi sat on a branch in the tree crown, while Su Qingxun sat at the tree’s base, back against the large tree.

She sat with disheveled hair, her clothes barely covering her body. The skin exposed outside her garments was still fair and tender, but at her neck and wrists, some places showed protruding blue veins, crisscrossing her skin like earthworms, and within those blue veins, Gu worms could faintly be seen crawling.

Miaoshe Shiqi had made Su Qingxun into a Gu mother? What kinds of Gu worms was he raising? Back then, the flood dragon that had harmed many mortals was also raised as a Gu mother by him, but now it was replaced by Su Qingxun. This was somewhat unexpected, since in her previous life, she, Su Zhuyi, had never been used as a Gu mother by Miaoshe Shiqi.

Though Su Qingxun had taken her place being captured by Xueluo Sect, their fates had ultimately diverged—they were different.

Su Zhuyi instinctively glanced at Qin Jianglan beside her.

Su Qingxun was the disciple he had carefully taught for so many years. Though they hadn’t interacted after rebirth, they had a deep relationship in their previous life. Now, Su Qingxun was clearly in poor condition, looking quite pitiful. What would Qin Jianglan do?

She saw Qin Jianglan frown. He said quietly, “Miaoshe Shiqi.”

They hadn’t found Miaoshe Shiqi before, but unexpectedly encountered him here. Removing the Love Gu was related to the one who planted it, so Miaoshe Shiqi couldn’t be killed directly—he had to be controlled first.

His pressure directly enveloped below, while the Songfeng Sword simultaneously shot out thousands of pine needle-like sword intents, forming a human-shaped cage around Miaoshe Shiqi with sharp sounds.

Miaoshe Shiqi’s face originally bore a faint smile, but now that smile froze. When the pressure was applied to him, his already pale face became even more bloodless, his eyes bloodshot, blood trickling from the corners of his mouth.

He pursed his lips and spoke with difficulty, “Su Zhuyi, this man…”

He forced out a smile. “Your lover?”

At this moment, Su Qingxun, who had been sitting under the tree with her head lowered, also looked up. The moment she saw Qin Jianglan, bright light suddenly burst from her dim eyes. She called out hoarsely, “Young Master, save me.”

When Su Zhuyi had acted chivalrously in the Southern Border, she had used Qin Jianglan’s appearance.

At that time, Su Qingxun had shown great fondness for him. Now seeing Qin Jianglan appear, Su Qingxun saw hope. She struggled to stand, but the moment her body moved, the red thread on her wrist cut bloody marks into her wrist. With the smell of blood, the Gu worms under those blue veins on her body immediately became agitated, and a Gu worm even crawled out of her mouth, making Su Zhuyi frown tightly—it was quite disgusting.

“I didn’t expect you to be such a deeply affectionate person, able to give the Love Gu opportunity and awaken it so quickly.” When Miaoshe Shiqi had planted the Love Gu in her, it was also done casually. He wasn’t quite certain what his motivation had been then—probably some interest in her. But actually, Miaoshe Shiqi had never thought that Love Gu would mature so quickly.

After all, he had only secretly planted an egg then. Immature eggs separated from the Gu mother wouldn’t be discovered by her, but the conditions for maturation were also extremely harsh. He hadn’t expected this careless act to succeed.

He hadn’t seen Su Zhuyi during this period.

Too far from her.

So much so that when she flew overhead just now, Miaoshe Shiqi only then realized the Gu worm had matured. He had originally wanted to directly activate the Gu worm, but discovered Su Zhuyi’s strength had advanced further. Activating it wouldn’t have much effect, so he hadn’t been so impulsive. Now seeing this man’s manner, Miaoshe Shiqi understood what they sought. Since they had something to seek, even though their strength exceeded his and they had completely suppressed him from the start, he wasn’t afraid.

Therefore, he looked at Su Zhuyi and smiled, “I misjudged.”

I thought you were a heartless person, but unexpectedly, you’re someone with feelings. To make the Love Gu mature so quickly, your affection runs quite deep.

Thinking this, his eyes darkened, seeming somewhat regretful. “Too bad the Love Gu has already fused with your body. Do you still feel affection now?”

After saying this, he had no more strength and couldn’t help coughing up a large mouthful of fresh blood. At this moment, perhaps because his serious injury reduced his suppression of Su Qingxun, the Su Qingxun bound by the Red Thread Worm stood up and rushed directly to Qin Jianglan’s side, opening her arms wanting to embrace him.

She sobbed, “Save me.” Su Qingxun was quite pretty, with a fresh and sweet appearance. Even disheveled and barely clothed, her face was still beautiful when crying. Crying beautifully also required practice—back then, Su Zhuyi had practiced countless times, deeply understanding how to make herself cry beautifully, cry in a way that made men’s hearts ache.

She had been Qin Jianglan’s disciple.

His the only one. If Su Zhuyi encountered people she’d had good relationships with in her previous life, when in a good mood and without harming herself, she might help them. Evil as she was, when not threatened, encountering people she’d had some relationship with in her previous life, she felt she might also lend a hand—having more friends was better than having more enemies.

But Qin Jianglan was unmoved.

He didn’t even turn to look at Su Qingxun once and used the rebound force of his spiritual energy barrier to push Su Qingxun away.

He only stared coldly at Miaoshe Shiqi, his gaze sharp as a blade.

Should Su Zhuyi feel happy?

No, at this moment, her heart suddenly sank.

She knew she had some changes, but she was still herself. What she persisted in, what she cared about, still existed.

But Qin Jianglan—he seemed to no longer be himself.

Had Qin Jianglan become someone whose heart and eyes held only her? Did he only care about matters related to her?

This wasn’t normal.

Rather, it was like gradually sinking, falling into demonic obsession.

“Remove her Gu,” Qin Jianglan said, looking at Miaoshe Shiqi. His hand gripping the Songfeng Sword trembled slightly, blue veins protruding on the back of his hand, his knuckles pale, showing he was using great force.

“She doesn’t love you anymore?” Miaoshe Shiqi could barely keep his eyes open, looking barely alive. “Are you very afraid?”

“If I die, this Gu worm can never be removed.” He chuckled twice. “I think I might not make it.”

After saying this, his body tilted, and he fell directly from the large tree.

The tree was very tall. When he fell, he didn’t use any techniques, had no defenses on his body, and was already barely alive—falling would certainly be bad for him.

Miaoshe Shiqi temporarily couldn’t control the Love Gu to affect her emotions because she was now also at the Core Formation stage, with equal cultivation, so his soul’s influence was weak. But weak didn’t mean completely absent—like now, seeing him fall from high altitude, Su Zhuyi felt a bit nervous.

She used a grasping technique to catch Miaoshe Shiqi, but just as she raised her hand, she saw Qin Jianglan act. His flying sword shot out and pierced Miaoshe Shiqi’s shoulder, passing by his shoulder clothes without injuring his body, but pinning Miaoshe Shiqi entirely to the tree trunk.

Qin Jianglan walked expressionlessly to the tree base. “I guarantee you won’t die.”

“If you don’t remove the Gu,” he looked at Miaoshe Shiqi and said flatly, “you’ll wish you were dead.”

Chapter 156: A Tree
“If the curse isn’t removed, life will be worse than death.” As Qin Jianglan spoke, the Liuguang Mirror had already appeared in his palm. Dazzling light erupted from the mirror’s surface, its radiance casting shadows on Miaoshe Shiqi’s face, making his entire figure appear translucent. A shadowy form was being extracted from within his body, causing Su Zhuyi to freeze in shock.

Miaoshe Shiqi’s face turned deathly pale, his expression twisted in agony, as if invisible hands were strangling his throat and lifting his entire body into the air. Behind them, Su Qingxun, who had originally intended to approach Qin Jianglan, now had her complexion change as well. Her small mouth fell slightly open, clearly startled by Qin Jianglan’s actions.

In her heart, she had always regarded Qin Jianglan as a cultivator from a righteous sect. But now, his methods were forbidden arts that even demonic path cultivators greatly feared and few could successfully master and perform.

Su Zhuyi’s brows furrowed tightly, her thoughts in turmoil.

Aside from those who willingly sacrificed themselves, the Liuguang Mirror now only collected the souls of fallen beings.

But Miaoshe Shiqi was still alive, and Qin Jianglan wouldn’t let him die. Yet now, was Qin Jianglan truly extracting his soul?

The evil Longquan Sword held countless souls imprisoned within it, but those people had all perished during the sword’s consecration ritual, their primordial spirits sealed within the Longquan Sword afterward. This method was extremely vicious and evil, which is why people would call it the “evil Longquan Sword” when mentioning it.

Now, Qin Jianglan intended to extract Miaoshe Shiqi’s primordial spirit while he was still alive, making his life worse than death. Wouldn’t this be even more terrifying than the Longquan Sword? The demonic path had soul-refining banners that could imprison souls within magical treasures for tempering—the greater the resentment, the stronger the banner’s power. Su Zhuyi had used such treasures before, but she never imagined Qin Jianglan would do such a thing.

Even soul-refining banners operated on the same principle as the Longquan Sword—killing people first, then refining their souls. Such primordial spirits would lose all consciousness, becoming tools that generated resentment to increase the treasure’s power, merging with other souls without retaining individual awareness. But clearly, Qin Jianglan’s current method was different.

Upon seeing him perform such an act, Su Zhuyi’s heart trembled. Her thoughts raced, then she raised her hand to press against Qin Jianglan’s arm, pushing his hand downward.

Su Zhuyi raised an eyebrow and said coolly, “The Liuguang Mirror is meant to form a path of reincarnation—how can it imprison the primordial spirit of a living person?”

Wouldn’t that cause resentment to soar to the heavens?

Qin Jianglan’s hand paused slightly, and the pulling force on the separated primordial spirit lessened. Miaoshe Shiqi barely managed to open his eyes. The golden cicada on his forehead seemed to come alive, the ruby’s light growing stronger at his brow until his eyes appeared shrouded in a layer of blood-red mist.

“If the curse isn’t removed, life will be worse than death? If I want to die, you can’t stop me.” Miaoshe Shiqi’s expression was somewhat crazed, his gaze extremely fierce.

“If I die, someone will surely cut off all emotions and love for my sake. But you can only yearn for what you cannot have. Hahaha!”

Su Zhuyi’s complexion changed slightly. At this moment, Miaoshe Shiqi was still being stubborn, saying such words to provoke Qin Jianglan. She could clearly sense that this Qin Jianglan was somewhat off—he seemed to care only about romantic love, the complete opposite extreme from his former self.

So Miaoshe Shiqi’s words were like adding fuel to the fire.

Qin Jianglan flipped his wrist, using a palm strike to deflect Su Zhuyi’s hand. Immediately after, the light from the Liuguang Mirror suddenly blazed brighter. At this moment, the cursed insect on Miaoshe Shiqi’s forehead truly came alive, breaking free from the silver headband. That golden gleam directly burrowed into Miaoshe Shiqi’s brow.

The Golden Cicada Curse could devour primordial spirits!

Qin Jianglan also knew about the Golden Cicada Curse. He hadn’t expected Miaoshe Shiqi to react so quickly, and to dare let the Golden Cicada Curse devour his primordial spirit. He inverted the mirror’s surface and fell silent.

After the Liuguang Mirror was inverted, Miaoshe Shiqi collapsed to the ground. He gasped heavily, the silver band on his head directly shattering into several pieces. When the silver band fell away, there was a bloody mark on his forehead, and within that bloody mark, a golden curse insect seemed to be swimming.

“Scared?” Miaoshe Shiqi caught his breath slightly. “Want to remove the curse? Kneel before me and beg!”

His face was covered in blood, his forehead still bleeding, his eyes still hazy with blood mist. Though he lay there in such a wretched state, he still arrogantly shouted, “Kneel before me and beg me to remove the curse!”

Did he have to be so suicidal!

Su Zhuyi wanted nothing more than to cover his mouth and cast a silencing spell on him! If you’re not satisfied, then hold it in!

This was what she thought, and this was what she did. She directly silenced Miaoshe Shiqi, then looked toward Qin Jianglan. She saw Qin Jianglan turning to look at her as well, his eyes bright and clear, with what seemed like icy cold light in his pupils.

Even after being silenced, Miaoshe Shiqi didn’t give up. He had cursed insects all over his body, and somehow continued to make sounds from who knows where: “If you want the curse removed, do everything as I say. When I’m satisfied, I’ll remove the curse insects for her.”

Miaoshe Shiqi had figured it out—there was a reason he deliberately provoked Qin Jianglan. He was testing the other’s bottom line.

This person was extremely powerful and unusually wary of love curses.

If he used the love curse as leverage to make him do things for himself, it would save considerable trouble. His revenge plan could also be advanced, and he wouldn’t need to spend so much effort raising the mother curse now. When he had impulsively placed the love curse on Su Zhuyi back then, he never imagined it would have such excellent results. It could be considered an unintentional success.

As for the suffering he endured now, what did it matter?

He had provoked the other so much, yet he still didn’t dare truly kill him. This was enough proof that their love ran deep—he feared his death, feared Su Zhuyi becoming emotionless.

Thinking this, Miaoshe Shiqi even showed a slight smile. But the next moment, someone had grabbed the back of his neck, lifting his entire body into the air, his body also bound by an invisible force.

Though he was suspended in midair, and the surroundings were an ordinary forest, beneath his feet now appeared a lake of azure blue water. The water was crystal clear and transparent, the lake’s surface like a mirror that could reflect his image. He seemed frozen all over, both body and primordial spirit, as if truly immersed in the cool lake water like that reflection.

The cursed insect on his forehead had slowed its movements, as if wrapped by lake water, its spiritual connection no longer as tight as before.

Miaoshe Shiqi looked stunned. It seemed he wasn’t completely without methods—at least now, he had gained slight control over the Golden Cicada Curse. With this thought, Miaoshe Shiqi’s heart sank, for he didn’t truly want to die after all. He must seize the greatest benefits at the most opportune moment, he thought to himself.

Then Miaoshe Shiqi felt himself flying.

More precisely, the person carrying him was flying.

“Let’s go,” Qin Jianglan said. “First, find the Jianmu Tree, then make long-term plans.”

“Oh.” Su Zhuyi’s brows knitted together, but she understood that finding the Jianmu Tree was far more important. If they could completely resolve the love curse, that would naturally be best. But if they couldn’t solve it temporarily, it wasn’t a big problem for her.

Once her cultivation improved, the love curse couldn’t affect her. Watching Miaoshe Shiqi being tormented, she felt little reaction, let alone loving him deeply enough to live or die for him.

Qin Jianglan flew away carrying Miaoshe Shiqi, while Su Zhuyi stood directly on his flying sword. Neither of them paid any attention to Su Qingxun below.

Su Zhuyi had noticed Su Qingxun.

She secretly observed Qin Jianglan’s reaction and discovered that he showed no response to her whatsoever—he didn’t even spare her a glance. This made Su Zhuyi’s heart sink slightly.

In her previous life, Qin Jianglan had been Su Qingxun’s master.

Earlier when encountering old acquaintances from Yunxiao Sect, Qin Jianglan would offer some guidance. Now his former disciple was in such a miserable state, yet he remained completely indifferent?

The changes in him came little by little, as if the Qin Jianglan who had once been righteous was gradually being extracted from this body, leaving behind a Qin Jianglan who only had eyes for her.

Yet she couldn’t sense any demonic energy from him—instead, he seemed lifeless. This change puzzled Su Zhuyi, but her intuition told her something was very wrong. Could it be related to the path of reincarnation within the Liuguang Mirror? After all, what exactly he had encountered when he emerged from the mirror, whether it was truly as he said, whether he was hiding something—Su Zhuyi had no way of knowing.

She would have to watch him carefully recently, hoping nothing would go wrong.

Su Qingxun was the mother whom Miaoshe Shiqi had raised. She still had red thread worms tied around her wrist—curse insects that were spiritually connected to their master. Even though he was now far away, Su Qingxun still couldn’t escape on her own.

Nor could she escape.

Under her skin, within her flesh and blood, were countless insect eggs, as well as mature curse insects already swimming through her body. If she tried to escape, if she tried to escape…

She would be devoured by the curse insects, eaten until nothing remained. At this thought, Su Qingxun felt chilled to the bone. She was severely injured and had been repelled by Qin Jianglan’s spiritual energy barrier, but now she couldn’t rest to heal. The red thread worms guided her toward Miaoshe Shiqi’s direction, and she had no choice but to desperately chase in that direction.

“I cannot die!”

She couldn’t die in such a humble, insignificant way. This shouldn’t be her life.

She wanted to stand beside him wearing beautiful clothes and wielding a sword, not like now, covered in blood and filth, like maggots crawling in and out of a corpse.

An inexplicable hatred in her heart gave Su Qingxun some renewed vigor.

She forced herself to rally and gave chase, but after running for a short while, she could no longer persist.

The curse insects inside her body were frantically tearing at her, as if new insect eggs had successfully hatched. Without Miaoshe Shiqi’s restraint, they stirred restlessly beneath her skin. Could she truly not hold on any longer?

Just as she was about to collapse, Su Qingxun saw a tree appear before her eyes.

The tree was surrounded by swirling black energy, looking somewhat sinister.

A branch lashed out, its tip piercing into her skin. Su Qingxun felt as if power was being injected into her body. She asked somewhat bewildered, “You… you are…?”

“Do you still remember me?”

“I am the tree at the head of Changning Village.” Zhang Enning was dead, but it still lived.

That tree, which had accumulated heaven and earth’s spiritual energy, had already been filled and influenced by resentment. Its master, Zhang Enning, ‘s despair and rage before death had completely transformed it into an evil entity.

Chapter 157: Fallen
The tree at the eastern end of Changning Village.

Back then, the villagers of Changning Village called it the sacred tree. They offered incense and tied ribbons to this old tree, with simple villagers constantly coming to worship and pray.

Su Qingxun remembered it. The more perilous the fighting within the Xueluo Sect became, the more precious those happy childhood memories seemed. Only as time passed, those years became sealed away, rarely appearing even in dreams.

She had thought she had already forgotten.

But the old tree’s appearance was like opening the floodgates of memory. People and events from that time came rushing forth. Su Qingxun’s eyes sparkled with tears, but before she could speak, the old tree’s next words struck her like lightning.

“The Su Zhuyi of Gujian Sect is the little monk from back then.”

“She’s the one who caused the villagers to turn into corpses.”

“She’s a demonic cultivator.”

“Perhaps she’s the one who brought the Xueluo Sect, causing Changning Village’s destruction.”

The word “perhaps” was spoken extremely softly, but Su Qingxun’s mind buzzed with noise. She never would have imagined that Su Zhuyi was the little monk from back then.

After growing up, she rarely thought about the past anymore.

But after becoming a cultivator, especially a demonic cultivator, her perspective on problems was no longer as naive as before. Looking back, the villagers’ corpse transformation had been strange, and the Xueluo Sect’s appearance in such a remote place as Changning Village was even stranger…

So it was all her doing!

If not for her, she would still be Changning Village’s beloved little princess.

Even if she ultimately lived an ordinary life, bearing and raising children, it would be thousands of times happier than being captured by the demonic sect. She had suffered endless hardships in the Xueluo Sect; her hands were stained with blood, and now her body was full of insects. All of this, everything, was her fault…

It was all her!

Intense resentment erupted from her weakened body like a geyser, continuously providing power to the evil tree.

It provided Su Qingxun with spiritual energy to ease her injuries, while she provided it with resentment. For now, this was a win-win situation.

“I want revenge.” Su Qingxun’s eyes were blood-red, gleaming with an eerie light.

“I want the whole world to know that the successor of Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak is an evil cultivator skilled in raising corpses.”

“That Qin Jianglan she’s with now—there’s no human aura about him. Tell me, is he still human?”

“But how can I do it? How can I expose her true face?”

Though Su Qingxun had a vengeful heart and wanted nothing more than to tear Su Zhuyi to pieces, she couldn’t do it now. Her body was full of insects, she was still the mother curse, and the red thread still guided her, driving her to chase after Miaoshe Shiqi. She couldn’t even control her own body—how could revenge be easy?

Thinking of this, despair welled up in her heart.

Despair and rage intertwined, making the evil tree sigh with satisfaction.

“I also want to avenge my master. So we must cooperate.”

“You help me, I help you.”

Su Qingxun agreed without hesitation: “Good!”

…

Qin Jianglan carried Miaoshe Shiqi with one hand while Su Zhuyi stood at his side.

A handsome man and a beautiful woman—a perfect pair.

Their flying sword beneath them was swift as wind, crossing thousands of mountains and rivers in the blink of an eye. The Quicksand River was now close at hand.

Outside the Quicksand River was a barrier seal that had been jointly activated by several sect leaders. Su Zhuyi had thought breaking the formation would take some effort, but they flew directly through it.

After entering, they dismounted from the flying sword and walked deeper for a while before reaching that familiar red maple forest again.

“Why do I feel like these maple trees have grown much larger than last time?”

It was as if every tree had become a spirit.

She looked up—several maple trees had grown so tall she couldn’t see their tops, as if their peaks had pierced into the clouds.

When wind blew, the maple leaves still spun and flew past, but those leaves didn’t fall freely and scatter. In the air, they followed traceable patterns, making Su Zhuyi feel somewhat dizzy.

“There’s a formation.” A cold hand covered her eyes. “These trees are unusual. Some have probably gained spiritual intelligence and can use leaves to create formations.”

Qin Jianglan gently covered Su Zhuyi’s eyes. There were many ways to prevent her from looking around, but clearly, he preferred this method.

Her eyelashes were very long. When she blinked, it was like gently brushing his palm with a feather fan. His palm didn’t itch, but his heart did.

Su Zhuyi was very cooperative with him.

She would blink hard to tease him, and wasn’t he being deliberate as well?

“Ahem.” Miaoshe Shiqi had fainted for a while in the air and now woke up, squinting and coughing. “Why don’t you two get moving?”

The deeper your feelings for her, the more you fear me. Thinking this, Miaoshe Shiqi was becoming quite fearless.

“These maple forests have changed so dramatically—has something happened inside?”

Su Zhuyi felt something was amiss and had a bad premonition.

The hand covering her eyes moved down, slowly sliding to her lips. After his palm rubbed twice, he let go. Su Zhuyi, this veteran of love affairs, excitedly licked her lips. This Qin Jianglan was quite expressive—could it be that Miaoshe Shiqi’s appearance had ignited a fire within him?

No matter what, it was better than being lifeless.

“I sense surging vitality,” Qin Jianglan said.

These red maple trees were growing so luxuriantly, naturally full of life force.

“And despairing death energy.” His brows furrowed, that trace of worry fleeting.

Life and death alternating…

Some had died, others had just been born.

Su Zhuyi immediately had a bad suspicion.

Could it be that…

Her heart clenched, and she leaped forward with a touch of her toes, flying toward the depths where they had discovered the Jianmu Tree.

Qin Jianglan immediately followed, and as for Miaoshe Shiqi, he was naturally carried undignifiedly in his hand.

“You’re a man, yet you let your woman lead the way?”

Seeing Su Zhuyi voluntarily charging ahead while Qin Jianglan properly followed behind her, Miaoshe Shiqi lowered his voice.

He was quite relaxed now. In any case, Qin Jianglan didn’t dare kill him, so he could at least provoke him a bit.

Miaoshe Shiqi wanted to know if this person had any flaws in his mental state.

Of course, aside from that woman.

Qin Jianglan didn’t even glance at him.

A maple leaf fell from the tree.

That maple leaf seemed to have eyes, floating lightly down to land on Miaoshe Shiqi’s face, perfectly covering his mouth. His hands and feet couldn’t move, so he could only speak a few words, and even then, he gasped for breath and occasionally coughed up blood.

The maple leaf seemed pressed against his mouth by some force. He blew hard several times, but the leaf didn’t budge.

Miaoshe Shiqi: “…”

He’d better keep quiet for now.

The deeper they went, the better the red maple trees in the forest grew.

The leaves were as red as fire clouds in the sky, one mass after another, brilliant and dazzling. When the red leaves fell, they were no longer as light as before. Those fallen leaves were like crystal-clear jade, yet harder than steel.

Every fallen leaf was like a flying blade.

As Su Zhuyi flew forward, those spinning flying blades came at her in waves, seeking to completely block her path and cut her to pieces.

Su Zhuyi drew her sword.

She was no longer the same person she had been.

Her sword was no longer the same.

Sword Ancestor Qingxia—one sword breaks ten thousand techniques.

Those leaf blades meant nothing to her. She simply carved out a path with her sword.

The maple leaves were shattered into pieces, exploding like red crystals and piling up on both sides, like decorations deliberately arranged along the roadside.

Those crystal fragments were all roughly the same size. It was hard to imagine that this was the power of a single sword strike.

Miaoshe Shiqi was already stunned.

He knew Qin Jianglan was strong, and he knew Su Zhuyi wasn’t weak either. But after not seeing her for such a short time, she had grown to this extent. No wonder Qin Jianglan followed behind without any urgency, because he was clear about Su Zhuyi’s strength.

If only he had bound her at any cost back then. Her potential was truly limitless.

Speaking of regret, it wasn’t really regrettable.

After all, he still controlled the love curse. Thinking this, Miaoshe Shiqi smiled slightly and fainted again. From beginning to end, neither Qin Jianglan nor Su Zhuyi had given him any pills. That he could endure this far was already quite good.

They had arrived…

Su Zhuyi sensed that strange formation fluctuation.

It was that barrier—the barrier that only those who wandered outside the Heavenly Dao could enter. She had arrived.

The Jianmu Tree was inside. After entering the barrier, she would be able to see the Jianmu Tree. Thinking this, Su Zhuyi’s mood became urgent. She seemed to feel the Xirang within her body stirring, her stomach seemingly gurgling. She quickly used her spiritual consciousness to look inward, but unfortunately still discovered nothing.

Upon entering the barrier, Su Zhuyi didn’t immediately continue inward.

She stood at the barrier’s edge and waited a moment, then saw Qin Jianglan cross through without any obstruction. However, the Miaoshe Shiqi in his hand was stuck at the barrier—unable to completely enter, yet not completely unable to enter either.

Had her rebirth caused some slight changes in Miaoshe Shiqi’s fate trajectory? But these changes weren’t obvious now, perhaps not enough to alter the overall situation? Was that why this was happening?

Su Zhuyi couldn’t figure it out, but Miaoshe Shiqi’s current condition was somewhat troublesome.

Miaoshe Shiqi was unconscious, but there was still a red dot flashing on his forehead, like someone had dotted cinnabar on his brow. That was his curse, insect. As long as Qin Jianglan made any sudden moves, the curse insect could instantly devour Miaoshe Shiqi’s primordial spirit. This was Miaoshe Shiqi’s method of threatening Qin Jianglan.

So he could faint with complete peace of mind.

“I’ll set up a sword formation nearby and leave him here,” Qin Jianglan said.

The sword formation required swords. He shook the flying sword in his hand, and countless pine needle-like sword energies shot out with swooshing sounds, forming several layers around Miaoshe Shiqi.

Then he raised his hand again, and red maple leaves fell like rain from the trees. His flying sword carved them into sword shapes, suspended above the sword formation.

Those small red swords were crystal clear and translucent, like little red dragons floating above Miaoshe Shiqi. They looked well-behaved and cute, but if anyone came to attack, they would surely unleash infinite power.

Having dealt with Miaoshe Shiqi, Qin Jianglan also entered the barrier. After crossing through, his brows locked together, and he fell silent.

Outside, life and death energies intersected.

Inside here, the death energy was dense.

Though the flowers, grass, and trees before them were full of vitality, the air carried a scent of decay.

That legendary Jianmu Tree had probably truly fallen.

Chapter 158: Death
The sky had already darkened.

The clear night was free of dust, moonlight like silver.

Su Zhuyi and Qin Jianglan had searched for a long time in the depths of the barrier but still hadn’t found the legendary Jianmu Tree.

Su Zhuyi had been to this place before, and she had seen that tree. Yet now, she was like a headless fly going in circles, never finding the right location.

Last time had been a chance encounter—there was the calling of the earth-bound spirit, little phoenix, and the Jianmu Tree had actively sacrificed itself, allowing her to communicate and meet with it. Now that none of these conditions existed, their active search proved quite difficult.

Qin Jianglan had already taken Su Zhuyi’s hand, telling her not to be anxious.

Su Zhuyi just had a premonition—she thought the Jianmu Tree might already be dead.

She wasn’t particularly anxious in her heart, just felt heavy and uncomfortable in her chest.

After walking forward for a long time, just when Su Zhuyi felt they probably wouldn’t find it, Qin Jianglan suddenly said, “This way.”

“Did your spiritual consciousness capture something?”

Su Zhuyi had also spread out her spiritual consciousness, but she hadn’t sensed anything.

If there was anything special, it was that tonight’s moon was particularly round.

“A trace of weak aura—I’m not certain either.” Qin Jianglan gripped Su Zhuyi’s hand tightly. “Let’s go take a look.”

Following that aura, he moved forward. Before long, they saw an enormous deep pit.

The pit showed signs of charring, and aside from that, there was nothing else.

Weeds grew abundantly around the pit, and the trees were exceptionally tall, but within the pit, there was nothing—not even a single weed had grown there. Only a scent of decay remained.

Su Zhuyi stood frozen in place, her hand trembling slightly in Qin Jianglan’s tight grip.

“This is where the Jianmu Tree once existed?” She had thought the Jianmu Tree had withered and died, expecting to see a massive dead tree fallen on the ground. She never imagined there would be nothing here, as if that tree had been reduced to ash by some tremendous force and completely erased from this world.

The Jianmu Tree was gone.

Su Zhuyi was fundamentally heartless—whether the Jianmu Tree lived or died couldn’t touch her nerves. But now, the Jianmu Tree’s fall made her think of herself.

Was this the consequence of violating the Heavenly Dao’s rules?

If the path of reincarnation didn’t succeed, and the changes she made grew larger and larger, she—this anomaly—would also be ruthlessly erased by the Heavenly Dao, just like this tree, leaving no trace of existence.

Not just her.

But also the person standing beside her.

And the people she had desperately saved.

Su Zhuyi’s complexion paled somewhat, but she couldn’t show weakness. She was a great demoness—how could she be frightened by a tree’s death? Qin Jianglan was standing there perfectly fine, so she couldn’t be cowardly either.

Su Zhuyi said in a low voice, “It seems the Jianmu Tree has fallen. Using it to draw out the Xirang won’t work—we’ll have to think of another way.”

“Where exactly is that little thing hiding?” Su Zhuyi’s brows furrowed, utterly furious at that slippery Xirang.

Of all places to burrow, it had to burrow into her mouth, and now she couldn’t extract it at all.

Perhaps thinking of the Xirang made her too angry. Su Zhuyi’s gaze turned sharp, her overly radiant face becoming imperious due to her undisguised anger, like burning fire, like a thorned flower.

But Qin Jianglan knew that she put on this fierce appearance because she was still somewhat afraid.

He didn’t expose her.

He only gripped her somewhat cold hand tightly and placed it in his sleeve.

“Sigh?”

“Dead is dead.” Qin Jianglan said calmly, “The Jianmu Tree is legendarily the bridge connecting the human realm and divine realm. Since there are no longer gods above, its destruction is reasonable.”

In other words, as long as someone underwent tribulation and ascended, the Jianmu Tree would still appear.

Unfortunately, they could no longer use the Jianmu Tree to draw out the Xirang.

What other methods were there?

Su Zhuyi suddenly had an idea.

The Xirang was inside her body—if she directly entered the Liuguang Mirror, wouldn’t the Xirang go in too?

But she immediately dismissed this thought.

Su Zhuyi didn’t possess that kind of sacrificial spirit.

Having her sacrifice herself and fall, with her primordial spirit living in that mirror, she couldn’t do it.

Anyway…

She wouldn’t do such a thing until the very last moment. Qin Jianglan had finally managed to come out—if she went in again, what kind of situation would that be?

If going in could truly succeed, that would be fine. But if she went in and failed again, that would truly be a joke. Anyway, living one day at a time, while she was alive, she wouldn’t think about sacrifice.

“Should we go back now?”

“I’ll go down and look, see if I can still find a trace of remnant soul.” Qin Jianglan manifested the Liuguang Mirror and flew into the deep pit.

The death energy in the pit was, for him now, a great tonic that could enhance his strength. Even the Liuguang Mirror could benefit from it.

Su Zhuyi waited beside him. After waiting for a while, she suddenly felt a warning in her heart.

That heart suddenly clenched, as if someone had grabbed it and crushed it viciously.

…

At the barrier, Su Qingxun lay on the ground convulsing, slowly writhing like a maggot.

She was covered in blood, with countless poisonous insects drilling out from within her body, densely piling up in thick layers beneath her.

Yet she felt no pain at all. She was laughing.

Her giggling laughter sounded particularly eerie under the cold, clear moonlight.

Those poisonous insects drilled out of her body and crawled onto the unconscious Miaoshe Shiqi. The ruby-like curse insect at his brow trembled slightly, seeming somewhat uneasy.

The barrier and sword formation imprisoned Miaoshe Shiqi, preventing his escape and keeping others from entering.

But Su Qingxun wasn’t just anyone else.

She was the mother curse raised by Miaoshe Shiqi. The insects in her body had close connections with the cursed insect at his brow—they originally belonged to one entity.

Qin Jianglan didn’t dare let Miaoshe Shiqi die.

Miaoshe Shiqi himself didn’t want to die either.

“I don’t want to die either.” Su Qingxun looked up at the bright moon overhead, poisonous insects continuously pouring from her mouth, yet she still grinned wickedly, looking terrifying and grotesque.

“You fear love curses, fear his death.”

“If he dies, what will happen to you?”

Which curse master under heaven had ever met a good end?

Those who raise curses are ultimately devoured by curses.

“Miaoshe Shiqi, he doesn’t dare kill you—I’ll kill you!” Su Qingxun’s eyes contained murderous intent, like an evil ghost. Her body contained vast amounts of spiritual energy and baleful energy—gifts from the evil tree.

It had given her almost all the power it had accumulated, just to let her gain sufficient strength for the curse insects within her to devour their master.

The evil tree held nothing back.

Because it understood that what it lost now would be repaid a thousandfold later.

Once Miaoshe Shiqi died, that man would probably go mad and become demonic. His resentment would help it ascend to heaven in one step.

“Master, I will avenge you.”

With a “pop” sound, the red dot at Miaoshe Shiqi’s brow seemed to be bitten and crushed. Countless cursed insects killed each other, while Miaoshe Shiqi’s body became their battlefield.

He only awakened for an instant.

Then he entered eternal darkness.

Curse insects devouring their master—the almost inescapable fate of Miaojiang curse raisers. Who would have thought it would come so early?

In the depths of the barrier.

Su Zhuyi suddenly burst into tears.

Chapter 159: Death
Love curse, love curse.

It feeds on emotion, drawing sustenance from the true feelings in one’s heart, hiding within one’s bones and blood.

What allowed the love curse insect eggs to grow successfully was the emotion in Su Zhuyi’s heart—that was real. Even though Su Zhuyi at the time still carried some denial in her heart, thinking herself heartless and that she loved herself most, that love was nothing, emotions are difficult to control, and her denial was useless.

Her emotion nourished the curse.

The love curse absorbed her emotions, making her feelings dependent on the one who cast the curse.

Originally, the love curse hadn’t been triggered, and with Su Zhuyi’s high cultivation, she wouldn’t be too affected by it.

However, now the curse caster was dead.

Naturally, the cursed insect had also died, and she felt that the person she deeply loved had died.

Su Zhuyi had rationality—her reason told her that the person she had once liked was Qin Jianglan. But she couldn’t control herself. Her heart was like dead ashes. Though Qin Jianglan was right behind her, her heart felt hollow and empty, as if someone had forcibly carved it out.

Her face was covered in tears, but Su Zhuyi at this moment didn’t dare make a single sobbing sound. She bit her teeth tightly, not letting herself make any noise, reaching up to wipe away the tears, trying to force the tears in her eyes back.

But she couldn’t do it.

That sorrow was uncontrollable, the tears even more so. Her remaining rationality told her she must endure, but the pain in her heart seemed to drain all her strength.

Qin Jianglan in the deep pit realized something was wrong.

He flew up through the air, quickly landing beside Su Zhuyi, embracing the slightly trembling Su Zhuyi from behind.

Su Zhuyi turned around. That single turn seemed to exhaust all her strength. She felt dizzy and disoriented. Looking at the refined man holding her, she murmured in a confused consciousness, “Shiqi Lang.”

Her body slowly collapsed, and Su Zhuyi fell into a cold embrace.

That bright silver moonlight, at this moment, was also like frost covering the ground.

“Miaoshe Shiqi is dead.” Qin Jianglan didn’t go mad as the evil tree had anticipated. He only picked up Su Zhuyi and flew toward Shiqi’s location.

The instant he approached Miaoshe Shiqi’s position, the Liuguang Mirror flew out from his body. At that moment, the Liuguang Mirror truly became a flowing river with towering waves, simultaneously engulfing Su Qingxun lying on the ground, Miaoshe Shiqi, who had been almost completely devoured by curse insects, and the evil tree hiding in the shadows.

He walked on the silver river, with handsome brows and starlike eyes, like a heavenly god descending to earth.

Only this heavenly god was somewhat cold.

On his body, one couldn’t sense a trace of a living person’s aura, as if he weren’t a person but a weapon, an object, a cold sword, or even an ancient mirror.

Seeing the refined man cloaked in cold, clear moonlight, Su Qingxun’s mind went blank for an instant. Before her eyes seemed to appear some fragmentary images—those images were so unbelievable that her mind couldn’t process them.

Was that a dream?

A young girl crouched in a corner holding her knees and weeping, her eyes red and swollen from crying.

The room door opened wide, and a man whose features couldn’t be seen walked in. He carried a bowl of porridge in his hands, and she seemed to smell a rich fragrance.

“Eat something.”

She tremblingly stretched out both hands to hold the porridge bowl, but her body had no strength and couldn’t even hold the bowl steady.

“I’ll feed you.”

Spoonful by spoonful, the porridge was fed into her mouth. Her eyes were so swollen she could only open a thin slit, and through that gap, the man seemed to be glowing.

The sunlight from outside gilded him with a layer of gold. His features were blurry and unclear, yet he was like a deity.

“Don’t be afraid.” The slightly cool voice carried threads of warmth, like the sunlight draped over him, also shining into the girl’s heart.

The death of loved ones, the village burned to nothing, being captured by evil people who didn’t give them food and made them fight each other—those cruel, terrifying, cold memories seemed instantly swept away by a gentle breeze. That filth, that wretchedness, that fear all dissipated in the wind, leaving only the person before her eyes who was bright like the sun, making her stiff, cold body gradually warm up, like clear skies after rain.

“I escaped.” She sobbed, her voice hoarse.

“Mm, this is Yunxiao Sect.”

She choked and threw herself into the man’s embrace, only feeling that she smelled a faint, refreshing fragrance. That scent penetrated her heart, making her spirit even more peaceful.

Yunxiao Sect, blessed immortal land, first in the sword dao.

“From now on, you are my disciple.”

“Master above, please accept this disciple’s bow.”

She had her hair in a treasure knot, wore disciple robes white as snow, and held a green wood sword in her hands. The sword’s tassel was pink, the jade pendant on it had a blue tint, carved with auspicious clouds.

Clear skies and white clouds—Su Qingxun.

“Little martial uncle, you accepted a disciple, and such a beautiful little junior sister at that.” A youth’s crisp voice rang out. She stood somewhat timidly behind the man, peering curiously at the people outside.

“The sect accepted quite a few good seedlings this time. Does little martial uncle want to pick a few more? We could select them together—it would be livelier and give little junior sister some companions.” Someone else said.

Her heart trembled. She had been secretly looking outside, but hearing those words, she shrank back, hanging her head somewhat gloomily.

She didn’t want other junior brothers and sisters.

She only wanted to master alone.

“Master, will you accept more disciples?” she asked timidly.

“No.” Hearing this answer, her heart was as sweet as if she’d eaten honey.

“I want to cultivate well and avenge my dead relatives.”

“I want to cultivate well, eliminate demons, and protect the dao. In the future, when I walk the jianghu, I absolutely cannot tarnish master’s reputation.”

“I want to cultivate well, so I can…”

So I can stand beside the master as his equal.

“We’re in trouble—we’ve fallen into an ambush by demonic path fiends.”

“This, this is Soul-Confusing Powder?”

Her body was soft and powerless, even her primordial spirit wasn’t quite clear.

It wasn’t just Soul-Confusing Powder—there was also an aura that made people restless and agitated. The way her senior brothers looked at her was wrong, and she, too, seemed to be having hallucinations.

“Is, is that master?”

Just when she could barely hold on, she was tightly gripped by a pair of hands when she suddenly heard a voice say, “These righteous sect disciples don’t bring their brains when they go out to train—so easy to succeed.”

Then she heard a scream, her heart slightly chilling.

“Oh, several sects traveling together?”

The sound of blades and swords piercing bodies made her tremble continuously, calling the master’s name over and over.

“There are three from the Yunxiao Sect hiding here. Ha, such bad luck, and they resisted my soul-hooking medicine?”

“Tsk tsk, this half-undressed appearance inspires pity. Compared to me, she’s still lacking a bit.” The speaking woman wore red robes embroidered with large peony blossoms. The cultivation world wasn’t like the mortal realm—it emphasized immortal bearing and wouldn’t consider peonies auspicious. This woman had peonies embroidered on her clothes, both vulgar and gaudy, yet her face was enchantingly beautiful. Even though her consciousness was somewhat blurred, she still felt that face was blazingly beautiful.

Her chin was grabbed by someone’s hand. She felt humiliated and barely squeezed out a voice: “Kill or torture as you please—my master will avenge me.”

“Tsk, if not for me, your clothes would have been stripped off by that man beside you. Now you’re acting tough in front of me?” The woman pinched her chin and examined her carefully, then suddenly flicked the whip in her hand, coiling up her flying sword that had fallen to the ground.

On the sword’s pendant was her name.

“Su Qingxun.”

“Your master—Yunxiao Sect’s first sword cultivator?”

The woman’s voice suddenly became especially ethereal. She giggled twice. “I’m in a good mood today, so I’ll spare your dog’s life. When I’m in a bad mood someday, I’ll come collect from you.”

A pill was stuffed in her mouth. The heat throughout her body receded, and she hurriedly put on her clothes properly and awakened her two fellow disciples.

After going out, they discovered that of all the training disciples who had come together, except for a few of them, all had perished.

…

“Qingxun formed a golden core at such a young age—her prospects are limitless.”

“You girl, why do you cultivate so hard?”

No matter how bitter or tiring, she gritted her teeth and persisted, all to get just a little closer to him.

“Master, why did you let that demoness escape?” She hadn’t expected that the infamous demoness would be so fierce. Though their cultivation levels were similar, that demoness had too many unpredictable methods. If the master hadn’t appeared in time, she would have…

But why didn’t master directly kill her, instead letting her escape?

Master was usually cold but very gentle with her. However, at that moment, he stood there with slightly cold eyes.

He only said one sentence: “You don’t remember her?”

Who is she? Why should I remember her?

She’s just a demonic path demoness that everyone wants to kill—who could she be?

Why would master be faintly displeased that I don’t remember her?

…

She, she was Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi from Changning Village, who was captured by the Xueluo Sect, had helped her, who told her to escape quickly.

She had become a disciple of a great immortal sect.

She had become a demonic cultivator who committed all kinds of evil.

She was grateful to Su Zhuyi, yet feared being implicated with her.

She was grateful to Su Zhuyi, yet also thankful that she hadn’t been the one left behind.

Those scattered images continuously appeared and disappeared in her mind. Su Qingxun couldn’t tell whether it was dream or reality…

Just as she was in a daze, a bone-chilling coldness shot up to the sky, completely enveloping her.

She instantly woke up!

Qin Jianglan holding Su Zhuyi was right before her eyes.

“You, why are you fine!” Seeing the aggressive Qin Jianglan, Su Qingxun’s body stiffened, feeling cold air emanating from her entire body.

The evil tree had said his aura was wrong, that he was already someone who had gone astray through demonic cultivation. If he suffered such a great shock, he would surely go mad, and then dealing with him would be extremely simple. However, where was the madness in the person who came?

He was terrifyingly calm.

His pair of eyes was like a cold pool—not even the coldest snow of the deepest winter could match half the coldness in his gaze.

Miaoshe Shiqi’s primordial spirit hadn’t completely dissipated yet.

Because the evil tree needed to absorb human resentment and remnant souls to replenish its power, Miaoshe Shiqi’s remnant soul was still relatively intact and hadn’t completely dispersed between heaven and earth.

However, he had originally been severely wounded, his primordial spirit had no resistance capability whatsoever, and had already merged with the black energy behind the great tree, entangled with that resentment.

The Liuguang Mirror locked onto Miaoshe Shiqi’s remnant soul, while countless cold sword energies, like ten thousand needle points, shot toward the evil tree hiding in the shadows.

His face was expressionless, only uttered one word from his mouth.

“Die!”

Chapter 160: Abandonment
To support Su Qingxun’s master-devouring curse, the evil tree had exhausted almost all its power.

At this moment, the surging river water, though ice-cold snow water, was also like blazing flames, burning clean all the resentment and filth wrapped around its body.

How could it just die like this?

The black energy around it suddenly condensed into form—that human shape was unmistakably Miaoshe Shiqi.

“I still hold the last bit of his remnant soul in my hand. Do you dare kill me?”

A sword strike fell, splitting the black energy with brilliant light. Seeing this, the evil tree let out a miserable scream, its form fleeing in all directions—trunk, roots, branches, leaves—fallen leaves drifting down, overlapping with the surrounding maple forest until at first glance one couldn’t distinguish between them.

It hid among them.

As long as one leaf could successfully hide, it could earn a chance to start over!

But it never expected that the torrential river water would flow backwards, actually swallowing the entire forest. The surrounding environment became distorted, as if they were being forcibly dragged into another world.

The world within the mirror.

“Lan’er, come here.” Before them appeared a woman of vague outline but absolute beauty. She beckoned to Qin Jianglan. “I am your mother. Come, let me hold you.”

Qin Jianglan’s hand gripping his sword paused.

He stepped forward.

After taking this step, the beautiful woman’s smile became even more gentle, her eyes full of starlight—the appearance he had longed for in childhood, the way his mother should look in his heart.

“Come quickly, let mother take a good look—you’ve grown so big.”

“My child must be exceptionally heroic. You will surely be the world’s greatest sword cultivator.” Her gaze was full of pride as she looked at him.

Qin Jianglan held Su Zhuyi with one arm and slowly walked before her.

“Is this my daughter-in-law? Let me take a good look—she’s truly beautiful.” She reached out, seemingly wanting to touch the unconscious Su Zhuyi. But with just this reaching motion, a sword light suddenly struck, cutting her body in half.

Before dying, she stared with wide eyes, unable to close them in death. She seemed completely unable to understand why her son would kill her.

“Unfilial wretch, how could you even kill your mother!”

Another person appeared abruptly, holding a long sword with rage burning in his crown.

“To protect this demonic path demoness, you killed your mother. How did you become like this?” He was heartbroken yet reluctant to cripple his most outstanding disciple, so he sighed and said, “Your parents abandoned you by the roadside back then—it was your master who brought you back. You have no feelings for them. Fine, fine. As long as you sever ties with this demonic path demoness, I’ll be lenient and have you repent in the forbidden land for a hundred years. How about it?”

“Still not kneeling to admit your mistakes!”

“Unfilial wretch, do you want to betray the sect?”

“I painstakingly taught you all these years, yet you would cross swords with your master for a woman. Good, very good!”

“Today I will clean house and kill you, this unfilial wretch!”

Swish, swish, swish—several sword lights flew out, yet didn’t even touch a corner of Qin Jianglan’s clothes.

Qin Jianglan’s flying sword trembled lightly, and his master’s flying sword hummed once before instantly shattering. Then Qin Jianglan raised his hand and also cut his master in half.

Hot blood splattered over. His eyes were gloomy as he used spiritual energy to block it, then looked down, afraid that the blood might splatter and stain the person in his arms even slightly.

“This demoness slaughtered cities and killed so many innocent people—you still want to protect her?”

“Kill her, kill her!” Countless common people held sickles and hoes, with women carrying shoulder poles, others clutching rotten vegetable leaves and stinking eggs. Though they were terrified, they still blocked his path.

“Kill her—I want to avenge my child!”

“Kill that demoness—she killed my husband!”

Sinister winds swirled around—countless wronged souls were wailing.

Behind those common people, powerful figures from various sects roared, “Qin Jianglan, you claim to be the world’s sword master, yet you want to betray the world for a demoness, becoming the enemy of all righteous paths?”

Are you willing to abandon your parents and relatives, the master who raised and taught you the dao, the world’s people, your righteous spirit—all for this demoness who has committed countless evils and lost all conscience?

What answered them was a sword light.

Where the sword light passed, nothing lived.

The Songfeng Sword in his hand let out a long cry, emitting a blood-weeping lament. The sword’s body cracked inch by inch, as if saying, “Are you willing to abandon the proud bones of green pines, standing tall between heaven and earth, willing to abandon the sword in your hand and the justice in your heart?”

The sword broke.

Qin Jianglan held the person in his arms tightly with both hands, his expressionless face.

One person after another appeared before his eyes, and one person after another died under his sword. In the end, even the flying sword in his hand could be abandoned. In his eyes, only one person remained.

Live for you.

Die for you.

Those abruptly appearing scenes all disappeared, and the sea of blood from his killing also vanished in the blink of an eye. Before him was still that forest, and trembling on the ground was still only one person.

Su Qingxun.

He still held Su Zhuyi with one arm, his right hand still gripping a sword—only this sword was covered in rust, as if one more swing would completely shatter it into powder.

“I don’t want to die.” Su Qingxun struggled desperately yet couldn’t make a sound, only low whimpers. She had just had a beautiful dream—dreaming she hadn’t fallen deep into the Xueluo Sect, dreaming she became a disciple of Yunxiao Sect, dreaming her master was…

Master, master, master…

Su Qingxun’s eyes suddenly widened. Infinite vitality suddenly surged from her body, and she struggled to sit up. Like a dying person’s final rally, she shouted at Qin Jianglan, “Master, save me!”

Su Zhuyi opened her eyes.

She was in a terrible mood, feeling somewhat dazed. After opening her eyes, she found herself still in Qin Jianglan’s arms. The current Qin Jianglan’s body was as cold as ice, making her shiver slightly.

“Master, master, I am Qingxun, your only disciple Qingxun!”

What did that mean?

Su Zhuyi turned her head slightly and saw Su Qingxun—unrecognizable, grotesque, covered in blood—desperately crawling forward, seemingly trying to grab Qin Jianglan’s foot. She heard her crying, “Master, I am Qingxun, I am your disciple. You saved me, not this demoness, not this demoness, not her…”

All of Su Zhuyi’s hair stood on end.

What exactly had happened?

How could Su Qingxun know about past events? What was going on?

She wanted to ask what situation had occurred when she saw Qin Jianglan slightly raise his hand. Sword light flew up and fell, cutting the crawling Su Qingxun in half with one strike. The bloody two halves of her body didn’t immediately stop moving after being killed—her upper half crawled forward a few more steps…

“Master…”

Su Qingxun’s eyes were unfocused as she whispered, “So it was just a dream.”

A moment later, she became crazed again, “Hehe, I’ve already sent news that you’re a demonic cultivator back to the Xueluo Sect. You kill me to silence me—hahaha—now the whole world knows that Gujian Sect’s Luo Ying’s successor is a demonic cultivator. Hahahaha…”

The laughter stopped abruptly as Qin Jianglan delivered another strike.

He said coldly, “Noisy.”

Su Zhuyi gripped the front of Qin Jianglan’s robes tightly.

What was happening?

Why had Qin Jianglan become like this? Su Qingxun had just called him master, and he showed no reaction, directly killing Su Qingxun.

Qin Jianglan wasn’t like this.

She looked up just as Qin Jianglan looked down at her. His eyes held an eerie blood-red color, yet his expression was very gentle.

He lowered his head and kissed her forehead. “Su Zhuyi, I only want you.”

Betray the world, betray all living beings—I only seek you alone.

That is enough.

Su Zhuyi’s mind buzzed.

Fallen to demonism?

Fallen to demonism?

Completely fallen to demonism?

Wouldn’t the Liuguang Mirror immediately become a demonic artifact?

How to stop it, how to stop it? Master and senior brothers in the Liuguang Mirror would all become accomplices of the demonic artifact, losing their sanity!

No, wait—the Liuguang Mirror hadn’t yet leaked demonic energy. What to do? Get the Xirang in there to make it form a dao artifact ahead of time?

Anyway, with my beloved fallen, my heart like dead ashes, I don’t want to live either. Might as well fulfill their wishes.

Let the master and senior brother finally become a couple.

If this were the normal Su Zhuyi, such thoughts would never occur to her mind. However, the love curse had died, and she was affected. Having just awakened from unconsciousness, her emotions were still out of control. After this thought arose in her mind, it became unstoppable. Su Zhuyi gritted her teeth, planning to sacrifice herself to the mirror.

But at this moment, the mirror suddenly emitted a white light, illuminating the entire sky so brightly that even the bright moon above didn’t dare meet its edge and temporarily retreated deep into the clouds.

Rumble, rumble, rumble…

Thunder sounded one after another, like war drums being raised between heaven and earth. That rolling thunder was dense drumbeats, that whistling wind was the horn sounded before battle.

Boom!

A lightning bolt split the night sky like a golden giant sword, striking down at the Liuguang Mirror.

From within the mirror, surging river water rushed out, colliding with that giant sword. This collision scattered spiritual energy everywhere. Su Zhuyi felt like she was soaking in a spiritual spring, her entire body covered by that rich, viscous spiritual energy.

Su Zhuyi immediately understood.

The Liuguang Mirror was undergoing tribulation.

Please don’t strike her head—the Heavenly Dao had been randomly striking her for a long time!

But this thought flashed by and immediately changed to, “Strike me, strike me. Living is meaningless anyway—just let me die like this.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

She felt like she was acting like a lunatic right now.

After finally suppressing those brain-dead thoughts, she caught her breath slightly and devoted some energy to thinking about serious matters.

Why was it suddenly undergoing tribulation? Could it be that the Six Paths of Reincarnation had already formed? It hadn’t been contaminated by the completely abnormal, demon-fallen Qin Jianglan, but was instead about to achieve enlightenment?

What the hell was this situation?

Just then, Su Zhuyi suddenly felt something slippery wriggling in her stomach. Then her throat slipped, and she saw the Xirang that she could never find or coax out before actively fly from her body toward the Liuguang Mirror in the sky.

Damn it!

When she couldn’t get it out no matter what before, now seeing the Liuguang Mirror about to become a dao artifact, she eagerly went over to join the excitement.

Let that divine thunder strike you dead!

Chapter 161: Inner Demon
When the breath soil collided with the Liuguang Mirror, another anomaly occurred!

The entire sky was filled with lightning, those golden bolts endless and infinite, forming a massive net across the heavens.

Su Zhuyi had never witnessed such a spectacle. She trembled as she took out a straw man substitute and clutched it in her hands. Holding just one didn’t feel safe enough—she wished she could gather all the straw men together and bury herself under them.

After fidgeting with it for a while, she felt utterly despondent. She threw it away, then immediately picked it back up, thinking herself an absolute fool.

In her heart, she cursed Miaoshe Shiqi thoroughly, then felt aggrieved and on the verge of tears, whimpering softly, “Shiqi, why did you leave me all alone?”

Her heart was tangled like a mess of hemp.

Thump thump, Su Zhuyi’s heart pounded wildly.

Could she only hear her heartbeat? Even though she was held tightly in Qin Jianglan’s embrace, she couldn’t hear a single sound from him.

Nervously, she straightened up to look at him. He lowered his head, those bewitching eyes reflecting her face—in his eyes, there was only her.

Possessed by demons?

No, no, no. He was the inner demon.

For some unknown reason, this thought flashed through Su Zhuyi’s mind. But then another thunderous roar sounded overhead, making her body tremble as her attention was firmly captured by the heavenly thunder.

The entire sky was golden lightning, woven into a vast net. Su Zhuyi felt she had nowhere to hide, no escape.

“BOOM!” Lightning struck the Liuguang Mirror again, causing its surface to tremble slightly. River waves rolled and surged, swallowing all the lightning completely.

But the river water seemed to have been split apart as well, splashing water droplets everywhere like a torrential downpour from the sky.

Su Zhuyi wasn’t touched by a single drop of rain. The man beside her simply raised his hand lightly, using his palm as an umbrella to shield her from the violent wind and rain, giving her a patch of clear sky.

“Qin Jianglan, what exactly is happening with the Liuguang Mirror?”

“I don’t know,” Qin Jianglan replied calmly.

He cared about nothing else; his only concern and care was for the person in his arms.

“Are you uncomfortable anywhere?”

Su Zhuyi was filled with doubt, but she saw him smile and lower his head to kiss her. He even took her hand and placed it between his legs, “I’m uncomfortable everywhere.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

There’s something wrong here! One voice shouted nervously.

But another voice said: Don’t touch me, I’m disgusted. My beloved is dead, and I want to follow him. I absolutely cannot endure another man.

Her head ached as if it might explode.

Seeing Su Zhuyi’s distress, Qin Jianglan didn’t move. He simply held her and said, “Don’t worry, I won’t let the heavenly thunder hurt you.”

The thunder tribulation wasn’t paying attention to them at the moment.

After all, the Liuguang Mirror was the true one undergoing tribulation. But the power of the heavenly tribulation was too great. As divine lightning struck down continuously, Su Zhuyi felt the entire world being torn apart. The place where they stood couldn’t escape either—outside was like heaven and earth collapsing, and she felt that in the next moment, she would be crushed to dust by heaven and earth.

Fortunately, someone was protecting her firmly.

He used his body to build her a wall, sheltering her from wind and rain, blocking that omnipresent pressure and divine thunder.

“How are you?”

“I’m fine.”

He knew no pain, no exhaustion—only protecting her completely, nothing more.

“Su Zhuyi.”

“Mm?”

“I love you.”

“Don’t. The one I like is Shiqi.” She muttered. After saying this, she wanted to slap herself, “No, that’s not…”

“BOOM!”

Another shocking thunder exploded.

Su Zhuyi’s words were interrupted by the thunder.

She was shaken and dizzy, her ears ringing. Just this one rolling thunder made her sea of consciousness shake, and she could barely endure it.

Her vision became blurry, and she vaguely saw the True Spirit Realm appear in the Liuguang Mirror. Her master, senior brothers, fallen disciples of the Gujian Sect, and the Pangu clan all flew out from the mirror together to resist the heavenly tribulation.

Her divine consciousness was already fuzzy, yet she still struggled to keep her eyes wide open, not daring to miss anything.

She saw the Liuguang Mirror, the people in the mirror, collide with the lightning filling the sky. She spat out a mouthful of fresh blood with a “wa” sound, the straw man substitute she had been clutching tightly crumbled directly, and the person tightly embracing her trembled, becoming ethereal and insubstantial.

But at this moment, a voice from her bosom said, “So that’s how it is. I wondered why you hadn’t lost your reason, why you hadn’t become possessed—turns out you are the demon! He completely abandoned his own emotions and love, stripping the inner demon from his body. Haha, what excellent methods indeed!”

A single leaf, quietly hidden in Su Zhuyi’s bosom—the last bit of the evil tree’s power—appeared at this crucial moment and pounced toward the already shattered Qin Jianglan.

This inner demon had already been struck to pieces by heavenly thunder while protecting Su Zhuyi.

Su Zhuyi was also severely injured.

And though this single leaf was weak in strength, it hadn’t been struck by heavenly thunder due to their protection. Now that everyone was extremely weak, it was relatively the strongest.

“Since you are originally an inner demon, you can directly become my nourishment. Excellent!”

Su Zhuyi didn’t move, but her sword did. The Sword Ancestor flew out from her sea of consciousness, directly shattering the evil tree’s last bit of power. This old tree from Changning Village, which had survived because of Su Zhuyi’s words, ultimately still met its complete demise at Su Zhuyi’s hands.

BOOM!

Another tremendous sound. As this divine lightning fell, the light on the Liuguang Mirror suddenly extinguished, and the entire world instantly plunged into complete darkness.

Deathly silence.

Had they failed?

“Cough, cough.” She spat fresh blood, her consciousness blurring, thinking: “Shiqi, I’m coming to accompany you.”

Her eyelids drooped and slowly closed, but just as they were about to completely shut, heavenly light burst forth from the darkness.

Someone was chanting incantations by her ear, that voice infinitely familiar, causing her sea of consciousness to gradually calm, all worries in her heart smoothed away by the clear sound.

Sanskrit sounds arose continuously, immortal music drifted, spiritual energy descended from heaven and bubbled up from the earth’s depths, instantly filling the entire world. Bathed in spiritual energy, she felt completely comfortable throughout her body, all exhaustion swept away.

When she opened her eyes again, she saw the already withered Jianmu Tree suddenly emerge from underground, growing wildly, and in moments, standing between heaven and earth.

And under that tree, Qin Jianglan in white robes stood motionless.

Seeming to sense Su Zhuyi’s gaze, Qin Jianglan turned back to look at her once.

His eyes held neither sorrow nor joy, neither emotion nor desire. That gaze wasn’t hateful, but felt somewhat distant. Looking again, Su Zhuyi discovered his entire body seemed to be glowing, making his features blurry, inspiring reverence that almost made her kneel.

How could she possibly kneel to Qin Jianglan?

Having him kneel on a washboard at home would be more appropriate.

But at this moment, Su Zhuyi saw Qin Jianglan touch his toes lightly, stepping onto a leaf of the Jianmu Tree.

She was slightly stunned, her heart aching sharply.

A terrible thought flashed through her mind.

Immediately after, that thought became reality.

Qin Jianglan disappeared from between heaven and earth together with the Jianmu Tree. He never looked at her again.

Once, his eyes were full of her.

Now, his eyes held no trace of her.

Su Zhuyi was completely bewildered, her mind a confused mess. Just as she was spacing out, the Liuguang Mirror suddenly fell into her hands, and her master’s voice came from within: “The Path of Reincarnation has been established, Zhuyi. You no longer need to worry about the Heavenly Dao erasing you.”

Success? She didn’t need to live in fear anymore, didn’t need to worry about being suddenly struck down by heaven, didn’t need to fear her master and senior brothers falling again?

She had succeeded.

But she felt no joy at all.

Su Zhuyi: “Erase me if you want. My heart is heavy.” She muttered, “Anyway, Shiqi is dead, and I don’t want to live either.”

Unexpectedly, a voice came: “The Qing Gu is still useful. Look, even though her cultivation has increased, she still can’t forget me.”

Miaoshe Shiqi’s last remnant soul had been absorbed into the Liuguang Mirror before the thunder tribulation. After experiencing the battle against heavenly tribulation, his primordial spirit had grown somewhat stronger, becoming the first primordial spirit in the Path of Reincarnation capable of reincarnation. Even Su Qingxun was among them, but she had been affected by the thunder tribulation, her primordial spirit nearly obliterated, and had now entered the Rebirth Pond.

Miaoshe Shiqi had committed grave sins in life and deserved severe punishment, but since the underworld was short-staffed, Luo Ying had him work to redeem his crimes, first by brewing Meng Po soup.

“Qin Jianglan ascended.”

“Damn, how did he ascend? I feel like I’m dreaming. He even killed Su Qingxun before this.” Su Zhuyi still couldn’t wrap her head around it. She felt she couldn’t understand it, no matter how hard she tried.

“He indulged himself, nurtured his inner demon, completely turning the inner demon into a demonic creature that only had eyes for you. In the end, by severing the inner demon, he severed you and achieved enlightenment and ascension,” Qinghe said coldly.

Qin Jianglan’s inner demon was Su Zhuyi.

Born because of her, arising because of her.

He wanted her to live well, wanted her to be carefree, wanted time to flow backward, to return to the beginning, so she wouldn’t experience those sufferings again.

This was his inner demon, his obsession, the tribulation preventing his ascension.

If his heart’s desire wasn’t fulfilled, if his inner demon wasn’t eliminated, he was destined never to ascend.

So he sacrificed himself to the mirror, exchanging it for time reversal, letting everything start over, preventing her from walking the same path as before.

When he had completely abandoned familial love and friendship, completely abandoned the world’s common people and human justice, leaving only Su Zhuyi, his inner demon and true self, could be separated. It was when he killed Su Qingxun that Qin Jianglan’s long-sealed true self broke through the dao and ascended to godhood.

He split himself in half.

One half was the world.

One half was her.

From the moment he emerged from the broken mirror, what stayed by Su Zhuyi’s side was only that gradually reason-losing, gradually emotionless being that eventually had only her in its eyes—the inner demon.

“Oh, so I was a heart tribulation in his ascension cultivation.” Su Zhuyi pointed to her own heart, “Then he saw through worldly attachments, became unencumbered, overcame tribulation, and ascended?”

Luo Ying’s face showed an unbearable expression as she slightly turned away.

Qinghe’s face was dark and grim as he said sternly, “If there’s a chance, I’ll slay him for you.” As his words fell, a shocking thunder struck from the sky.

Now that Qin Jianglan was a deity, speaking ill of immortals would bring divine retribution.

Su Zhuyi: “Bah.”

Thinks he’s something special.

Her eyes reddened, and she said again, “Shiqi, if you’re dead, I don’t want to live either.” After crying twice, she cursed, “This damned Qing Gu is so annoying. Miaoshe Shiqi, is there no way to remove it?”

As she spoke, tears formed in her eyes. She raised her head to look at the sky, not wanting the tears to fall, but the moment she lifted her head, tears burst forth uncontrollably, wetting her entire jade-like face.

But she couldn’t tell clearly—for whom were these tears?

For Shiqi, or him?

“Fortunately, there’s that Qing Gu,” Luo Ying sighed inwardly, not knowing what to say.

“What about that inner demon?” Su Zhuyi suddenly wiped her tears and asked, “What about that inner demon?”

“Didn’t he split himself in half, stripping the inner demon from his body? Where’s the inner demon?”

“It blocked the thunder for you.”

“Born because of you, died for you.”

“Oh.” She sat down dejectedly, propping her cheek with one hand, feeling wrong all over but unable to say another word.

Chapter 162: Challenge
What happens when someone loses their beloved?

Their heart turns to ash, wishing they could follow them in death.

Living in a daze, not knowing what day or night it is.

Some people can never emerge from it their entire lives, wanting nothing more than to immediately end their remaining years, while others…

Inside the Liuguang Mirror, a flying sword was held against Miaoshe Shiqi’s neck. He knelt on the ground with no particular expression on his face, an evil smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

“Take you, for example. If Luo Ying died, you’d be in unbearable pain and unable to live on yourself, right?”

Qinghe didn’t refute. After being looked at gently by Luo Ying, his face remained dark, but his ears secretly turned red.

“Now look at that junior sister of yours, tsk tsk.” Miaoshe Shiqi’s mouth twitched. “You don’t need to worry too much. She won’t be affected for long. After all, even the Qing Gu can’t defeat time.”

If the Qing Gu was truly the world’s greatest curse, why did it disappear from the mortal realm?

If it were really that powerful, everyone would refine it. How could it possibly be lost to history? That curse insect posed no great threat to many cultivators. After all, how many truly devoted lovers were there? Cold-blooded and heartless cultivators were everywhere.

“I’m already dead, so the curse insect is gone too. Where would you find a method to break the curse? How can you break it when I’m dead? Don’t worry, with that disciple of yours, that junior sister, it won’t be long before she’s lively and energetic again.”

In this world, only time was the most ruthless. Beauty turns to white hair, youth to withered bones. It could reverse seas into mulberry fields, betray the vows of three lifetimes. In its presence, all emotions and love were ultimately nothing but illusory flowers in a mirror, a moon reflected in water.

Moreover, it was her.

“Just watch and see what she’ll do,” Miaoshe Shiqi said calmly, though within that calm, there seemed to be hidden a bit of expectation and unwillingness.

Reality delivered him a crushing blow.

Su Zhuyi locked herself away on Luoxue Peak for three days. She sat motionless on her bed for three days, her gaze vacant, her heart feeling empty.

Little Skull had grown quite large, but he curled into a ball sitting on the doorstep, with the big yellow dog lying by his feet.

He didn’t know what was wrong with big sister, so he could only keep her company at the door.

He felt he would sit for a very long time, probably turning into a big stone.

Unexpectedly, on the morning of the third day, the door opened. Big sister emerged from the room wearing a red dress. She kicked his bottom with her foot. “What are you doing blocking the doorway? How’s your sword practice coming along?”

“Big sister, you came out! Are you feeling better?” Wu’er asked nervously.

“Very well,” Su Zhuyi grinned. “After sitting in a daze for three days, I seem to have gotten thinner. My chin is more pointed. Do I look haggard? Do I have that delicate, wind-blown willow appearance?”

She casually took out a mirror, tilted her face left and right at her reflection, and smiled with satisfaction.

Qinghe and Luo Ying, in the mirror, looked at each other, speechless.

For some reason, Qin Jianglan had left the Liuguang Mirror behind.

Leaving it behind was understandable. After all, the Liuguang Mirror controlled the mortal realm’s Path of Reincarnation, so staying in the mortal world was reasonable. What was difficult to understand was why Qin Jianglan had left the Liuguang Mirror in Su Zhuyi’s hands.

Su Zhuyi wasn’t the Liuguang Mirror’s master. She couldn’t control it either. Holding it in her hands, she could only talk with them and use the Liuguang Mirror as an ordinary mirror.

Perhaps he just wanted them to stay by her side?

“You plan to use the Liuguang Mirror as an ordinary mirror?”

When Su Zhuyi looked in the mirror, no matter what they were doing, her face would appear before their eyes. He had just stolen a kiss from his master when Su Zhuyi’s face popped up. This feeling…

Qinghe felt somewhat annoyed.

If not for thinking she was in a bad mood, Qinghe wouldn’t be speaking to her so gently.

He wanted to beat her up.

“This is a divine artifact,” Su Zhuyi snorted coldly. “It definitely can’t be used just as a mirror.”

“You’re not the Liuguang Mirror’s master, so you can’t operate it,” Luo Ying said. No one could operate it. They just lived inside the Liuguang Mirror, presiding over the Path of Reincarnation. The Heavenly Dao rules within the Path of Reincarnation had already formed. They couldn’t operate this mirror either—they could only each do their assigned duties.

“If I can’t operate it, I can still use it as a brick to smash people,” Su Zhuyi said, casually tossing it. The Liuguang Mirror was thrown out, and when it hit the ground, a large pit silently appeared in the earth. Su Zhuyi giggled twice. “See how powerful that is.”

She stood at the doorway for a while, then took out her flying sword and gestured with it for a bit, then said, “Now that I don’t need to worry about this old life, I feel somewhat bored. I still need to find a goal.”

“What does big sister want to do?” Wu’er placed both fists by his cheeks, asking innocently.

“Punch through the four seas and eight wildernesses, trample both righteous and demonic paths underfoot. I want to become the world’s number one sword!” She swept her long sword forward. At this moment, Su Zhuyi stood in the ice and snow wearing red robes, her garments dancing and fluttering in the wind with rustling sounds—truly majestic and heroic.

“So?”

So I’ll go stir up trouble, starting with challenging the Yunxiao Sect. What do you think?

“It’s just that my current strength seems a bit lacking. After all, I have no backing now. If I compare my sword dao with those old monsters from Yunxiao Sect…” She tapped her chin with her finger. “I estimate I’m still a bit short. If worst comes to worst, I’ll just smash them with the mirror.”

She shouldered her sword, planning to challenge the great sects of the world. Little did she know that before she could even leave Luoxue Peak, a disciple hurried over and knelt before her, saying, “Senior Sister, Acting Sect Leader, something terrible has happened.”

Elder Yi had already handed over the Gujian Sect’s leadership token to Su Zhuyi, so if major matters arose, Su Zhuyi needed to make decisions. After receiving the token, she had gone to Quicksand River and hadn’t yet exercised her sect leader authority. Seeing a disciple come to report now, her eyes immediately lit up.

Not with worry, but with excitement.

What terrible thing?

No matter what it was, roll up your sleeves and get to work!

Back in the day, she had also had a small Demonic Path faction with just a few thousand subordinates under her command. Now she had tens of thousands of Gujian Sect disciples listening to her orders. Just thinking about it made her blood boil with excitement.

However, she needed to be reserved and composed.

Su Zhuyi took a deep breath, revealing an unfathomably profound smile on her face. “Song Shangzhi, what happened? Why are you so flustered? What kind of behavior is this?”

“Our disciples who went out for training heard bad rumors outside.” Song Shangzhi didn’t dare raise his head, speaking nervously.

“What matter?” Su Zhuyi still wore a smile on her face, but her eyes seemed to have two small flames burning in them.

Wu’er, who was following behind her, also tiptoed over. The current Wu’er was incomparable to previous years—he was quite large now and would make sounds when stepping on snow. So, although he maintained a walking posture, his feet were an inch off the ground. Yet he wasn’t directly floating, but rather maintaining a sneaking posture. Song Shangzhi had been keeping his head down when he suddenly felt the light dim. When he looked up abruptly, he saw Wu’er suddenly appear in front of him, startling him so badly that his face went white and his voice trembled.

He suddenly felt that the previous Little Skull was cuter—crystal-clear jade-white bones, round eye sockets, and those little green flames…

He thought silently in his heart.

“I’m asking you a question,” Su Zhuyi said dissatisfiedly.

“Now everyone outside is saying, saying, saying that our Gujian Sect’s Luoxue Peak cultivates the demonic path.”

“The Gujian Sect colluded with the Demonic Path!”

“Also, also, three days ago, you killed that only witness, the sole survivor of the Changning Village massacre. Only she transmitted the scene of you killing her before she died, saying you were silencing witnesses!”

“Qin Chuan from Yunxiao Sect also came from Changning Village. I heard that chivalrous warriors have already gone to Yunxiao Sect to seek verification from him.” After saying this all in one breath, Song Shangzhi looked at Su Zhuyi with an uneasy expression, appearing rather panicked.

He originally didn’t believe it, but now it was spreading everywhere outside, and even the scene of that woman’s death had been made into memory stones that could be bought for just one spirit stone. He had seen that woman covered in blood, split in two by the Sword Ancestor’s single strike.

The Sword Ancestor in that scene…

Expressionless, with cold eyes, walking forward step by step like a killing god.

Just recalling the scene recorded in that stone made Song Shangzhi feel chilled to the bone, his legs shaking.

“So what did you do?”

“Do you think it’s true?” Su Zhuyi sneered coldly. “If you think it’s true, why are you running to me? Are you stupid?”

Song Shangzhi immediately straightened his back. “Absolutely not true! Someone must be jealous of our success and deliberately slandering us!”

“So what did you do?” Su Zhuyi repeated the same words a second time.

Song Shangzhi hurriedly said, “I immediately came back to report to you!”

“Foolish!” Su Zhuyi scoffed.

“Please instruct me, Acting Sect Leader.” Song Shangzhi looked devout.

He didn’t know who was pulling strings behind the scenes, but now this news was spreading among both mortals and cultivators, damaging the Gujian Sect’s reputation. Song Shangzhi had traveled day and night to return after hearing the news, hoping the sect could quickly take action to restore its reputation.

“Our Gujian Sect conducts itself uprightly and stands straight, taking slaying demons and eliminating evil as our duty. How could we collude with demonic cultivators?” he thought. As for the Sword Ancestor at that time…

Song Shangzhi closed his eyes slightly, only to see a cold light appear before him. That sword gleam passed by his eyelashes, startling him into trembling.

He watched helplessly as some of his eyelashes were cut off and fell onto the snow, particularly conspicuous.

“My long and curled eyelashes…”

“Whoever dares speak ill of my sect in front of me, I’ll beat them up!” Su Zhuyi sheathed her sword, speaking coldly.

She had originally wanted to say “I’ll kill them,” but seeing Song Shangzhi cowering like a little quail, she changed one word to avoid scaring him. Su Zhuyi glanced at him and said, “Since they say we colluded with the Demonic Path, then we’ll go eliminate demons and defend the righteous path.”

“Ah?”

“We’ll use the Xueluo Sect as our target!” Originally, she had planned to challenge the righteous path, but now she had to change her target.

Qingxia: “I’m not a blade.”

Hehe…

Chapter 163: She Has Come
The Xueluo Sect was an assassin organization.

They were very meticulous about cleaning up afterward, rarely leaving any traces. Like cunning rabbits with three burrows, the Xueluo Sect had countless outposts scattered outside, making it impossible for anyone to distinguish which ones were real and which were fake.

Once, the Xueluo Sect assassinated an elder of a cultivation family. That family mobilized their entire sect’s power to attack the Xueluo Sect, but they found the wrong location and fell into a trap. A cultivation family with nearly ten thousand disciples lost a third of their members in the trap. The remaining three thousand were assassinated by Xueluo Sect death warriors during their retreat. By the time they escaped back to their ancestral lands, only three to five hundred remained. The four great sects had all dispatched their outstanding disciples to provide rescue, but shortly after departure, they were interfered with and trapped in formations, causing significant delays. By the time they broke free and rushed over, that nearly ten-thousand-strong second-tier family was finished.

Even the family’s Nascent Soul late-stage ancestor died in battle at the ancestral shrine, falling in a pool of blood. The entire shrine floor was covered in blood—both his and his enemies’.

To kill that ancestor, the Xueluo Sect had also lost at least three hundred death warriors, suffering considerable losses. But after this battle, no one dared to underestimate the Xueluo Sect again.

“The Xueluo Sect likes to kidnap children from the mortal realm and train them from a young age. They don’t care about the children’s aptitude—as long as they’re young, they take them all. Then they make them fight each other to the death. I heard that only one out of a thousand can survive to become an official Xueluo Sect disciple,” Elder Mei said with furrowed brows.

Su Zhuyi held the sect leader’s token. When she said she wanted to lead the sect’s disciples to eliminate the Xueluo Sect, these elders naturally couldn’t object. However, the Xueluo Sect was hidden too deeply—they weren’t clear about where the Xueluo Sect’s main lair was. Moreover, the Gujian Sect disciples had suffered losses in the secret realm recently. Although they had obtained many treasures, everyone was still healing and cultivating. The sect’s sword dao competition had also been scheduled for this period, and it was about to begin. Going out to eliminate the Xueluo Sect now?

Elder Mei felt that Su Zhuyi’s decision was somewhat hasty.

He didn’t usually manage affairs in the Gujian Sect. Of the other two elders, one was healing and another was in closed-door cultivation comprehending the sword dao. Yi Lian had long since entered seclusion and had given the sect leader a token to Su Zhuyi. He had always trusted Su Zhuyi greatly, feeling that having her as acting sect leader was perfect. Who would have thought that the first thing she’d do with the sect leader token would be lead the sect disciples to eliminate the Xueluo Sect? This was too… aggressive…

“How about we discuss this after the sword dao competition is over?” Elder Mei said after hesitating for a moment.

“Who said that sword dao competitions must be fought on martial arts platforms?” Su Zhuyi said, sitting sideways in her chair with a small white snake coiled around her wrist. She gently stroked the snake’s head and smiled. “We don’t need too many people either. Just those who were going to participate in the sword dao competition need to come along. Whoever kills the most Xueluo Sect death warriors will receive the sect’s precious treasures as a reward.”

This boneless sitting posture, these blindingly flashy clothes, and that little white snake hissing and flicking its tongue…

Elder Mei felt that the gap between their acting sect leader and her master, Luo Ying, was enormous. Anyone without good judgment would think she was from the Demonic Path.

“But no one knows the Xueluo Sect’s location.” Elder Mei wanted to struggle a bit more when he saw Su Zhuyi stand up with a whoosh. When she sat, she had no proper posture and seemed boneless, but when she stood, she stood perfectly straight. In that red outfit, she looked like a red-tasseled spear pointing at the sky.

“Don’t worry, Elder Mei. I already know where it is.”

Su Zhuyi knew the location of the Xueluo Sect’s true main lair.

“Very well,” Elder Mei nodded. “I’ll accompany you.”

“No need. Elder Mei can guard the sect,” Su Zhuyi said, then turned to leave. As she walked out of the great hall, sunlight filtered through the large trees in front of the hall and fell on her, coating her red robes with a layer of gold. Though she wore silk and satin, in that moment she seemed to be clad in armor, advancing forward fearlessly.

…

“Weren’t we supposed to go to the Xueluo Sect? Why are we here?” Song Shangzhi asked somewhat nervously.

Gujian Sect disciples who went out for training needed to reach at least the Foundation Establishment stage. Song Shangzhi, as an early Foundation Establishment cultivator, had just started wandering the martial world and hadn’t made a reputation before returning to the sect. Then he had the fortune to participate in such a major battle.

He felt somewhat unconfident.

The acting sect leader said this operation was voluntary—anyone who had planned to participate in the sect’s sword dao competition could join. This resulted in disciples of varying cultivation levels coming out. The two newest disciples were still in the Qi Refining stage, following along with their group. The young man and woman wore sweet smiles, looking like they were on a spring outing. Most other disciples were also in the Foundation Establishment, making Song Shangzhi even more panicked.

The acting sect leader had brought the weakest batch of disciples to her side. Should he cry or laugh about being selected?

“I wonder how the other teams raiding Xueluo Sect branch halls are doing now,” Song Shangzhi looked up at the sky, feeling the blazing sun was so bright it made him dizzy.

Why attack someone’s main base during the day? He really couldn’t understand…

After walking forward for a while longer, Su Zhuyi stopped. There was a river in front of her. She flew to the middle of the river, inserted her flying sword into the riverbed, and only returned to the group after half an hour, saying, “Continue walking.”

Song Shangzhi: “…”

“Acting Sect Leader, where’s your sword?”

Where did the Sword Ancestor go?!

“I left it in the river.”

Is it okay to throw away your weapon before a fight?

“Big sister, you’re fully prepared, huh?”

“Mm.” Su Zhuyi nodded and took out a storage bag to hand to Song Shangzhi. “Take this down and distribute it to everyone. I guarantee no one will die.”

Song Shangzhi’s spirits lifted, then he opened the storage bag and discovered it was filled with straw man substitutes. His heart sank, and he fell speechlessly silent.

“The Changge Sect is a hundred li ahead. You know about the Changge Sect… right?” Song Shangzhi said with an uneasy tone.

As soon as he finished speaking, a thick-headed senior brother came over to show off his knowledge: “The Changge Sect is quite a famous righteous sect. Their sect leader is at Golden Core Great Perfection.”

A female disciple became curious: “Then this sect’s strength should be quite ordinary. Why would they be famous? Have they done something earth-shattering?”

The disciples following Su Zhuyi all had low cultivation. Some had never left the mountain since entering the sect. The Changge Sect wasn’t a major sect in the cultivation world, so many people didn’t know about it. They all stared curiously at the round-faced senior brother, hoping he’d explain.

He chuckled: “The Changge Sect’s cultivators all have beautiful voices and good looks.”

“Tch!”

…

“Go surround the Changge Sect.”

Though everyone was completely confused, no one objected. They all brought out their flying swords and charged into the Changge Sect.

Song Shangzhi finally understood why the big sister had brought these naive youths along.

Because they were obedient! Most of the people she brought were very young and blindly worshipped Luoxue Peak. They’d probably dare to charge at Yunxiao Sect if she told them to, without bothering to ask a single question…

As the only disciple with some rationality left, Song Shangzhi felt great pressure.

Su Zhuyi led three hundred cultivators and directly broke into the Changge Sect’s main hall.

The Changge Sect didn’t have many cultivators—the entire sect had three thousand disciples total. They were now surrounded in the sect’s main hall. The sect leader was a female cultivator at Golden Core Great Perfection, wearing a blue-gray cloak with her hair in a dao bun. Her temperament was rather cold, and when she spoke, her voice was melodious and pleasant, like a golden oriole singing.

Even though she was scolding the Gujian Sect, her tone still sounded like singing, with a melodious and moving voice.

“Has your Gujian Sect truly colluded with the Demonic Path?”

“Do you want to be enemies with all righteous sects under heaven?”

“I’ve already sent word out. What your Gujian Sect has done will be known by everyone under heaven…”

“I’ve already set up formations. Not even a fly can escape. How are you sending word?” Su Zhuyi smiled. “Yu Ge, right? Xueluo Sect’s Secret Hall Master, specializing in training female death warriors. I know all about your background, so stop pretending.”

Having her real name called out directly and her identity revealed, Yu Ge stared at Su Zhuyi for a while, then suddenly smiled: “How did you know?”

She slightly turned the ring on her finger. “Since you’ve come, don’t think about leaving. If Gujian Sect’s Luo Ying and Qinghe were still here, we might not dare make a move. But now your Gujian Sect’s strong ones are dead or in seclusion, and you three hundred low-level cultivators have delivered yourselves to our door seeking death. It’s really…”

Yu Ge threw a flirtatious glance: “Young and impetuous.”

The moment her words fell, the earth shook. Yu Ge suddenly removed her cloak, revealing the purple dress underneath. She also removed the wooden hairpin holding up her hair, letting her blue-black hair cascade down like a waterfall. What had been a cold Daoist nun instantly transformed into an alluring beauty.

These young disciples were hot-blooded with low cultivation. With slight manipulation, she could subdue them. The only ones she needed to be wary of were this red-clothed woman and the little boy beside her, whose depths she couldn’t fathom.

If she could handle them all by herself, this achievement would earn her great rewards. She might even be granted the sect’s most powerful Xueluo secret techniques. Thinking of this, Yu Ge felt her blood boiling, and her gaze at them became much more fervent.

These were all achievements delivered to her door!

“I know you’re skilled in seduction arts,” Su Zhuyi chuckled lightly. “Your voice can especially bewitch souls…”

Saying this, she turned back to look at the disciples behind her: “Be careful, don’t accidentally fall into her illusions. If I have to rescue you, it would be too embarrassing. You’ll all be confined when we return.”

“Don’t worry, big sister. We definitely won’t fall for illusions.”

“After all, she’s so ugly, not even a bit as beautiful as you.”

“Not as beautiful as the Sword Ancestor either,” Song Shangzhi also said.

“Pfft.” Su Zhuyi laughed out loud. “With your looks, why are you cultivating seduction techniques? The Danhe Sect recently refined a beauty pill that would suit you perfectly. Too bad you’ve done too much evil and I must carry out heaven’s justice—you won’t have a chance to change your face.”

Saying this, Su Zhuyi extended her right hand, back facing outward and slightly bent. When approaching Yu Ge, she suddenly straightened it. That taut palm was like a blade flashing with cold light, slashing toward Yu Ge’s chest.

Yu Ge was so angry at Su Zhuyi’s words that she vomited blood. She quickly grabbed the blue cloak she’d removed earlier and shook it out. The cloak became a blue banner. As the banner fluttered, demonic winds arose, and wailing sounds echoed in the great hall like ghostly cries.

Yet within those ghostly cries, there was also a woman’s soft laughter and clear singing. The faint song seemed like a soul-stealing melody, making the Gujian Sect disciples’ minds blur. Their sword-gripping hands lost strength, and they could barely hold their swords steady.

“The people behind you have already fallen into my Sound Confusion Soul-Binding Formation. If you want them to live, surrender!” Yu Ge sneered coldly.

“Don’t want to,” Su Zhuyi answered with a smile. “If they can’t break out of such a formation, I think these disciples don’t need to stay alive anyway.”

“You…” Seeming not to expect Su Zhuyi to answer this way, Yu Ge’s expression froze, then she continued: “Fine, I’ll collect these three hundred disciples first, then send you to join them.”

The blue banner in her hand suddenly enlarged and pounced toward Su Zhuyi. Su Zhuyi reached into her sleeve to grab something. This motion made Yu Ge’s expression change slightly, becoming alert. But seeing her pull out an ancient mirror with no spiritual energy, Yu Ge sped up her hand movements and shouted: “Die!”

“After killing you, I’ll peel off your face to make a mask!”

The blue cloak covered her head completely. Though it seemed to have captured the woman, unexpectedly, it came up empty and fell directly to the ground.

She tried to pull hard again, but discovered that the cloak couldn’t be lifted at all.

“What’s happening!” The blue banner was her natal magical treasure, a high-grade spiritual weapon!

“I knew it. You’ve always been jealous that I’m more beautiful than you.” A cool voice came from behind, making Yu Ge’s back turn cold and her scalp tingle. The shadow of death loomed overhead. Only at this moment did Yu Ge realize just how powerful that woman who seemed unremarkable except for her beautiful face was.

If she had known from the beginning how powerful she was, she would have notified the sect long ago instead of deliberately concealing it to claim all the credit for herself!

However, now it was too late for regret.

That woman radiated killing intent. She was right behind her, her pressure firmly locking onto her.

“Scared? Hehe.” Su Zhuyi stood behind Yu Ge, gently brushing aside the loose hair at her temple and tucking that strand of hair behind her ear.

She stared at the golden earring on her ear, then sliced with her finger, cutting off that section of earlobe entirely.

The ear had originally been fair and tender, but after being cut off, it instantly turned black, clearly containing deadly poison. Su Zhuyi used spiritual energy to force out the golden earring, obtaining the key to enter the Xueluo Sect.

“Who, who exactly are you?” No matter how beautiful a voice, when filled with terror, it becomes sharp and piercing.

Su Zhuyi chuckled softly, speaking in a voice only Yu Ge could hear: “Me? I’m one of your sect’s death warriors.”

Oh, forgot to mention.

From my previous life.

In my previous life, you always wanted to destroy my face, fearing I’d take your position. Too bad in the end, I still defeated you.

Yu Ge’s eyes showed terror. She couldn’t remember ever training such a death warrior. But the next moment, she didn’t have the energy to think about it anymore.

She discovered that the reason she could no longer control her natal magical treasure was that one corner of the banner was pressed down by a mirror.

A palm-sized mirror was pressed against her blue banner.

Her blue banner could no longer move. Even if she exerted all her strength, she couldn’t make the banner budge an inch.

Unable to control her natal magical treasure, unable to move herself, with the sect’s key stolen—could it be that she was doomed to die today?

No, not just her.

Yu Ge suddenly felt that today, the entire Xueluo Sect was doomed.

She… she has come.

Chapter 164: Catching Turtles in a Jar
Could it be that this time, the Xueluo Sect was also doomed?

Thinking of this, Yu Ge questioned hoarsely: “Though the Xueluo Sect follows the Demonic Path, we’ve committed far fewer evils than many demonic sects. We take people’s money to solve their problems. Instead of going after those who pay for lives, you specifically come to trouble us—the blade. Do you think we’re easy to bully?”

Unable to move her body, she rolled her eyes and began to show weakness: “Joining the Xueluo Sect was also a last resort. When I was oppressed by so-called righteous cultivators and my family was destroyed, where were you, famous orthodox sects?”

“When I had no way to seek revenge, where were you?”

“To get revenge, I found the Xueluo Sect, but I couldn’t afford the spirit stones, so I joined the Xueluo Sect and became their killing blade…”

Yu Ge looked at the little boy standing in front of her. She spoke very slowly, her voice choked with emotion, tears in her eyes, appearing pitiful and helpless. She couldn’t fathom this little boy’s cultivation depth at all, but while all the other Gujian Sect disciples had fallen into her illusion, he was completely unaffected, just blinking and standing there with furrowed brows, looking very worried. Therefore, Yu Ge placed her hopes for survival on him.

The little boy was naturally Little Skull, who had practiced bone shrinking and shape transformation. He hadn’t fallen into the illusion and wasn’t doing anything at the moment, just standing motionlessly in place, staring blankly at Yu Ge with a very sad and distressed expression.

Su Zhuyi ignored Little Skull. She stood behind Yu Ge, smiling with narrowed eyes.

She paced and walked in front of Yu Ge, taking her hand and sighing: “Your life is truly bitter.”

Su Zhuyi’s eyes sparkled with tears as she asked innocently: “What about your enemies now? Did you get your revenge?”

Yu Ge was slightly dazed.

The woman before her had a face that would make all women in the world jealous. Though stunningly beautiful, she now showed an innocent and naive expression that didn’t seem out of place at all. Her skin was like jade, her eyes bright and teeth white, and the slight smile at the corners of her mouth was like the most tender flower of early spring, bathed in sunlight and wrapped in colorful halos, so beautiful it was dazzling.

“I…” Yu Ge murmured, the words she had organized in her mind becoming somewhat confused.

“Not telling me means you’re not giving me face,” Su Zhuyi sneered. She had been gently holding Yu Ge’s hand, but as she spoke, she suddenly applied force and snapped off one of her fingers, taking the ring from it. After pulling out a handkerchief to wipe it clean, she said, “You’ve been in the Xueluo Sect since birth. It’s remarkable that you still remember family vengeance.”

The female death warriors of the Xueluo Sect’s Secret Hall mostly fabricated pitiful backgrounds to gain sympathy, and Su Zhuyi had been no exception in the past. After all, some naive disciples of righteous sects, especially young men, were quite sympathetic and easily fooled.

She wiped the ring clean, then said: “These beautiful hands of yours were soaked in a broth made from newborn baby blood mixed with touch-me-not flowers and snow lotus, weren’t they?”

“You, you’re talking nonsense,” Yu Ge’s expression instantly changed. Her heart pounded wildly, as if it might explode, making it difficult for her to breathe.

“How many pregnant women have died by your hands?” Su Zhuyi narrowed her eyes slightly. “Want to commit suicide? Xueluo Sect death warriors are ruthless even to themselves. Yu Ge, do you know that now death doesn’t mean relief either?”

She shook her head and directly struck down with a palm, killing the defenseless Yu Ge with one blow. Only then did she pick up the Liuguang Mirror, looking at its water-like surface. Su Zhuyi grinned and walked forward a few steps, placing the mirror on a step of the main hall.

With the master’s death, Yu Ge’s blue banner lost much of its power. The Gujian Sect disciples controlled by the banner’s illusion woke up one by one. Su Zhuyi glanced around indifferently and noticed that several of them had their straw man substitutes crumbled. She immediately clicked her tongue twice and cursed: “Useless.”

Her insults were too direct.

Not subtle at all.

Those disciples all blushed with shame, standing in place, not daring to look at her. Su Zhuyi snorted lightly, then closed her eyes and recited an incantation. When she finished, a quarter of the Changge Sect disciples trapped in the main hall showed abnormalities—they broke out in cold sweat and rolled on the ground in pain.

Not all disciples in the Changge Sect were Xueluo Sect death warriors.

After all, it was a cultivation sect with thousands of years of heritage. There were still some disciples who truly knew nothing. Mixing them together provided better cover.

The Xueluo Sect’s death warriors had their bodies modified for absolute loyalty. Like Yu Ge, she could control the life and death of the death warriors under her command. Back then, to take Yu Ge’s position, she had gone through painstaking efforts and endured countless hardships.

“Those showing abnormalities are all Xueluo Sect disciples. Go kill them. If you can’t even handle the severely wounded, you might as well stop cultivating.”

Su Zhuyi glanced at these young people and said slowly: “Go home and sell sweet potatoes instead.”

“Why practice swordsmanship? Honestly, chopping firewood at home would be much better.”

All the disciples: “…”

The acting sect leader is so fierce.

The acting sect leader is beautiful but has a poisonous tongue.

“Hurry up!”

“Yes!” The Gujian Sect disciples hesitated no more, raised their swords, and charged forward, fighting with the exposed Xueluo Sect disciples.

“Should I go too, big sister?” Wu’er rubbed his small hands, looking a bit nervous.

“You can beat all of them, so don’t go. I still need your help with something.”

“Wait over there for now.”

“Oh.” Wu’er agreed and sat down on the spot, occasionally glancing at the battle situation. When he saw Gujian Sect disciples in danger, he secretly shot out sword qi to help relieve the pressure.

The Gujian Sect disciples immediately felt divinely assisted, their morale soared, and they gradually gained the upper hand.

Su Zhuyi pretended not to see Wu’er’s little actions. She held Yu Ge’s ring in her left hand and the earring-like key in her right, walking leisurely to the steps where the Liuguang Mirror was placed. She gently tapped the stone step, feeling around with her fingers left and right, and according to the pattern on the ring, traced a runic formation with spiritual energy on the step.

When the formation appeared, a small hole appeared in the center. She inserted the key into it but didn’t intend to turn it.

Su Zhuyi picked up the Liuguang Mirror and gently placed it on the key.

Then she beckoned and called: “Wu’er, come here.”

“What is it, big sister?”

“Try punching here.” She pointed at the mirror.

“Eh?” The Liuguang Mirror was a divine artifact, he knew that. Now she wanted him to hit a divine artifact?

“Hit it, don’t be afraid. Do you know about striking a mountain to hit a bull? Just spread the power of your punch through the mirror.”

After a pause, Su Zhuyi added: “Use maximum force.”

“Okay!” Wu’er took a deep breath and punched down. With a tremendous crash, the Liuguang Mirror didn’t move at all, but the ground they stood on instantly developed numerous cracks, spreading outward like a spider web, as if mountains were collapsing and the earth splitting.

“Again!”

“Bang!” Another punch landed, and the ground sank a full zhang. Su Zhuyi stood in the pit Wu’er had created, smiling: “Continue.”

She stood in the ruins, smiling.

From beneath the ruins came countless ghostly wails and wolf howls, as if the underground hid countless demons struggling and shrieking.

A hundred li away, river water surged and rolled. Chaotic auras rushed toward the exit hidden at the bottom of the riverbed. Just as they were about to escape danger, unexpectedly, a formation barrier appeared at the exit, and within the formation barrier was a sword.

The Qingxia Sword!

Countless sword qi suddenly burst forth, instantly sealing the entire exit. Anyone approaching the sword formation was shredded into pieces.

The Xueluo Sect’s true main lair was beneath the Changge Sect.

They had built an underground palace beneath the Changge Sect. The palace’s defensive barriers were extremely strong—even Nascent Soul great powers couldn’t break through them. The barrier had only two breakthrough points: one entrance accessible with a key, and one secret exit.

The underground palace was filled with countless formation mazes. If Su Zhuyi rashly entered with so many burdens, there would only be a dead end.

Among their group, the one with the highest cultivation and strongest destructive power was actually Wu’er, but Wu’er was innocent and naive. If asked to kill people, he might hesitate, and even if they went in, there would inevitably be fish that escaped the net.

So Su Zhuyi never planned to go in.

What she wanted was destruction—to annihilate all the cultivators in the entire Xueluo Sect underground palace. She used the Liuguang Mirror to block the entrance and the Qingxia Sword to guard the secret exit known to very few. Now it was just a matter of closing the door to beat the dog, catching turtles in a jar.

“Again!” Su Zhuyi continued.

Wu’er looked at his reddened fists, gritted his teeth, and threw another punch.

The Liuguang Mirror trembled slightly, the entire ground swayed left and right, and the Xueluo Sect disciples in the underground palace had their qi and blood churning, their hearts and galls splitting from the shock.

Punch after punch.

Punch after punch, until Little Skull was exhausted, then Su Zhuyi said: “Enough.”

The Xueluo Sect cultivators underground were annihilated, and those on the surface had all been killed by the Gujian Sect disciples. There remained a portion of pale-faced Changge Sect disciples standing in place, trembling. They never imagined that their fellow disciples who lived alongside them day and night were actually from the Demonic Path. To be precise, the sect they had joined belonged to the Xueluo Sect.

“What should we do with them?” a disciple asked.

“If they want to rebuild the Changge Sect, they can go underground and look around in a few days. They’ll find quite a few good things,” Su Zhuyi said, looking at the frightened Changge Sect cultivators with a frown.

“All the Xueluo Sect members are dead?” Song Shangzhi felt that even the soil beneath his feet was tinged with red. He also smelled a faint bloody scent and felt somewhat horrified.

They hadn’t entered the Xueluo Sect’s underground palace.

But those Xueluo Sect cultivators were already all dead in the underground palace. Just thinking about it was chilling.

“Mm. Among those who could enter the Xueluo Sect’s underground palace, there wouldn’t be a single innocent person.”

Each one was ruthless and killed like hemp.

Just like herself in her previous life, her hands were also stained with countless blood, and she wasn’t innocent either.

Being besieged by the entire world was also deserved.

But at this moment, she inexplicably thought of Qin Jianglan.

He was bound by emotion and saved the demoness that everyone wanted to kill.

He severed emotional ties and became an immortal.

And that demoness had now become a righteous great power who slayed demons and eliminated evil?

He won.

Thinking this way, she suddenly felt a bit unwilling.

Chapter 165: Taking a Disciple
Unwilling, so go chop up a few so-called famous orthodox sects?

What would be the point of chopping them up, making dumplings with their meat?

Killing and seizing treasures? She now had an immortal sword in her left hand and a divine artifact in her right. She had gained so many benefits in the Pangu Secret Realm, monopolized Luoxue Peak, and held the Gujian Sect leader’s token. Did she still need to seize others’ treasures?

She couldn’t even be bothered to look at them.

Moreover, with the Path of Reincarnation now existing in this world, death didn’t mean the end of everything. She should behave herself.

After destroying the Xueluo Sect, Su Zhuyi led this group of disciples back to the Gujian Sect. She rewarded those who deserved rewards and punished those who deserved punishment. After handling everything, she returned to Luoxue Peak and holed up for several days, admiring plum blossoms and practicing swordsmanship. Her days were damn boring.

Three days later, the disciples who had gone out to eliminate the Xueluo Sect branch halls all returned. After tallying up, they discovered that in this operation to destroy the Xueluo Sect, the Gujian Sect had only one death and nine injuries—such results were already quite impressive.

No sect dared claim they could destroy the Xueluo Sect.

The Gujian Sect had done it.

Not only had they done it, but their casualties were minimal. Now the outside world had reevaluated the Gujian Sect’s strength. Everyone felt that the current Gujian Sect had surpassed the Danhe Sect and Xundao Sect, standing shoulder to shoulder with the Yunxiao Sect.

Originally, people thought the Gujian Sect would decline after losing Luo Ying and Qinghe. Who would have known that Luoxue Peak truly produced monsters? The newly recruited Su Zhuyi had only been in the sect for so long, yet after emerging from the ancient secret realm, she had Nascent Soul peak strength and single-handedly destroyed the Xueluo Sect. It was truly astonishing.

As for the rumors about the Gujian Sect colluding with the Demonic Path, no one spread them anymore. It was said that the chivalrous warrior who had gone to the Yunxiao Sect for verification had been very sincerely guided in swordsmanship by Qin Chuan of the Yunxiao Sect, though whether this was true or false was unknown.

“The disciples who went to the Xueluo Sect branch halls brought back some children.” Song Shangzhi stood respectfully in the snow. He kept his head down, appearing calm on the surface but truly panicking inside.

For no other reason than all the other fellow disciples had brought back some survivors, the youngest being only a few months old. But their group that went to the Changge Sect hadn’t seen a single survivor. It was said that the cultivators who later entered the underground palace all vomited—the bones inside had been shattered by the tremors, with not a single complete corpse, truly like Asura hell.

And the one who caused all this was the acting sect leader Su Zhuyi, who was leisurely sitting on the doorstep, propping her chin with one hand and playing with a little white snake with the other.

“Oh.” Su Zhuyi had just finished sword practice and was planning to watch Wu’er practice, but shortly after sitting down, this little quail came over.

Calling him a little quail was unfair—he was actually among the more daring disciples in the Gujian Sect. After all, the others didn’t dare come to Luoxue Peak anymore.

When Qin Jianglan was here before, they would come daily to practice swords with him despite his constantly cold face and lack of smiles.

Now that she smiled with narrowed eyes every day, these guys wouldn’t come at all. Quite boring.

When she narrowed her eyes, her phoenix eyes appeared long and narrow, looking especially charming. With a light glance, she noticed Song Shangzhi still had his head down, not daring to look at her. Her charming glance was wasted. She coughed: “And then?”

“We searched, but all those children’s parents are gone. Except for those few newborn babies, the other children…” At this point, Song Shangzhi finally raised his head, his eyes slightly red. “The other children have a heavy, murderous aura. They’ve all killed people, and also…”

He couldn’t continue, but Su Zhuyi knew what he wanted to say.

They had all killed people.

And eaten people too. After all, to survive, to survive when food was scarce, what was strange about eating people?

Look at these righteous path seedlings, acting like they’d never seen the world.

“Anyway, Elder Mei said that if these children aren’t properly guided, they might very well go astray. So he wants several master uncles to each take two disciples. Acting Sect Leader, you’re already at the Nascent Soul stage, and Luoxue Peak has no successor. How about you also pick one?” He was a bit worried—if the acting sect leader taught disciples, who knew what she’d teach them?

It was said those children were psychologically twisted and needed guidance. Thinking of how the acting sect leader called everyone “useless” and told them to “go home and chop firewood or sell sweet potatoes,” Song Shangzhi felt somewhat tired.

She should be able to teach them well… right?

If only Sword Venerable were still here.

Sigh…

Taking a disciple?

Su Zhuyi became somewhat interested. She stood up and clapped her hands: “Luoxue Peak is indeed too quiet. Where are those children? I’ll go pick one and find Wu’er a companion.”

“They’re outside the main hall right now,” Song Shangzhi quickly said.

Su Zhuyi took Wu’er’s hand and went to the main hall. A row of children stood there—the youngest were four or five years old, the oldest were eleven or twelve. They stood back to back in a circle, warily watching their surroundings.

The older ones were more composed, while the younger ones showed fierce glints in their eyes, baring their teeth at outsiders like little wolves, growling low in their throats. This sight made many sympathetic Gujian Sect disciples’ eyes turn red.

But no one dared let their guard down around them now.

In their recent operation with one death and nine injuries, the female disciple who died was killed by three children around ten years old.

The three had first shown weakness, making the female disciple lower her defenses to heal their wounds. Then all three attacked simultaneously, with one even biting off half the female disciple’s face. The scene was too horrible to watch.

So, quite a few children with too much murderous aura and too many kills had been dealt with. The remaining ones were relatively better.

Hopefully, they could be taught to return to the right path.

Su Zhuyi stood before this group of children.

She looked at them one by one.

A few-month-old baby? Too small, too lazy to raise.

This one had good aptitude and was quite clever. Though they had killed the most people, they kept their heads down playing quail, with a pale face and bitten lips, looking pitiful—the best aptitude among them.

Too bad their eyes were a bit small, not very cute.

This one looked like a short barrel—how much human flesh had they eaten to get so fat even in the Xueluo Sect?

Selecting one by one, Su Zhuyi didn’t take a fancy to any of them. However, she did develop thoughts of taking a disciple, so she decided to look outside and find a proper successor for Luoxue Peak.

Su Zhuyi wandered outside for three days without even bringing Little Skull. When she returned, she was carrying a little girl.

“Acting Sect Leader, the disciple you selected must have exceptional bones!” Elder Mei had been in a good mood since hearing Su Zhuyi had gone out to take a disciple. After all, this concerned Luoxue Peak’s inheritance, and Luoxue Peak was the foundation of the Gujian Sect.

When he heard Su Zhuyi had returned, he immediately ran over excitedly to see, planning to give some greeting gifts to her newly recruited disciple. When he saw the little girl, he suddenly felt something was wrong.

“This little girl seems to have no immortal affinity?” Her innate spiritual veins were so tiny they could be ignored. Small spiritual veins made it difficult to absorb and contain the heaven and earth spiritual energy. Without absorbing spiritual energy, cultivation would naturally be extremely difficult. It would be a blessing if this little girl could break through to the Ningshen Stage within a hundred years.

“Mm, she doesn’t. I found her in the mortal realm.”

“Oh, then are her parents willing?” They were a famous orthodox sect and wouldn’t be casual about taking disciples. They needed the parents’ consent before taking the children away.

Not all mortals were willing to send their children to immortal sects, as it meant they might never see them again in their lifetime.

Su Zhuyi paused: “Oh, I forgot to ask.”

Elder Mei: “…”

Your temperament is too casual. Don’t tell me you didn’t even say hello and just kidnapped her?

Elder Mei scowled: “How is this different from the Xueluo Sect?”

Su Zhuyi said in a sinister tone: “The Xueluo Sect would exterminate entire families.”

Elder Mei: “…” He rarely went down the mountain before and didn’t like dealing with people. Now he liked it even less, always feeling that talking with Su Zhuyi could anger him to death.

He took a deep breath: “Is the child herself willing?”

“Of course, she followed me for just one candied hawthorn stick.”

As Su Zhuyi finished speaking, the little girl giggled, her eyes curved like two little crescents.

Only then did Elder Mei notice that this little girl, who looked as pretty as a little fairy, actually appeared dazed and foolish—her mind wasn’t complete.

“Where does her family live? I’ll send disciples to ask.”

Su Zhuyi mentioned a location: “When I saw her, she wasn’t this clean. She was sitting by the roadside playing with mud.”

She had almost eaten the earthworms she dug out of the mud—how hungry must her belly have been?

A dazed and foolish little girl received no attention. Perhaps when she was taken away, her family felt relieved.

Of course, Su Zhuyi wasn’t overflowing with sympathy. She genuinely thought this little girl looked quite nice, so she picked her up to raise.

“Wu’er,” Su Zhuyi called. “I picked up a disciple. Take her to wash up and change clothes.”

Oh? She forgot to buy children’s clothes. But Little Skull knew needlework, so no worries.

“Wu’er, remember to make several sets of clothes for her. I’ll go ask the treasure tower for some fabric.”

Elder Mei: “…”

Are you taking the disciple, or is Wu’er taking the disciple?

“Isn’t it all the same? I take the disciple, Wu’er raises her,” Su Zhuyi smiled indifferently and ran off to get fabric.

But after flying a short distance, she returned and called out: “Wu’er, remember to handle her gently!”

She had once been such a pretty little girl, too. Unfortunately, her father didn’t love her, her grandmother didn’t care for her, her birth mother died early, and she couldn’t even get a bite to eat.

Beautiful women have tragic fates…

Thinking this, she took out the Liuguang Mirror and narcissistically tilted her head to look at her face.

Miaoshe Shiqi felt somewhat bitter: “…I’ve never seen anyone recover this quickly after being affected by the Qing Gu.”

But what her heart was truly like, only she knew.

Su Zhuyi gently stroked the mirror surface and smiled slightly.

Over there, Wu’er carefully pinched the little girl’s collar with two fingers and answered: “Okay, big sister.”

After gently placing the little girl on the ground, Little Skull took a string of red fruits and placed them in her palm.

Little Skull looked at the little girl, blinking her eyes before him. Her pair of eyes was bright and sparkling, clean and clear, like brilliant, rare treasures.

“I’m called Wu’er, and this is Big Yellow.”

“Welcome to Luoxue Peak.”

Chapter 166: Sword Competition
Su Zhuyi’s decision to take on a disciple was a whim. She hadn’t given any thought to how to raise a child. She always felt that in the blink of an eye, the little girl would grow into a young woman, and then she could take her out looking beautiful, dazzling everyone around.

Reality was vastly different from her imagination.

She gave the newly arrived little girl a name—Su Tang.

The reason was that she had been lured here with a string of candied hawthorn, so Su Tang’s nickname was Hulu (Gourd), for the same reason.

Little Hulu was now six and a half years old, with somewhat incomplete mental faculties. Su Zhuyi sent word to Dan Ruyun, asking her to send some Spirit Enlightenment Pills. After taking the medicine, Little Hulu seemed more normal—she no longer drooled when giggling. Su Zhuyi thought the child could now be taught, but when she tried teaching her, she nearly died of frustration.

A simple qi circulation technique—she spent an entire day explaining it, yet Little Hulu remained completely confused, understanding nothing at all.

“Sit cross-legged and perceive the spiritual qi of heaven and earth.” Luoxue Peak had abundant spiritual qi. Even a pig sitting here for half a day should be able to sense the spiritual qi between heaven and earth, right?

“Do you feel anything?” Su Zhuyi held a plum blossom branch in her hand, gently poking Little Hulu’s face with the flower.

Then she saw Little Hulu shiver and nod, blinking as she said, “Master, I felt it.”

“What did you feel?”

Little Hulu said, “It’s a bit cold. Such heavy snow.”

The small white snake coiled at Su Zhuyi’s feet trembled several times, clearly convulsed with laughter.

“When you can sense the spiritual qi of heaven and earth, then you can eat.” Su Zhuyi had no patience. She had never seen such a stupid child. Although the little girl was cute, with such poor comprehension, she was starting to regret bringing her back.

“Elder Sister, let me teach her.” Wu’er volunteered. Su Zhuyi felt a headache coming on and let him be. She had nothing else to do, so she returned to her room to meditate, planning to stabilize her cultivation. Sitting on the bed’s edge, watching Wu’er patiently guide Little Hulu hand-by-hand in perceiving heavenly and earthly spiritual qi, helping her open her meridians, Su Zhuyi’s thoughts gradually drifted away.

She thought again of her time on the Wangtian Tree.

Back then, she was covered in wounds, her meridians completely severed. It was Qin Jianglan who used his spiritual qi to nourish her meridians bit by bit.

Those days, looking back now, seemed like a dream.

A great dream of three thousand years, awakening in an instant. She thought she no longer cared, yet her heart felt empty. Sometimes she wondered—if possible, she would rather sleep eternally in dreams, never to wake again.

Her cultivation would grow higher and higher.

As time passed, the love curse’s influence on her would grow weaker and weaker.

She felt no pain now.

But when that time came, she would surely hurt, because she still remembered how much pain she felt on Luoxue Peak when she thought Qin Jianglan had died. It was that mad emotion that gave birth to the Qing Gu.

So while she felt no pain now, she would enjoy life well, seeking amusement everywhere.

Originally, she thought having a cute little girl under her watch would be more entertaining. Who knew that seeing Little Hulu’s stupidity would make Su Zhuyi feel blind? Why pick a pretty little girl? She should find a few handsome men for timely pleasure instead.

Lying sideways on the bed, Su Zhuyi counted on her fingers, recalling which men from her past life were handsome and ethereal enough to barely match her beautiful appearance. After thinking left and right without settling on anyone, she instead saw Qin Jianglan’s portrait on the wall. Feeling uncomfortable, she casually grabbed the Liuguang Mirror and smashed it. After smashing it, she cursed, “Growing up with such looks has spoiled my taste. What am I to do now?”

She rolled twice on the bed, feeling that even the bedding was empty.

Outside, the two children played happily, looking sweet and cheerful. Su Zhuyi felt she had done something wrong. She sprang up with a whoosh, planning to go out and act chivalrously, breaking up couples throughout the world.

After walking just a few steps, Su Zhuyi turned back, picked up the Liuguang Mirror, and took her sword.

Forget it. Life was so boring—she should set an easily achievable small goal first.

“What goal?”

“World’s number one sword.”

She swung her sword, and the Qingxia Sword’s silver light carved a long mark in the snow. Then she swiftly thrust out countless sword qi. The long mark in the snow became a tree trunk, countless sword qi formed branches, and scattered sword qi created flowers—a plum tree slowly bloomed in the snow.

“Master is amazing! You drew plum blossoms with your sword!” Little Hulu clapped happily, her nose red from the cold, and her hands also red from clapping too enthusiastically.

Little Skull grinned, “What’s so special about that? Even Big Yellow can draw plum blossoms.”

“Really?” Little Hulu asked with a face full of delight.

Su Zhuyi was also a bit curious.

Although Big Yellow was now a spirit beast, it was only a low-rank spirit beast with limited intelligence. Did such a dog understand art?

“Of course.” Little Skull waved proudly, “Big Yellow, go.”

They saw Big Yellow dash across the snow, leaving behind a large patch of plum blossom-shaped paw prints. Little Skull said from the side, “See? Isn’t it so?”

“It is! So many.” Little Hulu’s tone was full of admiration.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Suddenly felt like she couldn’t stay on Luoxue Peak anymore.

She should go compete with swords with others instead.

Thus, Su Zhuyi abandoned her newly accepted disciple and Wu’er, running off to challenge cultivation sects throughout the world. Whether righteous or demonic path, she won all the way from the Gujian Sect to the Yunxiao Sect.

Qin Jianglan of the Yunxiao Sect was once the world’s number one sword.

Now that the title of world’s number one belonged to her.

“You’ve won already, why don’t you leave quickly? Do you expect us to invite you for dinner?” The Yunxiao Sect Master’s expression was rather unpleasant. He never expected that after Qinghe could shatter Dong Fushang Sect’s immortal artifact with one sword, now this Su Zhuyi, young in years but extraordinary in sword dao, would defeat Yunxiao Sect’s masters without them being able to fight back. This forced all the young female cultivators of the Yunxiao Sect to become stimulated and go into seclusion to practice swordsmanship.

What had she said back then?

“Not as beautiful as me, not as good at swordsmanship as me, yet instead of cultivating properly, you come here to compete jealously. Don’t say I don’t like your senior brother—even if I did seduce your senior brother away, what could you do to me?”

Listen to such words!

Of course, it wasn’t just female disciples affected by her. Some proud young men among the disciples were also stimulated: “With your swordsmanship, you still want my favor? Look into my eyes—I’m not blind.”

Especially Qin Chuan, who practiced from dawn to dusk without rest. If he continued practicing like that, they really worried his body couldn’t withstand it.

They were similar in age, and Qin Chuan even had the rare Triple Yang Convergence Constitution—why couldn’t he compare to this enchantingly wicked girl?

The Yunxiao Sect Master couldn’t understand, and probably no one in the world could understand.

Looking at this junior who sat without proper posture made him feel annoyed. Look at how she sat there—so many Yunxiao Sect disciples hid outside, secretly watching with restless hearts. If she didn’t leave soon, she might steal away some people’s hearts.

“Sect Master, since I’ve won, how about you give me a prize?” Su Zhuyi asked with a grin.

“What do you want?” The Yunxiao Sect Master frowned, looking somewhat wary.

“I want to visit your Wangtian Tree.”

“The Wangtian Tree? That’s all?”

Su Zhuyi nodded. That’s all.

Yunxiao Sect, Wangtian Tree.

She had watched the scenery for three hundred years. In dreams, she had watched for many more years.

Now, she just wanted to look once more.

Perhaps if she looked again, she could achieve sudden enlightenment and ascend. After all, her cultivation had now reached perfection.

Facts proved she was overthinking. Even if she looked for a hundred years or ten thousand years, she would never sever emotions, abandon love, and become desireless.

Su Zhuyi leaned sideways against the doorframe, took off her shoes, and stretched her feet into the sea of clouds.

She watched the green leaves swaying outside, watched the sea of clouds churning in the distance, watched what seemed like a figure in the cloud mist, coming on a sword.

Blinking again, that figure had disappeared.

Su Zhuyi pressed her hand to her heart.

She thought the pain was about to begin.

Earlier than expected. Was it because this wooden house carried too many of her memories?

With a sharp crack, she slapped the wooden door, creating a large hole, her face showing a fierce expression: “So tell me, Old Dog Qin, how the hell did you sever your emotional bonds?”

You say sever and you sever—should I try severing you?

Now that I’m invincible under heaven, let me try killing some immortals and become the undisputed world’s number one sword.

When she forcefully slapped the door, the Liuguang Mirror she carried fell from her sleeve. The mirror landed on the wooden floor face-up, glowing faintly.

Su Zhuyi grasped the mirror in her hand. She suddenly wondered why he had left this mirror behind.

Because she hadn’t ascended.

Because only ascended beings could see that the Jianmu Tree connected heaven and earth.

She stood atop the Wangtian Tree, holding the Liuguang Mirror, vaguely seeing a towering tree in the distance, taller and more lush than the Wangtian Tree, standing between heaven and earth at this moment.

That was the Jianmu Tree.

Chapter 167: Saving Someone
The Jianmu Tree was a bridge connecting the immortal and mortal realms.

Those who hadn’t ascended couldn’t see the Jianmu Tree, and since they couldn’t see it, climbing it was impossible. But ascending this Jianmu Tree wasn’t too difficult—after all, in the memories of the earth-bound spirit Little Phoenix, someone had once climbed up to help her find her family.

The key was whether one could see it. It should be like that.

Throwing the Liuguang Mirror in her hand aside, Su Zhuyi discovered that the towering tree standing among the clouds, erected between heaven and earth, had disappeared. When she picked it up again, the tree reappeared before her eyes.

She held the mirror in her hand, playing with it, her fingers touching the cold mirror surface. Even after warming it against her chest for a day and night, this mirror remained ice-cold, exactly like Qin Jianglan back then.

His body was cold, and he had no heartbeat.

Just like this mirror.

But his emotions back then were burning and passionate…

Thinking of this, Su Zhuyi leaned sideways against the wooden door, stretching out her long legs, pointing her jade feet forward to touch the tender leaves of the Wangtian Tree outside. Her skin was white, tender, delicate as jade, her nails pink and adorable. After lightly tapping among the green leaves a few times, she withdrew her feet with boredom, the corner of her mouth showing a mocking smile.

On the Wangtian Tree, constantly displaying her body’s beauty had seemingly become a natural habit.

Because long ago, she had used all her wits here to tease and seduce a man.

If that Wangtian Tree had become sentient, it would probably have grown needle eyes by now.

“So men who claim to be devoted are all liars.”

“Only heart demons would have eyes only for you.”

In her past life, she had never given men a single bit of true affection. The one time she finally fell in love, he said he’d sever it and did, became immortal and ascended, even daring to use her as a stepping stone. Did he think I was easy to bully?

Su Zhuyi stayed a while longer before leaving Yunxiao Sect. She flew on her sword without rest, spending a day and night, arriving once again at the foot of the Jianmu Tree.

She didn’t know if this newly grown Jianmu Tree had any connection to the previous tree that had been chopped down. Standing at the tree’s base now, Su Zhuyi thought for a moment, then gently knocked twice on the trunk, wanting to greet it.

She had once seen some of the Jianmu Tree’s memories. Back then, what Quicksand River wanted to become a god and change was this tree’s fate.

It was restricted by heavenly dao rules, only able to stand here as a bridge connecting heaven and earth, while the maiden transformed from Quicksand River wanted to roam the entire world with him, watching flowers bloom and fall, clouds gather and scatter.

But now the Liuguang Mirror had become a divine artifact, yet this tree still stood here. It seemed like all those years of struggle had been in vain, with no change whatsoever. If Quicksand River hadn’t harbored such thoughts back then, perhaps now she would still be flowing gently at the foot of the Jianmu Tree, able to transform into human form, sitting on the treetop, swinging her feet, smiling carefree.

Unfortunately, she refined herself into a divine artifact, her body becoming a mirror, her primordial spirit completely shattered. In the end, the divine artifact was completed, but what meaning did it have?

Taking out the Liuguang Mirror and gently touching the Jianmu Tree with it, it seemed like a breeze passed by, making the leaves sway and rustle.

Su Zhuyi lightly touched her toes and leaped onto a branch. She thought climbing from the roots to the sky would be very difficult, but unexpectedly, each time she went up, the gently swaying branches seemed to give her a little assistance.

The branches swayed, with the wind beneath her feet.

Good wind lends its strength, carrying me to azure clouds.

She climbed up with determination like this, from sunrise to sunset, through day and night alternation. She didn’t know how much time had passed before Su Zhuyi finally saw the end.

But just as she was about to clench her fists and climb to the end with one final push, a branch beneath her feet bounced, and a force sent her to a small branch on the side. Her heel had just landed when she felt the scenery before her eyes change.

Could this be where immortals lived?

Had the Jianmu Tree sent her over?

Before Su Zhuyi could express thanks, she saw the Liuguang Mirror in her hand suddenly increase in weight, becoming so heavy she couldn’t hold it. Her hand loosened, and the mirror was immediately wrapped by the branch that had just bounced her, disappearing without a trace in an instant.

Su Zhuyi was dumbfounded. She hadn’t expected that when she tried greeting the Jianmu Tree at the bottom for so long without any response, she thought this newly grown tree had no connection to the past. Now it seemed that since it could take away the Liuguang Mirror, it probably still remembered Quicksand River.

But now, Su Zhuyi didn’t have much thought to spare for others. She lifted her foot and stepped forward.

What was the place where ascended immortals lived like?

She had imagined it would at least have immortal qi floating about, auspicious clouds everywhere, rare treasures and plants all over, immortal spirit beasts visible everywhere—in short, a place where one step could crush an immortal flower, and one breath of immortal qi could increase cultivation by ten years.

But unexpectedly, after taking this step, what she saw was a gray darkness.

Where was this?

The air seemed to have no spiritual qi, and it was frighteningly cold.

Luoxue Peak had heavy snow year-round, yet it was much warmer than here. The cold here seemed to seep into one’s bones, even protective barriers could hardly resist it. Su Zhuyi saw frost forming on the back of her hands, and the Qingxia Sword was almost freezing in her palm.

She circulated her cultivation technique and ate a pill before catching her breath slightly.

What kind of ghostly place was this? Why was it so gloomy and terrifying?

Su Zhuyi silently took out a Straw Man substitute before continuing forward.

There was nothing around.

Walking in this desolate, cold, and extremely quiet place, her heartbeat became particularly obvious.

Was this really where ascended immortals stayed? Su Zhuyi didn’t believe it at all.

What to do?

Su Zhuyi felt she was getting a bit scared.

She had been living well down below—why act on momentary anger and come up here to suffer? She could have lived well for several thousand more years, but now she felt her life and death were uncertain.

If she continued forward, would she lose her life?

But thinking again, there was nothing to fear about dying. Now, there was still reincarnation after death. She had accumulated quite a bit of merit in this lifetime. Although her senior brother and master couldn’t give her backdoor privileges, if she went to reincarnation, she could probably be born into a good family next time…

Bah, I haven’t lived enough yet.

Gripping tighter with her hand, Su Zhuyi clutched the Straw Man substitute more firmly. She continued walking forward for a stretch and suddenly saw a stone ahead.

Su Zhuyi’s heartbeat disappeared.

At that moment, her originally wildly beating heart seemed to be suddenly gripped tightly by someone. After a brief pause, there was a thunderous rumbling sound.

Thump thump thump thump…

Su Zhuyi’s heart pounded like drums.

That wasn’t a stone.

That was a back figure.

Someone was sitting on the ground, having sat there for who knows how long, almost becoming a lump of stone in this gray heaven and earth.

Was he Qin Jianglan?

Su Zhuyi’s mind exploded with a bang.

She simply couldn’t believe what she was seeing. She had come up to fight Qin Jianglan, originally planning to have a spectacular battle with an ascended immortal, but who would have thought it would turn out like this?

Su Zhuyi walked very slowly at first.

She carefully approached that stone. Later, her steps became faster and more urgent. She flew through the air and landed directly in front of the stone.

His aura was weak, with almost no vitality left.

Su Zhuyi slowly extended her hand. Her hand was trembling, not daring to touch him.

“Qin Jianglan.”

“Is it you?”

She gently brushed away the white hair covering his face. When she saw that face full of wrinkles, Su Zhuyi’s hand froze there, her eyes stinging, her vision instantly blurring.

Her fingers were white, tender, and clean, but the skin her fingertips touched was covered in wrinkles, like withered wood.

Su Zhuyi grinned, “Fool, I thought you were living happily and freely as an immortal in heaven. Who would have thought you’d aged like this? What happened? Didn’t you sever your heart demon and ascend? How did you ruin yourself into this inhuman, ghostly state?”

Her trembling fingertip touched his brow. “You abandoned your wife and nephew; now you’re suffering the consequences, aren’t you?”

Wu’er called him little uncle every day, so he counted as a nephew.

Though her face wore a mocking smile, tears kept falling uncontrollably. Su Zhuyi tremblingly reached for pills. When she took out the pill bottle, her hands wouldn’t stop shaking. Those round, smooth pills all fell through her fingers, rolling all over the ground like scattered pearls, making crisp tinkling sounds.

She lowered her head to frantically collect them. When she picked up the pills and brought them to Qin Jianglan’s mouth, she saw Qin Jianglan open his eyes.

His gaze was murky and weak as he said softly, “Su Zhuyi.”

“Dreaming again.”

Those dim, lifeless eyes had no spirit. His eyelids trembled slightly twice, about to slowly close.

Su Zhuyi couldn’t hold back anymore and burst into tears with a wail, “Old Dog Qin, how did you make yourself like this? Look at yourself now, like a mangy dog. Didn’t you ascend? Didn’t you go to heaven without even looking at me? How the hell did you end up like this?”

Qin Jianglan’s body trembled slightly.

After a long while, he smiled.

“You came.”

“You came to save me.”

“Bullshit, I came to kill you. Who knew before I could act, you were already about to die?” Su Zhuyi carefully fed the pill into Qin Jianglan’s mouth, then transferred her spiritual qi to him. Seeing his body was ice-cold, she directly embraced him tightly.

Fiercely holding him tight.

Su Zhuyi loved beauty most of all.

She had always felt that she could fancy Qin Jianglan and had no interest in other men because Qin Jianglan was good-looking.

However, now he was an ugly old man too terrible to look at, yet she still embraced him.

Holding this wretched old man, Su Zhuyi felt tears blurring her eyes. As long as he was still here, nothing else mattered. Only while alive could one settle scores later.

His body gradually warmed up.

His chest also had a faint heartbeat.

Though weak, it truly existed, completely different from his previous body.

“Zhuyi.”

“Mm?”

“Take me down, okay?”

“You have to beg me.” Though completely confused, Su Zhuyi knew that with Qin Jianglan’s current condition, continuing to stay here definitely wouldn’t work. She had to take him down.

He hadn’t become immortal.

This wasn’t fairyland either. Whatever this place was, she had to save him and bring him back.

Without waiting for Qin Jianglan’s answer, Su Zhuyi had already put Qin Jianglan on her back.

His body was light and weightless.

After getting him on her back, as Su Zhuyi walked back, she heard a hoarse voice in her ear, “I beg you.”

Knowing I was angry, now he’s accommodating me in everything, even able to say words like begging me. She wanted to curse, but her divine sense detected that Old Qin had already passed out. Su Zhuyi said nothing more and quickly returned.

She climbed down the Jianmu Tree all the way, carrying Qin Jianglan back to Luoxue Peak.

Chapter 168: Awakening
Su Zhuyi carried an old man back to Luoxue Peak. With her high cultivation, Luoxue Peak disciples could freely enter and exit the Gujian Sect, and the mountain-protecting array was like nothing to her. Therefore, her return was very discreet, not attracting anyone’s attention.

She placed Qin Jianglan in her room, lit soul-gathering and spirit-concentrating incense at his bedside, and set up an array around him to protect him well. Only then did she sit at the bedside looking at him, not even blinking once.

He was truly ugly.

A wretched old man.

Looking while sighing, she almost wanted to throw him back.

She moved closer, leaning toward him to look at the wrinkles on his face, thinking to herself that these wrinkles were so deep that even ants falling in couldn’t crawl out.

Before, I called you Old Dog Qin, and now you’ve actually become Old Man Qin. You have this day too.

Though she cursed him ten thousand times in her heart, the corner of her mouth held an imperceptible smile. It seemed that just lying by the bedside, quietly watching such a wretched old man, she didn’t feel bored at all.

In the morning, Wu’er still came to change the flowers in the room. This was his unwavering habit—every few days, he would place a bunch of bright flowers in his elder sister’s room, and even when no one lived there, he continued this practice.

During the three years Elder Sister had left Luoxue Peak to roam the world, he had brought Little Hulu here continuously without interruption. The flowers in the vase were delicate and bright, a splash of color in this world of ice and snow.

This time, Little Skull held not plum blossoms but purple magnolias he had picked from other peak mountaintops. Little Hulu wasn’t empty-handed either—she carried a white jade plate with a plate of glittering red fruits.

Three years had passed. Little Hulu was still at the early Qi Refinement stage, her cultivation unchanged, but she had grown considerably. Her body had shot up a head taller, and she already showed some graceful curves. Her chest was no longer flat as a washboard but had developed beautiful contours. She was still a budding flower, but one could imagine that in another three to five years, when she fully bloomed in delicate beauty, countless bees and butterflies would want to pluck this tender flower.

When they reached the room entrance, Little Skull suddenly stopped. He sniffed twice, then said with a face full of joy, “Elder Sister, you’re back!”

Little Hulu’s hands holding the jade plate trembled.

She said timidly, “Master has returned.”

Little Hulu liked her master very much. In her memory, it was Master who gave her delicious candied hawthorn, beautiful clothes to wear, and brought her out from the mountain valley to this place where immortals lived.

Master had also given her immortal pills, making her mind enlightened, unlike when she was small and understood nothing, foolishly happy all day.

But she was also afraid of Master.

Afraid Master would dislike her stupidity.

Little Hulu still remembered that day when Master looked at her impatiently, saying she was stupid and that even teaching a pig would be faster than teaching her.

Was Master back to test her magical arts?

What had she learned?

Little Hulu’s eyes darted around, her mind going blank. Had she learned mental cultivation techniques? How did the circulation go? Forgotten, all forgotten. She had learned the Qingfeng technique that could clean clothes—how did that work? Also forgotten. She had also learned a sword move, but being nervous now, she couldn’t remember anything…

She felt both ashamed and panicked. When she saw the window open and Master appear, Little Hulu burst into tears with a wail.

This was crying from anxiety.

Su Zhuyi had been so absorbed in watching Qin Jianglan that she didn’t notice Little Skull and the others approaching. But when Little Skull spoke, she reacted, got up to open the window, planning to greet Little Skull and her bargain disciple. Who knew that as soon as she showed her face, she had scared her disciple to tears.

Su Zhuyi touched her cheek. Did she look fierce?

“What’s wrong?” Little Skull threw the flowers in his hands through the window, then couldn’t care about Elder Sister anymore. He looked at Little Hulu with a worried face, anxiously reaching out to wipe her tears, “Don’t cry. Are you hungry?”

Little Hulu nodded through her sniffles, “A little.”

She was already a bit hungry, and seeing Master made her panic even more, making her hungrier.

“Mm, I brought food.” Little Skull took out many foods from his storage magical treasure—not pills or spirit fruits, but many mortal world pastries that looked quite exquisite.

“Big Brother, you eat too.” Little Hulu reached out to grab a piece of osmanthus cake and fed it directly to Little Skull’s mouth.

Little Skull’s mouth was stuffed with cake, smiling until his eyes became slits, looking completely silly.

Watching the sweet interaction between the young man and woman, Su Zhuyi twitched her mouth corner, thinking to herself: Little Skull, although I know you’ve maintained childlike innocence for many years, how long have I brought you out, how much have you learned, and you still truly think you’re a child?

How old are you? Changing yourself to be the same age as Little Hulu and eating with her every day—you’ve been living on spiritual energy alone for eight hundred years…

If Su Zhuyi used to find their interaction annoying to watch, now she wasn’t so impatient. After placing the purple magnolias in the vase, she asked, “Are those fruits on the plate for me?”

Little Skull shook his head, “Didn’t Little Uncle ascend? These are for him. Immortals all need offerings.” After speaking, he suddenly realized something and pressed his lips tightly in silence.

“Immortal?” Su Zhuyi laughed coldly, “If I had gone any later, he would have reincarnated already.”

Not necessarily—that place was simply a forbidden land outside heavenly dao where no beings were tolerated. Perhaps even if he wanted to reincarnate, he wouldn’t have the chance.

“Ah?” Su Zhuyi stepped aside and pointed to the bed behind her.

She had protected him with an array of barriers and lit concentrated incense with a rich fragrance. Plus, Qin Jianglan’s aura was too weak, so it was normal for Little Skull not to notice initially. But now that she had stepped aside, when Little Skull’s divine sense looked over, he saw someone lying on the bed.

White hair like frost, face full of wrinkles.

But even aged, he could recognize this was his little uncle.

“Didn’t Little Uncle ascend to become an immortal? What happened to him?”

Su Zhuyi spread her hands helplessly, “How would I know what happened to him? We’ll only know when he wakes up. Go get some good medicine. Are there still immortal pills from the Treasure Pavilion? If they won’t give them, be fierce, understand?”

“How could they not give them?” Little Skull said, “Elder Sister, over these three years of challenges, battle reports have been sent back to Gujian Sect daily. Gujian Sect is now truly the world’s number one. You’ve made great contributions—how could they not give pills for asking?” He stood up with a whoosh, “I’ll go right away.”

Little Skull had already dashed forward several steps in a hurry. After going far, he suddenly stopped and turned back, shouting to Su Zhuyi, “Elder Sister, while I’m gone, don’t be fierce to her.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

Why would she be fierce to her? Jealous that she was younger than herself?

So what if she was young? As for looks, though quite good and only inferior to her by one point, the temperament was far lacking.

Silly and dumb—even when grown up, she’d be a foolish big sister.

Little Hulu was lowering her head, eating pastries. Feeling Master’s gaze, she panicked and raised her head. Crumbs still stuck to the corner of her mouth, her big eyes blinked twice, almost crying again.

“Master…” Just as she opened her mouth, she choked, coincidentally coughing out tears.

Su Zhuyi: “…”

How did she end up with such a stupid disciple? So just being good-looking wasn’t enough—one also needed to be smart. Otherwise, one was just a straw bag, a flower vase. In the cultivation world, without someone to look after her, she could only serve as a cultivation furnace for others.

She twitched her mouth corner, “Eat slowly, don’t choke.”

“Mm, thank you Master.” Master wasn’t angry—she immediately smiled, her eyes forming crescents, looking quite endearing.

Forget it, forget it. Too lazy to manage her. Since she had already accepted her, she couldn’t expel her from the sect. Su Zhuyi didn’t close the window and returned to the bedside, sitting down beside Qin Jianglan again.

She didn’t know how long it would take for him to wake up.

She was willing to wait.

Spring went, and autumn came. The purple magnolias on the windowsill had changed to chrysanthemums.

Little Skull said that since Little Uncle was older now, placing chrysanthemums was more auspicious.

Qin Jianglan still hadn’t awakened, but his aura had stabilized much more, and the wrinkles on his face had decreased. At that time, his cultivation was almost completely lost, and his spiritual qi exhausted, so naturally, he would age. Now with spiritual qi in his body and cultivation slowly recovering, he had become much younger, no different from before—clear and ethereal, like an immortal.

But he still hadn’t woken up.

Su Zhuyi got tired of sitting by the bedside and was now leaning sideways against the windowsill. She still wore the most brilliant red and no shoes or socks, her foot propped against the opposite window frame with a string of bells tied around her ankle.

Moving her foot slightly, the bells would gently sway, producing clear and pleasant sounds. These were Clear Sound Bells—when used with calming spells, they had a tranquilizing effect. Su Zhuyi wanted to calm Qin Jianglan’s spirit but was too lazy to shake bells and recite spells herself, so she tied the bells to her foot. As long as she moved, the bells would automatically ring.

As for spells, she couldn’t recite them with the right feeling, so she might as well sing little tunes.

Thinking of how Qin Jianglan used to recite spells day after day, it was difficult for him.

The chrysanthemums on the table bloomed brilliantly, golden yellow and very eye-catching.

Su Zhuyi flicked her finger, shooting out a sword qi from her fingertip. This was her new sword move—no sword in hand but sword in heart. Even without holding her sword ancestor, she could shoot out sword qi anytime, anywhere.

The sword qi whooshed past, cutting down a chrysanthemum flower. She raised her hand and grasped at the void, and the chrysanthemum came into her hand.

The chrysanthemum had layer upon layer of petals, too many to count.

Su Zhuyi held the flower and played with it for a while, plucked a petal and tossed it outside the window, “Wake up…”

The golden petal fell on the snow, made even more brilliant by the white backdrop, shining luminously. It adorned the white snow while ennobling itself.

“Won’t wake up…”

She tossed another petal, which was blown by the wind and landed in the distant snow.

“Wake up, won’t wake up, still won’t wake up…”

“Wake up, won’t wake up, still won’t wake up…”

A perfectly good chrysanthemum was plucked bald by her. Petals scattered across the snow, blown by the wind, and flying up again like golden little butterflies dancing in the wind.

Su Zhuyi propped her chin with one hand and extended the other outside the window. She turned her wrist, and those dancing petals gathered together again, flowing into her palm and reassembling in her hand—a chrysanthemum again.

She used spiritual qi to float the chrysanthemum before her eyes, “Flowers can bloom again, but people—when will they awaken?”

Turning her head, she suddenly saw the person who had lain on the bed for so long sit up. Her hand trembled, and those spirit qi-gathered petals scattered again, raining flower petals before her, falling all over her clothes and dress.

The brilliant red paired with scattered golden yellow made her appear both enchanting and noble.

Qin Jianglan was completely mesmerized.

In his dream, she walked gracefully toward him, gathering all the light. The crisp bell sounds at this moment were like soul-stealing music, making one obsessed and mad, falling into demonic obstacles.

He heard his heartbeat.

The thump-thump-thump heartbeat was like dense drumbeats, that heart seeming about to leap from his chest.

Having done nothing yet, he was already tantalized into losing his composure.

Qin Jianglan’s eyes darkened. He silently recited a heart-clearing spell. When he opened his eyes again, Su Zhuyi had already sat beside him.

“Old Immortal, you’re awake?”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

His chin was gently grasped by Su Zhuyi and lifted. “I have something to say, but I don’t know if I should say it.”

Qin Jianglan quietly looked at her.

“Looking at your appearance, I understand why mortals say they’d rather be mandarin ducks than immortals.”

After speaking, she lifted her skirt hem and sat cross-legged on the bed, her body leaning slightly forward. Her loosened neckline revealed large areas of snow-white skin, even the thin strings of her undergarment hanging down. Her movements were bold and daring.

Though separated by a thin blanket, her posture was still essentially straddling Qin Jianglan.

“How about being mandarin ducks with me?” Though she had wanted to beat him up, now that he was awake, Su Zhuyi felt she should punish him in other ways.

First, satisfy herself, then educate others.

Cong Shan – Epilogue
Su Zhuyi was like a bully molesting a virtuous woman.

Her fiery red dress was hiked up to her waist, the layers of skirt covering her waist and hips, but her legs couldn’t be hidden.

Two straight, pale, long legs swayed dazzlingly before his eyes. She knelt there, one hand gripping Qin Jianglan’s chin, the other reaching through his robe’s collar to stroke his collarbone a few times before saying, “Do you still remember how old you were before?”

“Let me tell you, your face was covered in wrinkles, so deep that even ants falling in couldn’t crawl out.”

Yet even with that ancient face, she had watched him for so long, day after day, without feeling tired of it.

Her current cultivation was similar to Qin Jianglan’s from her past life. The influence of the Qing Gu had been completely worn away over time through daily sword competitions.

She now didn’t have that empty feeling. She had heart and emotion, love and resentment.

She had never thought of ascending.

The mortal world was infinitely wonderful—why ascend to become an immortal?

She couldn’t achieve desirelessness, much less treat all beings equally.

In her eyes, those she liked could be spoiled in heaven, those she disliked could be slapped to death. Even if those she favored made mistakes, she would indulge them. Even if strangers were right, if she found them displeasing, she would teach them a lesson. She was just this willful, this flamboyant.

Blinking her eyes, Su Zhuyi pointed at her cheek, “Look at me again—am I still this beautiful?”

Then, that jade finger pointed at Qin Jianglan’s chest, poking several times before saying, “So the one at a loss is me, not you.”

Using the Qingfeng technique, she washed Qin Jianglan from head to toe, then stripped off his upper garments, leaving him completely bare in an instant. She laughed playfully, wrapped her arms around his shoulders, moved closer, and whispered in his ear, “Why aren’t you moving? Can’t move, or don’t dare move?”

While speaking, she even extended her little tongue to lick his earlobe.

Gently holding and sucking twice, the hot breath from her mouth and nose made his ear burn red, and all the blood in his body boiled accordingly. Those flames rushed to a certain place below, making him somewhat unable to control himself.

The blanket was thin, and Su Zhuyi was constantly monitoring Qin Jianglan’s physical condition. She naturally saw the abnormality under the thin blanket and smiled, especially seductively.

“Old Immortal, can’t get close to women?”

She pushed out her chest, almost pressing against Qin Jianglan’s face, looking triumphant, “What happens if you break the abstinence vows?” Her hand slowly slid down, rubbing twice through the blanket, her eyes squinting with laughter, crafty as a fox.

Qin Jianglan smiled helplessly. She had used her aura to suppress him from the start—he simply couldn’t move. Otherwise, how could he let her be so arrogant, twisting and turning on him without getting to business?

He knew she was still very upset inside.

So she had come to make him upset.

“I didn’t become an immortal,” Qin Jianglan said.

“That was just deceiving the Heavenly Dao, seeking a thread of survival.” He was still very weak now, at least his cultivation was inferior to Su Zhuyi’s. If she kept suppressing him like this, he truly wouldn’t be able to move from beginning to end.

If he could just lie back and enjoy it, that would be fine, but she was deliberately trying to torment him. If he didn’t explain clearly, his days would probably be very difficult.

This demoness used to be an expert in the Xueluo Sect—she knew far too many methods.

“Oh?” Su Zhuyi straightened up, untied the silk ribbon binding her hair, removed the hairpin from her hair, letting her black hair cascade down like a waterfall, then slightly raised her chin, indicating for him to continue.

Skin like snow.

Black hair like clouds.

Red dress like fire.

That fire burned to his heart, making his speech rapid and his voice much hoarser.

“I sacrificed my body to the mirror, making time flow backward. I shouldn’t exist between heaven and earth, but because you remembered me, I continued to exist without being devoured and erased by the Liuguang Mirror. Instead, I gradually began to control it and cooperate with it. We all thought the original soul of the Liuguang Mirror had completely shattered, but even if shattered, the original intention remained.”

The original intention to make the Liuguang Mirror a heaven-defying divine artifact remained.

“When you encountered danger, I forcibly emerged to save you. That already tainted the Liuguang Mirror with hostility. If we hadn’t later benefited from the Rebirth Pond, both the mirror and I might not have lasted.”

He originally had a chance to become the Liuguang Mirror’s master, but to emerge early, he lost the opportunity to become its master and remained a sacrificial offering.

“But my heart demons were too heavy, my obsessions too deep. The Rebirth Pond’s cleansing could only provide temporary relief. The appearance of the Qing Gu was like a thorn buried in my heart, making me even more obsessive and crazy. Fortunately, the Reincarnation Path was about to succeed. To preserve both the Reincarnation Path and the Liuguang Mirror, I simply sealed myself and split myself in half, equivalent to a technique that Nascent Soul late-stage cultivators could practice: the division technique.”

“One to accompany you, one to guard the Liuguang Mirror. But the one accompanying you grew stronger and stronger, while the true original became weaker and weaker.”

Su Zhuyi knew about cultivators’ division techniques—creating a body for oneself and controlling it with divine sense for convenience. However, divisions were always weaker than the original, and if the division was injured, the main body would also be affected, so creating divisions was thankless work that generally no one wanted to do. Especially if one had heart demons, if they erupted and backlashed against the master, it would be terrible.

Which cultivator didn’t have some inner knots? Having heart demons was perfectly normal. As long as one could control them, it wasn’t a big problem. But once one created a division that gave heart demons an opening, the consequences were unimaginable.

“When Miaoshe Shiqi died, I was at the place where the Jianmu Tree fell—in that pit, trying to find its remnant soul.”

“He died, you cried, I went mad.”

“Both division and original were me, just one more rational, the other more insane. If I completely fell into demonic madness, the Liuguang Mirror would degenerate into a demonic artifact, the Reincarnation Path would cease to exist, and you, this anomaly of the Heavenly Dao, would also be erased. Everything we had done before would be in vain.”

“When I still had a thread of rationality, the Jianmu Tree’s remnant soul appeared and taught me a method to deceive heaven and cross the sea. Since it concerned your life and death, I listened.”

The Jianmu Tree had fallen, but it still had remaining will. It reminded me of Quicksand River.

It still remembered protecting Quicksand River.

He no longer controlled his emotions, letting heart demons completely grow and strengthen. He would sever ties with relatives, sect, innocent people, disciples—caring nothing for the life and death of all beings under heaven, having only Su Zhuyi left in his eyes.

At that instant, the Jianmu Tree’s remnant soul surged into his body, helping his original maintain a thread of clarity, breaking through cultivation realms and welcoming heavenly tribulation. He was betting on that instant, winning a thread of survival.

The original was in the Liuguang Mirror. When he underwent tribulation, it was like the Liuguang Mirror undergoing tribulation. It was precisely the surging spiritual qi during tribulation that attracted the Breathing Soil in Su Zhuyi’s belly.

He had won the bet.

When Breathing Soil entered the Liuguang Mirror, the Reincarnation Path was already formed.

“I didn’t undergo tribulation to become immortal. I just used that instant’s illusion to attract Breathing Soil inside, making the Liuguang Mirror become a divine artifact.”

“The Heavenly Dao isn’t so easily deceived. I exploited a loophole, and at that time, I indeed had a kind of enlightenment, wanting to ride the wind and depart.” As a result, he deceived the Heavenly Dao and also deceived the countless beings of the True Spirit Realm, deceived Qinghe and Luo Ying, making them all think he had severed his heart demons and ascended to immortality.

“But you also know I was a fake—how could I truly become immortal? If I had truly become immortal, even in a barren land, I could use divine thought to open up an immortal realm.”

But he hadn’t.

There was no immortal realm in heaven either. The original True Spirit Realm had long been devoured by the Liuguang Mirror and had now become part of the Reincarnation Path. Going up now, he could only reach that forbidden land of heavenly punishment with no spiritual qi.

“Almost all my power was in that division. When the division was scattered by lightning, the original was also severely injured.”

“The land of heavenly punishment has no spiritual qi, nothing at all. I was injured and couldn’t move, could only sit there.”

Waiting for you, or waiting to die. He hadn’t expected her to come, which was why he felt like he was dreaming.

He chuckled softly, “I waited for you.”

Su Zhuyi asked blankly, “What if I hadn’t come?”

Qin Jianglan lowered his eyelids slightly, “Not coming would mean you’d forgotten me, fate had changed, you wouldn’t need to constantly hold a Straw Man substitute, worrying about being erased by the Heavenly Dao. You would live very well.”

What he sought was for her to live freely and boldly.

“You left the mirror behind—why didn’t you say a word to me?”

At that time, to deceive the Heavenly Dao, he couldn’t possibly say these things, nor did he have time. The one accompanying Su Zhuyi was a heart demon who had lost all rationality and had only her in his eyes and heart—he couldn’t possibly say these things either.

But Qin Jianglan shook his head, “The Liuguang Mirror is a divine artifact, and I’m not its master. I couldn’t leave it behind.”

Then who left it for her?

Su Zhuyi’s mind conjured the image of that maiden sitting on the Jianmu Tree. She murmured, “It was Quicksand River.”

If she hadn’t gone, or if she had gone too late, thinking of this, Su Zhuyi felt cold all over. Her body went limp and weak, and she unconsciously released her aura suppression of Qin Jianglan. Now slumping in his arms, she felt a wave of retrospective fear.

Was it because she constantly threw and hit the Liuguang Mirror that the mirror told her nothing?

She couldn’t fathom the mirror’s thoughts, only feeling anxious and uneasy, her body trembling slightly. Tightly gripping a corner of the blanket, Su Zhuyi felt she couldn’t catch her breath.

She didn’t know when a hand had already passed through her waist, gently embracing her.

Another hand traced across her neckline, slipping into her undergarment, stopping at her chest.

His dark, low voice came to her ear, “Zhuyi.”

“Mm?”

“Can I move now?” Though phrased as a question, his hands were already dishonestly kneading and pinching gently. He also threw off the blanket with one motion, stuffing her directly under the covers, removing that barrier and pressing them skin to skin.

She lay on her back in his arms.

His hand was inside her clothes.

He lowered his head to kiss her forehead and cheeks, while she raised her head to meet his kisses.

As if they could never kiss enough, clinging together and unwilling to part, their bodies seemed on fire, frighteningly hot. Passion surged, leaving no rationality, completely unaware of the outside world, having only him in their eyes and hearts.

She had no idea when her undergarment was untied, but she clearly remembered wanting to strip off his pants.

Just as they were inseparably entwined, a startled cry came from outside.

Su Zhuyi hadn’t closed the window.

At this moment, Little Hulu stood outside the window holding a plate of fruit, rooted to the spot, dumbstruck.

Little Skull quickly covered her eyes with his hands, “Don’t look, let’s go quickly.”

“What is Master doing?” Little Hulu blinked her eyes. Her eyes were covered too tightly to see anything. “Is Master uncomfortable? She was just twisting like a snake, and she was straining her neck too.”

While speaking, she gestured. Little Hulu had grown up now, with a defined waist and hips. Her twisting was quite graceful.

Little Skull: “…”

Stop twisting, my eyes hurt.

Stop talking, or you’ll be beaten to death.

He had originally only covered Little Hulu’s eyes, but now he had to cover her mouth too.

Her eyelashes lightly brushed his palm, her warm lips restlessly opening and closing as if still wanting to speak. That sensation made Little Skull blush and his voice deepen, “Let’s go first, we’ll talk later.”

Only after leading Little Hulu far away did he breathe a sigh of relief.

But Little Hulu still persistently asked, “What was Master doing?”

“Doing what she wants to do with someone she likes.” After scratching his head and thinking for a long time, Little Skull finally found the words. “I heard that’s how babies come about.”

“Then let’s go do it too.” Little Hulu looked innocently charming, pure and naive.

Little Skull immediately turned bright red.

“Cough, cough, later, later…”

Extra Chapter 1: Who is the Culprit
On the Wangtian Tree, Su Zhuyi was physically weak while Qin Jianglan was powerful—the world’s number one Sword Master.

Initially, she was wrapped in bandages all over her body. Qin Jianglan changed her medicine bit by bit, dragging her back from the brink of death.

When she got better and could move, she began causing mischief.

She would flirt with Qin Jianglan from time to time, thinking daily about how to take his body, obtaining weak spiritual qi through dual cultivation. During the three hundred years she spent on the Wangtian Tree, the number of times she truly got satisfaction could be counted on one hand.

Now, on Luoxue Peak, Qin Jianglan was physically weak while Su Zhuyi was powerful—she was the world’s number one Sword Master.

“Before, I was the one clinging to you.”

“Now, I’m still the one clinging to you.” Su Zhuyi lowered her head, glanced at where their bodies were entwined, and shook her head, saying, “I still have to do the work. Not only do I move, but I also have to give you spiritual qi. I feel like I’m getting the raw deal no matter what.”

The room’s window remained open.

Cold moonlight filtered through the window lattice, spreading a layer of silver sand on the floor. Su Zhuyi had hot sweat on her body. When the cold wind blew on her, she shrank slightly, also tightening her grip on him.

That slight movement made Qin Jianglan furrow his brow, a barely audible soft grunt escaping his lips.

She had never heard him pant or moan before—at most, there would be muffled grunts during the most intense moments. Now that his body was weak, had his willpower also become fragile? That made sense—at least his primordial spirit wasn’t as powerful as before.

Su Zhuyi found this very interesting.

Like getting a new toy, she began deliberately teasing him, playing with great enjoyment.

“Call out once more for me to hear.”

“Be good, or I won’t let you eat.”

Qin Jianglan hadn’t recovered his strength yet. At the slightest disagreement, Su Zhuyi would cast a binding spell on him, then light the fire without extinguishing it, just adding fuel to the flames from the side, occasionally touching him while asking with satisfaction, “Comfortable? If you call out once, I’ll make you even more comfortable.”

Qin Jianglan: “…”

“Back in the day, who would cast binding spells on me at the slightest disagreement, leaving me unable to move?” She blinked with a smile, looking like a petty person who had achieved success.

“You’re quite vindictive.”

“You just realized?”

Seeing that Qin Jianglan had gone silent, Su Zhuyi became excited again.

She placed her hand beneath him, extended her head to his ear to nibble on it, gently pressing her lips while using her tongue tip to trace his ear, her other hand caressing his back. Feeling his spine tense up, Su Zhuyi finally released her mouth and said in a coquettish voice, “Don’t hold back. If you call out a few times, I can make you even more comfortable.”

Qin Jianglan’s face burned like fire.

After a long while, he slowly said, “Only if you make me comfortable first will I call out.”

Su Zhuyi: “…”

The two rolled into a tangle again. The seductive female voice and deep male voice harmonized into a melody in this quiet night, making even the bright moon in the sky shy enough to hide behind clouds.

The next day at noon, the sunlight was blazing. Su Zhuyi had been tired for most of the night, and in the end, she had given all the benefits from dual cultivation to Qin Jianglan. She slept deeply afterward—even with the midday sun beating down, she hadn’t awakened.

Qin Jianglan was physically weak and had been drained all night, so naturally, he hadn’t woken up either. Their arms and legs were still entangled, and though they had pulled up the blanket, it wasn’t properly covered, leaving most of them exposed.

When Little Hulu came to look, she accidentally saw them again.

She saw Master clinging to Master’s Master like an octopus, and she also saw that Master’s hands and body had many red marks, like mosquito bites.

Little Hulu had lived rather miserably in her early years.

She was often bitten by mosquitoes until her whole body was covered in red dots, with red bumps all over her arms and legs, much like what Master looked like now. No, wait, Master’s bumps were bigger, and the color was deeper.

It must be because Master’s skin was more delicate.

After thinking about it, she ran to the back mountain to gather medicinal herbs, planning to apply medicine to Master. But just as she brought the herbs back, she saw her senior brother coming. She immediately said, “Senior Brother, there are mosquitoes on Luoxue Peak that have bitten Master badly.”

Little Skull became anxious upon hearing this.

He followed along and looked through the window, seeing Elder Sister and Little Uncle snuggled together. Elder Sister’s exposed arms indeed had many red marks, which made him somewhat puzzled, “Are there mosquitoes on Luoxue Peak?”

“The weather here is so cold.”

He swept the area with his divine sense but couldn’t find a single mosquito.

“Then, then what bit her?”

The young man and woman crouched under the window whispering to each other. The two children would occasionally steal glances at the room, both shy and curious, placing their fists beside their cheeks while pondering randomly, “What exactly bit her? Could it be the little white snake?”

“Impossible. How would the little white snake dare bite Elder Sister? It wouldn’t want to break its teeth.”

Little Skull flatly denied this.

“But there’s nothing on Luoxue Peak that would dare bite Master.” Little Hulu looked melancholy—she wanted to catch the bad spirit beast that bit Master.

Little Skull had a sudden inspiration and asked, “Could it be Little Uncle?”

While the two were whispering with their heads together, someone suddenly asked, “What are you two doing?”

“Guessing who bit Elder Sister.”

It was Yi Lian coming out of seclusion. The Golden Sparrow on his shoulder was also bigger than before, holding its head high and standing on one foot on Yi Lian’s shoulder, looking quite majestic.

As soon as he came out of seclusion, he heard that Su Zhuyi had challenged sects worldwide and won the title of the world’s number one sword. He was overjoyed and, caring about nothing else, rushed directly to Luoxue Peak, just in time to see the two children crouching sneakily under the window, chatting.

He strode forward, and as he walked past, his gaze swept into the room.

Yi Lian instantly froze, his face flushing red. What bit Elder Sister? Wasn’t it that man!

How fiercely had he been gnawing for the red marks to still not have healed? Unless, that is, Su Zhuyi did it deliberately and simply didn’t use spiritual qi to protect her body.

Oh my, he couldn’t think about it anymore.

These young people…

He immediately turned his face away, but the Golden Sparrow on his shoulder wouldn’t let it go and began squawking loudly, “Outrageous! In broad daylight, immoral behavior, immoral behavior…”

Su Zhuyi, sleeping deeply, heard the sharp bird cries.

What was all this noise so early in the morning?

She casually grabbed something and threw it out—it was her hairpin.

Her sword skills were superb, with sword qi everywhere. That sharp hairpin shot out like a flying sword, frightening the Golden Sparrow into loud cries. If the Sword Ancestor hadn’t suddenly appeared to block it, the bird might have been injured.

The Qingxia Sword went out and made a big circle.

When it returned, it found Su Zhuyi still sleeping.

It coughed twice, “Go away, go away. Children shouldn’t look—you’ll get styes if you do.”

After shooing everyone away, the Sword Ancestor sighed deeply and secretly cursed, “Shameless behavior.”

But after cursing, the flying sword flew to the windowsill, gently closed the window, then carved a deep sword mark outside the window. Stern sword qi emanated from it, capable of deterring people from far away.

Trespassers will be killed without mercy!

This could also be considered another form of an immortal sword protecting its master.

Extra Chapter 2: Big Watermelons
In the mortal realm, at the Fragrant Wine Restaurant. This restaurant wasn’t entirely proper, and neither was the storyteller, who half-reclined in his chair with his long legs crossed and propped on the table, looking like a rogue.

“The Danfu Sect’s pills are most famous.” Behind the screen, the storyteller put down his covered tea bowl, the lid clicking against the cup with a crisp sound.

As soon as his words fell, there was an uproar outside, “Isn’t that obvious? Danfu Sect’s pills, Gujian Sect’s swords—who doesn’t know that?”

“Cough, cough, the Danfu Sect has something even more famous than their pills, which you don’t know about.”

“Tell us!” Copper coins were thrown over, and the storyteller immediately smiled, lowering his voice: “Women’s chests.”

The screen was semi-transparent, and with the sunlight just right outside, the storyteller’s figure cast a shadow on the screen. They could see him making exaggerated gestures with both hands, “Especially the most famous Dan Ruyun now—damn, she’s carrying two big watermelons in her arms.”

A group of men all laughed lewdly, “What nonsense, as if you’ve seen them.”

“Not only have I seen them, I’ve even touched them!”

“Looking for a beating! If Danfu Sect cultivators heard that, they’d flay you alive!”

“What about Yunxiao Sect? I’m planning to send my son there to learn!” someone else asked.

“Yunxiao Sect is naturally quite good too.” The storyteller took a sip of tea to moisten his throat. “Do you know what the Yunxiao Sect is most famous for?”

“Qin Chuan with his Triple Yang Convergence Constitution! I heard he’s handsome and talented, a dragon among men!”

“A few days ago, I heard he visited our mortal cities. The flowers thrown by young ladies along the way could pile up the entire street.” Some women in the restaurant laughed as they spoke.

“Qin Chuan is alright, I suppose.” The storyteller made clicking sounds, “What Yunxiao Sect is most famous for is the Wangtian Tree.”

“You’re just bragging. What’s so famous about a tree?”

“That’s because you don’t know. Those two from the Gujian Sect comprehended the sword dao on the Yunxiao Sect’s Wangtian Tree. That tree is a wonderful place where cultivation advances by leaps and bounds. Even just standing under the tree, a pig could embark on the immortal path.”

“Really?”

“Absolutely. That’s a divine tree. If the Yunxiao Sect Master ever comes to his senses and organizes visits to the Wangtian Tree to earn some incense money, Yunxiao Sect’s threshold might be trampled down, making it the world’s richest cultivation sect.”

Yunxiao Sect used to be the world’s number one in swordsmanship.

Now, were they heading towards becoming the world’s richest with no turning back?

“That tree often moves without wind, swaying so much that if a fallen leaf happens to land on your head, you might just…”

The storyteller momentarily forgot his words. Hearing a woman asking urgently, he said in a panic, “You might just be blessed with a precious child.”

Oh my, the Wangtian Tree could even serve as a fertility goddess—it deserved proper worship.

Unfortunately, the Yunxiao Sect Master didn’t have the sense to let everyone visit. Immortal sects were immortal sects—they could secretly gossip about it, but it absolutely couldn’t reach their ears.

“Gujian Sect! Gujian Sect! Tell us about the Gujian Sect!” The Gujian Sect was truly the world’s number one, so everyone was most interested in it. When someone mentioned it, others joined in clamoring.

“Gujian Sect has many famous things. You know about the three great beauties, right?”

“We know, we know! Sword Master Su Zhuyi, her disciple Su Hulu, and her lover Qin Jianglan.”

The storyteller spat out a mouthful of hot tea.

He had been sitting casually, but now he sat up straight with a serious expression: “Qin Jianglan is the true Sword Master in my heart. His swordsmanship is divine…”

Before he could finish, someone threw a plate at him, “That Qin fellow is just a pretty boy who follows Su Da Da around eating and drinking. To be a man to that extent…”

He changed his tune: “Damn, that’s so cool! I’d be willing too if it were me!”

The woman beside him spat at him, “With your bear-like appearance, don’t even think about it.”

“Uh, let’s not talk about the three beauties. I won’t argue with you people who don’t understand. Let me tell you about the most famous thing…”

“What the Gujian Sect is most famous for is protecting their own. Do you know what protecting their means?”

“Just last time, Little Hulu went to Yunbao City—that’s where cultivation disciples buy treasures. Little Hulu took a fancy to a silk ribbon, a rather enchanting and beautiful magical treasure. While she was haggling with the shopkeeper, disciples from other sects saw her and had a somewhat bad attitude…”

“How was it bad?”

“They said, ‘If you can’t afford it, I’ll buy it.'”

Little Hulu was from the countryside, not very bright, though quite beautiful, but she had a simple air about her. Plus she dressed plainly, so at first glance she looked like a silly girl. Most importantly, she was very stingy—even with plenty of spirit stones, she was reluctant to spend them, preferring to sleep in piles of spirit stones and magical treasures.

This behavior, who knows who she learned it from, couldn’t be corrected no matter what.

Probably because she suffered and went hungry as a child, she always felt these were good days that fell from heaven, so she feared being knocked back to her original state and hoarded spirit stones every day.

That magical red silk ribbon was very expensive—over a thousand high-grade spirit stones. Little Hulu usually wouldn’t even look at such things, but that day, for some unknown reason, she took a fancy to it and haggled with the seller. Just when she had finally worn down the seller and was about to succeed, an arrogant female disciple came along, mocked her for being poor, and bought the item at a high price.

“What happened then?” After hearing the story, everyone became interested and asked eagerly.

“Little Hulu’s eyes turned red, but she didn’t say anything. When her senior brother came over and asked, he learned what had happened. Her senior brother is kind and reasonable, so he comforted her, coaxing her with good food and drink. Just when he had cheered her up, that person came.”

“Which person?”

“Who else could it be? Hulu’s master, Sword Master herself.” When mentioning Sword Master Su Zhuyi, both men and women showed faces full of admiration.

“That’s right. With just one glance, the people around told her the whole story from beginning to end.”

“Then it was incredible—Sword Master flew into a rage.”

“She’s a Sword Master! That female disciple was just a junior at the Ningshen Stage!”

“Bullying the weak with strength?”

The storyteller paused, “My throat’s a bit dry. Can’t afford good throat-moistening tea.”

With a clatter, more reward money was thrown over. He chuckled twice, “I saw Sword Master Su form her five fingers into claws and grab through the void, snatching back that female disciple who had already walked ten li away and lifting her into the air.”

“Then guess what happened?”

“Damn it, stop dragging it out and speak quickly!” The impatient big man was ready to tear down the screen and drag the storyteller out for a beating.

They heard Sword Master Su say, “Who did you call poor? Who did you say was shabby and couldn’t afford things?”

Then she threw the person to the ground and took out spirit stones from her pouch to throw at her, one by one, hitting only the face, turning a perfectly pretty girl into a pig-head.

“That was it, but from her tone, she didn’t plan to spare her even after turning her into a pig-head.”

“Was she going to kill her?”

A lesson would suffice. Killing her would be somewhat unreasonable—it was just bickering between juniors. Plus, Su Zhuyi was the world’s number one sword, using spirit stones to hit a righteous junior’s face…

Probably only she could put aside her dignity to do such a thing.

“Finally, guess who stopped her?”

“Little Hulu and her senior brother are kind-hearted. They probably pleaded for that female disciple?”

“Bullshit! It was Sword Master Qin grabbing her ear and dragging her away!”

“Impossible! Isn’t that Qin fellow just a pretty boy who lives off his looks? Can he beat Sword Master Su?”

Probably?

“How did he grab her ear? Was it like this?” A voice sounded beside the storyteller’s ear, startling him so much that his whole body trembled and he dropped his tea bowl.

“Dan, Dan Dan…”

“My chest is as big as watermelons—you touched them?”

“Song Shangzhi, you have such audacity! You think I can’t find you by hiding in the mortal realm?”

“You took advantage of me and still want to run!”

With his ear being twisted, Song Shangzhi wanted to cry, “Master Dan, Master Dan, I was wrong, I’m sorry, I shouldn’t have bumped into you, I shouldn’t have looked randomly, I shouldn’t have…”

Dan Ruyun’s pretty face flushed red. She snorted coldly, “Isn’t Gujian Sect famous for protecting their own? Let’s see if she protects you this time. Come with me!” She used force and yanked Song Shangzhi’s head hard, but because of the awkward position of twisting his ear, his head bumped into Dan Ruyun’s chest again.

Song Shangzhi immediately blushed: “…”

Not watermelons.

Watermelons are hard, but that was soft.

“Why did you stop talking? Continue!” Seeing no movement behind the screen, the crowd couldn’t wait and pulled the screen aside. Good heavens, where was anyone? There were no other exits around—where did the storyteller go?

Everyone looked at each other in confusion. Could he also be a cultivator? That was really…

Quite down-to-earth.
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