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Chapter 1: Are You Satisfied?
 

"Xiaomeng, marry me. I’ll make you happy."
 

Fang Zheng wore a crisp suit, his hair impeccably styled. Paired with those handsome features that could easily shine in a crowd, he cut quite a figure.
 

He knelt on one knee now, face solemn, eyes brimming with sincerity.
 

He actually did look rather earnest and devoted.
 

That’s providing you ignored the person kneeling to.
 

A young girl stood before him, cheeks flushed with embarrassment.
 

Or maybe...
 

A little girl?
 

Her hair was pulled up in a playful high ponytail, her face soft and round with baby fat, achingly cute.
 

She was twelve or thirteen at the most, not a day older.
 

And in reality...
 

Liu Xiaomeng, attending second-year middle school in Jielin City's top-tier class, was definitely, precisely, utterly thirteen. A delicate little bloom.
 

"So, you want me to marry you?" Liu Xiaomeng asked with a cheerful smile.
 

Fang Zheng nodded earnestly, his expression serious.
 

"Do you own a house?"
 

Fang Zheng: "......"
 

His face immediately stiffened. "Does a rented one count? Three bedrooms and a living room, actually."
 

"Any savings?"
 

Fang Zheng’s smile grew strained. "My parents' life savings... would that count?"
 

"Relying on your folks? Hmm, not great, but possible. If you're thick-skinned enough, I guess I wouldn't mind... Do you have a car?"
 

Sweat beaded on Fang Zheng’s forehead. "Does... an electric scooter count?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng’s smile turned dangerous. "Are you seriously suggesting that when our kid gets critically ill on some freezing, stormy winter night, we'd pile the whole family onto your rickety e-bike to rush them to the hospital?!"
 

"Why would our kid have to get critically ill on a freezing, stormy winter night?!"
 

Fang Zheng couldn’t hold back any longer. Angrily, he jumped to his feet, face flushed with rage. "What are you playing at?! This was supposed to be a nice proposal! Why are you bombarding me with all these ridiculous questions?"
 

You're the one playing games!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng sighed, remarkably calm. "Someone capable will rise in any era. Someone useless stays useless no matter where they are... Face it, you're useless. Still renting a place? Still riding an e-bike? Can't even cover the rent without mommy and daddy pitching in? Honestly, how can you even think about proposing to a girl? Do you hate her that much? Do you really want to drag her down into your mess? Or..." Her eyes widened suddenly. "Hold on! Are you confessing to your landlord trying to become the 'rent-free hubby'? Scheme to live the easy life without ever working again?"
 

She stepped back, throwing up her hands defensively. "Dream on! These houses are mine! My little aunt already told me this building goes to me! You?! Don't even think you'll get a dust mite!"
 

"Clearly, practicing with you was a mistake," Fang Zheng said flatly, getting up and brushing non-existent dust from his knees. "Forget it. I shouldn't have asked for your help. You just wanted to see me make a fool of myself."
 

"It's better to be laughed at by me than by outsiders!" Liu Xiaomeng piped up, suddenly full of justification. "The more times I reject you, the better prepared you'll be! When my little aunt inevitably turns you down, it won't hurt as much! Isn't that true?"
 

"Yeah... yeah, you're absolutely right..."
 

Fang Zheng gave a bitter laugh. Wasn't she, though? It was true.
 

They didn't live in the same world, and he was foolishly reaching for something unattainable. What good could come of that?
 

Consider the times.
 

It started a century ago.
 

Spiritual Energy Revival! Supernatural Abilities flourished! Martial Arts boomed alongside them!
 

A mere hundred years brought more upheaval than the previous five millennia combined!
 

First, animals raised by humans became saturated with the rampant spiritual energy. They mutated into powerful Aberrant Beasts, attacking mankind in frenzied swarms. The dawn of this new era rendered all human scientific laws and formulas obsolete. Every weapon of mass destruction became instantly useless. Caught unprepared, humanity suffered countless deaths.
 

As if bad luck wasn't enough before the Aberrant Beast crisis could be contained... the surging spiritual energy overflowed. The very fabric of reality strained, ripping open multiple Interdimensional Rifts...
 

And other races arrived!
 

Humans called them the Wastelanders!
 

Who wouldn't long for such incredibly pure, dense spiritual energy? Just breathing it felt like it could add days to your life!
 

The Wastelanders felt the same...
 

Humans, barely begun their recovery, were thrown back into war!
 

Fighting Aberrant Beasts! Fighting the Wastelanders!
 

Scrambling to fight each other too during the respites...
 

Humanity's flawed nature reared its head.
 

The endless conflicts, combined with the failure of heavy weaponry, elevated the standing of Martial Artists to unprecedented heights.
 

Everyone swelled with pride at the chance to become a Martial Artist. Everyone fought tooth and nail just for the possibility.
 

Fang Zheng’s former desk mate and Jielin City Middle One classmate, Liu Su, was one of those exceptional Martial Artists. Still young, she had already attained the rank of Martial Master!
 

Her accomplishments were out of reach for ordinary people in their entire lifetimes!
 

As for Fang Zheng? Hopelessly average.
 

Even with three decades of life experience from his time before... well, before, he ultimately failed to ride the rising tide sparked by this Spiritual Energy Revival!
 

No talent for Martial Arts. No awakened Supernatural Ability. He remained just an ordinary man through it all.
 

Nine years of free public education included yearly screenings by the regional Martial Arts Agency. They tested every student’s physical fitness and spiritual affinity. A sign of Martial Arts talent even approaching the threshold, or a hint of a latent Supernatural Ability, meant an immediate invitation to specialized schools for Cultivation. Yet Fang Zheng, having traversed to this world, possessed neither Martial Arts aptitude nor the spark of any Supernatural Ability. He sometimes wondered… what exactly was the point of his journey?
 

Seeing Fang Zheng’s despondent look, Liu Xiaomeng sighed. She plopped down next to him, patting his shoulder with unnervingly adult ‘sympathy’. "Seriously though," she murmured, baffled, "Why do you like my little aunt? Sure, she’s pretty. But in this age, with Spiritual Energy everywhere? We eat all their fruits and veggies packed with it? Our bodies get washed clean by it constantly? Basically no one’s ugly anymore! Auntie Su won't even grow her hair long! Zero femininity! Bossy personality! And she loves coming home after every parent-teacher conference to smack me! And she’s lazy! I have to wash her socks and underwear! Doesn't even pay me wages! Just exploits me... gah! So annoying!" Her voice rose to a wail, grabbing at her hair in frustration.
 

"You know way too much for a thirteen-year-old," Fang Zheng stated, deadpan.
 

"You're still young, you know? If you're worried about not finding a wife just ‘cause you’ve hit... that age?" Liu Xiaomeng side-eyed him dismissively, then looked away, mumbling. "No big deal. Hold off four or five more years finding a girlfriend! Super easy for thirty-year-old gems! Just scoop up some eighteen-year-old. Totally normal! And well..." She looked back, face serious beyond her years. "Even though I've got years left before adulthood, even a little girl like me can see it. You and my aunt... it’s like you live on completely different planets. Seriously, what is the appeal?"
 

Fang Zheng let out a long, slow sigh. Wish I knew.
 

My situation could be worse, though. Parents alive and well? Financially comfortable? Only relationship troubles to wallow in?
 

Compared to those poor souls who arrive just in time to be chased by assassins, or thrown immediately into some life-or-death crisis?
 

Really! Shouldn’t I count myself lucky?
 

"Wait! GOT IT!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng suddenly scrambled up with surprising agility, landing firmly on her feet. Legs apart, left hand on her hip, she pointed sharply at Fang Zheng with her right hand – channeling Sherlock Conan declaring ‘The Truth Is Singular’. "I've cracked it!" she announced triumphantly. "Middle school classmates! Childhood sweethearts! Puppy love! Then you meet again as adults? Tug at the heartstrings? Makes you think it's fate? Or... some divine trial...?"
 

"Mercy," Fang Zheng corrected dryly, noting the odd stress.
 

"Trial!" Liu Xiaomeng declared firmly. "It was heaven’s test! First love always fails! Did you actually think yours would succeed? So! No point letting it just fade away forgotten! Better to end it with fireworks! That’s it, Fang Zheng! Man up! Go confess! Properly!"
 

"WHAT?!"
 

Fang Zheng stared at Liu Xiaomeng in shock. "What kind of logic is that?!"
 

"This kind of logic!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng explained, "That's just how it is. Because nothing ever started between you, you keep holding onto it. So hurry up and confess your feelings... Confess and get rejected. That way, you can finally let go. Then take a few years to rest and heal. After that, you can jump into a new relationship. Maybe there will be even better ones waiting for you then. Here's what—I'll personally sponsor a few roses for you. Buy yourself some nicer clothes too. When it comes to confessions, the important part isn't the result but the process. Even if we know it's going to fail, we should still take it seriously. Come on, come on, let's hit the streets. I need to help you pick stuff out. If it were up to your tacky taste, without me, you'd never find a wife in your life."
 

Fang Zheng widened his eyes, watching as the little girl dashed to the entryway in a flurry. A moment later, she dashed back just as quickly.
 

She was holding his shoes.
 

He sighed helplessly. "You're in such a rush to have me court your Little Aunt—are you that worried she can't get married?"
 

"I'm worried about you, you big dummy! If you keep dragging this out with no result, it's your youth that's going to waste!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng tugged at Fang Zheng in frustration, pushing him toward the door.
 

She urged him, "Hurry up, hurry up! Little Aunt said that things haven’t been very safe outside lately. It seems because the Spiritual Energy in our Xia Ya Empire has been too rich, new Interdimensional Rifts might appear. Since we don’t know where they’ll show up, she told me not to wander around at night. If we don’t hurry, it’ll be dark!"
 

"Alright, alright, we're going. Stop pulling me."
 

Fang Zheng sighed dejectedly.
 

He didn’t know what was going through the little girl’s mind, but he figured that at her age, she was probably interested in romance and relationships. Seeing his drama unfold right in front of her, it made sense she’d be curious.
 

But jokes aside, when he thought about it, some of what she said actually made sense.
 

For example...
 

Yes, it was time for an ending.
 

After over ten years of feelings, by now... maybe it was more about habit than admiration.
 

This could be a good opportunity.
 

Whether it works out or not, let’s see tomorrow.
 

Even if it fails, I can move on to the next relationship, settle down, and stop hoping for anything more.
 

Maybe a hundred years from now, when my parents pass away, it’ll be like I sacrificed them in another sense—officially becoming an orphaned time traveler. Maybe by then I’ll still awaken a special power?
 

"Fine, I’ll put on my own shoes. You don’t need to be so eager."
 

Fang Zheng complained, but his attitude was no longer as resistant as before.
 

Seeing Fang Zheng so cooperative, Liu Xiaomeng grinned happily. After he got dressed, she linked her arm with his and cheerfully pulled him outside.
 

But her mischievous eyes flickered with a sly light—clearly, she had her own secret plans.
 

Buying clothes, getting a haircut, picking out flowers...
 

They spent the whole afternoon busy.
 

A whole month’s income was gone in a flash.
 

Fang Zheng and Liu Xiaomeng returned home loaded with bags.
 

His new outfit, from head to toe, was completely refreshed. Paired with Fang Zheng’s fairly handsome face... he actually looked quite sharp and presentable.
 

On the desk sat eleven stunningly fresh roses. Influenced by the dense Spiritual Energy, the petals seemed to gleam with a faint mist and gave off a soothing, refreshing fragrance.
 

Liu Xiaomeng anxiously reminded Fang Zheng a few more times before reluctantly leaving the room.
 

Fang Zheng lay alone on the bed, breathing in the lovely but unfamiliar scent of flowers.
 

The sudden quiet, however, brought complicated thoughts to his mind.
 

That tricky girl Xiaomeng was clearly enjoying his predicament, but her words did hold some truth.
 

Ten years ago, Liu Su probably had some small fondness for him. But back then, feelings between boys and girls were hazy and unreal—just a brief meeting of eyes could fill your heart with sweetness.
 

If she hadn’t suddenly tested positive for a Supernatural Ability, if she hadn’t transferred away so abruptly...
 

Maybe one of them would have confessed. They might have started a relationship. Judging by the circumstances, it might not have lasted long—they might have broken up in middle school or high school.
 

But it would have been a sweet memory. Even after marrying and having kids, he might occasionally look back on that innocent, touching first love. There might be some regret, but no bitterness.
 

But now... as Xiaomeng said, because it never ended, and because she had become so impressive after all these years, he couldn’t help feeling a bit unwilling to let go.
 

Hmm, tomorrow I’ll reserve a table at a Western restaurant and formally express my feelings to her.
 

Like a blind date—we’re both adults. Even if she turns me down... we can still be friends.
 

At the very least, I tried. I won’t leave myself with regrets.
 

Thinking this, Fang Zheng felt like a fire was burning inside him, making his throat dry.
 

He got up and drank a large glass of water.
 

Lying back down, he took a deep breath, enjoying the cool sensation that flowed from his throat to his lungs...
 

The beautiful floral scent, mixed with Spiritual Energy, was something Fang Zheng could never get enough of.
 

Most people nowadays were born into this environment, so they didn’t notice anything unusual. But Fang Zheng had breathed polluted air for over thirty years in his previous life. Now, being in a place so rich with Spiritual Energy...
 

You don’t know what you’ve got till it’s gone!
 

Just breathing felt satisfying.
 

But was it his imagination?
 

Why did the Spiritual Energy feel so restless today? And it seemed much denser than usual.
 

Was it because of the flowers?
 

Fang Zheng didn’t dwell on it and soon fell into a deep sleep.
 

In his drowsiness, he didn’t notice... the once vibrant roses, with their stunning ruby-like petals, gradually becoming covered in glistening droplets.
 

It was the Spiritual Energy, grown so dense, condensing into physical form.
 

The concentration of Spiritual Energy in the air had far surpassed normal levels!
 

Chapter 2: Are You Kidding Me?
 

"Did I... travel through time again?"
 

Fang Zheng woke up, his pupils wide open as he stared at the rushing river before him, utterly shocked.
 

Looking around, he felt an inexplicable panic deep inside.
 

He had only slept for a while... why wasn’t he in the same place anymore?
 

Fang Zheng now found himself in a quiet, elegant forest. The bushes were thick, the grass was green and lush, dotted with scattered flowers. In the distance, rabbits hopped around, and upstream by the river, a few elk drank water leisurely.
 

Warm sunlight poured down from the sky, carrying a slight haziness, making it look as beautiful as a dream.
 

The light bathed his body, feeling warm and cozy...
 

Such a beautiful and touching scene.
 

This kind of scenery was something Fang Zheng had never seen in the world he lived in.
 

Bear in mind, for Yuanxing, the Spiritual Energy Revival had lasted a hundred years, and so had the war.
 

One war after another.
 

Although humans ultimately won, the cost was immense. The ecological environment was almost completely destroyed. In the human world now, populations were no longer as densely gathered as before. To prevent sudden spatial rifts and the chaos caused by Aberrant Beasts, the areas where humans lived were filled with steel cities full of technology. Greenery wasn’t entirely absent, but it was very, very scarce.
 

Having a garden at home was a luxury only the very rich and powerful could enjoy.
 

Outside the cities was the paradise of Aberrant Beasts. The territories occupied by these beastsly hordes, along with crumbling cities that hadn’t been inhabited for hundreds of years, were now covered in moss and vines, looking desolate and ancient, more like a wasteland of ruins. There was no beauty to speak of—how could it compare to this paradise?!
 

Fang Zheng felt a bit dazed for a moment.
 

Was heaven playing tricks on him?
 

In his past life, he was already over thirty and had finally managed to find a girlfriend. But just when they were about to take things to the next level, he fell asleep because she took too long in the bath... When he woke up, he had traveled through time.
 

Now, he was trying to escape being single again...
 

But before he could even confess, he fell asleep, and now he had traveled through time again.
 

Are you kidding me?!
 

Fang Zheng slowly crouched down, looking at his reflection in the clear lake water. The lake was so clear he could see fish swimming inside. It was a beautiful and touching scene, something he hadn’t seen in over twenty years, yet he felt no nostalgia at all... only a deep sense of loneliness and disbelief.
 

He couldn’t help but sniffle, his chest feeling tight and uncomfortable.
 

Just like that, he had traveled through time?
 

Just like before, it was a completely unfamiliar world.
 

Did that mean he had to adapt all over again?
 

But this situation was totally different from last time.
 

Previously, he had been an orphan, with no family or home—wherever he went, that was his home.
 

But now, although he had traveled again as a person, he didn’t have the template of a main character. Instead, he had a harmonious and happy family.
 

Old Fang was a bit old-fashioned, but his care for Fang Zheng was genuine... And then there was his mom—he was her only son, and she had poured all her efforts into him for a lifetime.
 

As the only child in the family, if he just disappeared... they would surely be very sad, right?
 

In the future, they would never see him again—who would take care of them in their old age?
 

And what about Liu Su and Xiaomeng... That little girl Xiaomeng was bullied so badly by her aunt. If he wasn’t around, who would she turn to when she got bullied?
 

Suddenly leaving the world he had lived in for over twenty years.
 

Fang Zheng felt lost, confused, bewildered... all sorts of emotions swirling inside him. He worried about his parents and was concerned for his friends.
 

And Liu Su, what should he do about her?
 

He didn’t know... but he didn’t need to know anymore.
 

Because he would never see her again.
 

Fang Zheng crouched by the river, feeling sad for a long time.
 

Only when the tightness in his chest eased a little did he slowly stand up.
 

It took a full half hour for him to finally accept the fact that he had traveled through time again.
 

Well, since he was here, he might as well make the best of it.
 

Anyway, at this point, regret was useless.
 

Since he was already in a completely unfamiliar world.
 

Then the most important thing was to strive to survive and not let down the body his parents had given him.
 

"This time seems a bit different from last time. I traveled with my own body, not like before when I traveled directly into a mother’s womb."
 

Fang Zheng looked down at what he was wearing—it was exactly the same as before he went to sleep...
 

A pair of pajamas that looked extremely loose and sloppy. At least he had socks on his feet—thank goodness for the habit of wearing socks to sleep... otherwise, he’d be barefoot.
 

Although the lush green grass would probably feel nice to walk on.
 

What kind of world was this, anyway?
 

Fang Zheng checked the directions around him. He was in a dense, secluded forest.
 

The grass was vibrant, the plants were emerald green, and the river flowed swiftly.
 

But then...
 

Fang Zheng’s heart suddenly sank.
 

He felt the atmosphere around him freeze.
 

At some point, the rabbits and elk that had been wandering around earlier were no longer leisurely foraging. Instead, they stood still like statues, staring intently at him.
 

It was as if the scene had frozen.
 

But in their intelligent eyes, Fang Zheng actually saw desire and ferocity—they were all staring at him intently.
 

They were clearly herbivores, but he couldn’t shake the feeling... that these animals were treating him like delicious food.
 

Fang Zheng couldn’t help but shiver, feeling inexplicably uneasy.
 

Although he didn’t know where this unease came from, his intuition told him it was best not to linger in this place for too long.
 

He quickly jogged a few steps, following the river downstream at a brisk pace.
 

Since there was a river, as long as he followed it, he would eventually find signs of human life.
 

Provided that there were humans in this world.
 

Anyway, this place felt a bit strange, so it was better to leave quickly.
 

But perhaps because he had just traveled through time, he hadn’t gone far before he started feeling extremely thirsty and dizzy...
 

It felt as if he hadn’t slept all night—his head felt heavy and his feet light.
 

But Fang Zheng didn’t dare to rest. The stares from those cute little animals made him feel unsettled.
 

Moreover, he could clearly sense that something was following him...
 

It seemed to be those herbivorous creatures.
 

He had to shake them off; otherwise, something bad might happen.
 

Half-walking, half-running, he didn’t dare stop for a moment.
 

He followed the river downstream for a full hour.
 

Only then did he finally see signs of human presence.
 

It was a village.
 

From halfway up the mountain, one could clearly see the entire small village.
 

The countryside was peaceful, with paths crisscrossing the fields.
 

In the fields, there were cows plowing and farmers planting rice seedlings. Within the village, wisps of cooking smoke rose, blending together like a moving landscape painting.
 

This was a scene that absolutely could not appear on Yuanxing.
 

It seemed that I had really traveled through time.
 

Fang Zheng wiped the sweat from his forehead and let out a long sigh. Along the way, he had felt an unrelenting fatigue, like a tuberculosis patient, unable to ease the burning sensation in his lungs no matter how he breathed.
 

In comparison, the fiery feeling in his feet was not as uncomfortable.
 

Licking his dry lips, he walked towards the village… intending to ask for plain water to drink.
 

But as he went down the slope, although it felt easier, his breathing became more labored.
 

He used to run a kilometer without feeling tired… yet now, after just a few kilometers, it felt as if he had just run several more, his legs so weak they could hardly support his own weight.
 

Especially going downhill, his speed was so fast he couldn’t control it.
 

Suddenly, Fang Zheng’s legs gave way uncontrollably, a wave of dizziness washed over him, and he fell to the ground with a thud. Amid the violent friction and tumbling, he lost consciousness again.
 

...
 

The simpler the village, the more hospitable it was to outsiders.
 

Knowing there was nothing others could covet, they didn’t expect malice… so they naturally didn’t hesitate to extend kindness to any stranger!
 

Fang Zheng's collapse happened just as the farmers were finishing their day’s work and returning home to rest in the evening.
 

Along the way, someone spotted him lying unconscious on the ground…
 

Faced with this stranger in very unusual clothing,
 

The villagers, returning together, watched for a while, and seeing no sign of him waking up, discussed among themselves. Thinking Fang Zheng didn’t look like a bad person, they decided to have the village chief carry him back to the village.
 

A night passed.
 

They thought Fang Zheng would wake up soon, but to their surprise, he remained unconscious the entire night, even showing signs of distress on his face from time to time, as if struggling to breathe!
 

He seemed on the verge of stopping breathing at any moment.
 

This time, the village chief grew anxious.
 

Before, it was to save someone, but if the person died in his home, he wouldn’t be able to explain it and might even end up in jail.
 

The problem was, he didn’t even know the man’s name…
 

Immediately, he arranged to find a doctor for Fang Zheng.
 

Because he was worried about a death occurring.
 

The one they called was the famous Doctor Sun, known throughout the ten-mile area. Thanks to his wife being from Xiwei Village, and after the village chief paid a considerable sum, they managed to get him to come.
 

After carefully checking the pulse...
 

“He doesn’t seem to have any illness; it just looks like he’s overly exhausted!”
 

In the simple thatched hut,
 

Doctor Sun withdrew his hand from Fang Zheng’s pulse with a kind expression and said casually, “It seems he’s been walking for too long, worn out and tired. Suddenly seeing signs of people, his excitement caused him to collapse. Don’t worry, this kind of coma won’t last long; he’ll wake up soon.”
 

Old Man Li, the village chief of Xiwei Village, though sixty years old, was still strong and sturdy. It was he who had carried Fang Zheng to the village a day earlier.
 

Now, he looked worriedly at Fang Zheng lying on his bed and, seeing Doctor Sun about to leave, rubbed his hands together and said, “But he’s been unconscious for almost a full day. At first, we didn’t think much of it, but then we felt his coma was lasting too long. Plus, his breathing is irregular, as if he can’t catch his breath. If he suffocates… that’s why we asked you to take a look. This… this doesn’t match what you’re saying.”
 

“Unconscious for a day and can’t breathe? That’s odd. From exhaustion, one might be unconscious for an hour or two at most, not longer. Could this young man have some unknown complicated illness?”
 

Doctor Sun couldn’t help but feel puzzled this time. He checked the pulse again carefully but found nothing wrong.
 

He asked, “Does he have any relatives? It would be best to ask about his usual health issues.”
 

“Well… we really don’t know. Maybe we should ask around nearby to see if there are any unfamiliar faces. Our Xiwei Village is remote; strangers rarely come. If there are any, they’re probably his family.”
 

“Yes, it’s good to ask. After all, we need to diagnose before prescribing medicine. If that doesn’t work, I can only give him some calming herbs!”
 

Old Man Li said respectfully, “Then may I trouble you, Doctor Sun, to wait here for a while? This old man will send the young men of the village to look and see if we can find his family…”
 

“No problem, saving lives is important. Waiting is no trouble!”
 

Doctor Sun nodded in agreement.
 

Chapter 3: Brother, You're So Miserable
 

At that moment.
 

While Fang Zheng was unconscious.
 

At the outskirts of the village.
 

Five young people, three men and two women, were gathered together, whispering about something.
 

From the way they stood and their expressions, it was clear that a beautiful young woman in a light yellow dress was their leader.
 

The young woman in yellow was about seventeen or eighteen years old. She had a soft and delicate appearance, with willow-leaf eyebrows and bright eyes that held a hidden sharpness. She did not seem like an ordinary young lady from a common family.
 

In front of her, a man in black clothing bent slightly at the waist and said respectfully, "Miss, according to the Spirit Communication Plate, the spiritual energy fluctuation stopped here. It seems that the person carrying the treasure has hidden themselves. I'm afraid they have discovered our trail."
 

"Search!"
 

A fierce determination flashed in the young woman's eyes as she said in a low voice, "The Spirit Communication Plate has never reacted so strongly before. This treasure must be extraordinary. We have to turn this village upside down to find clues about the person carrying it. My cultivation level has been stuck at the Middle Stage of Dongxu Realm for far too long. Without a lucky encounter, I might even face the danger of my cultivation regressing. I have a feeling that this thing is the key to my breakthrough. We cannot let such a good opportunity slip away."
 

"Yes!"
 

The four replied in unison.
 

"Also, we have been so careful all this way, yet the other party still managed to detect our presence. They can hide so well that even the Spirit Communication Plate cannot find their trail... I'm afraid their strength is remarkable. We have been out for too long, and without replenishing our spiritual energy, we have already expended a lot. We cannot be careless!"
 

The four subordinates all nodded.
 

"Miss, someone is coming," the young maiden dressed as a maid suddenly said.
 

The young woman in the yellow dress instructed, "Be careful. Don't alert them."
 

"Understood!"
 

As they spoke, the five quickly concealed their previous intimidating demeanor.
 

In just an instant...
 

They transformed from a gloomy gang of troublemakers into a normal, well-behaved group—a young lady out for a leisurely stroll with her servants and maid.
 

Then, they saw a farmer, Zhuang Jiahan, carrying a hoe and walking quickly toward them. He looked them over and bluntly asked, "Are you all here looking for someone?"
 

The five were taken aback for a moment.
 

The young woman in yellow reacted the fastest. She smiled and nodded, saying, "Yes. May I ask, brother, if you know whether any strangers have come to this village?"
 

"Ah... well... um..."
 

The young woman in yellow was extremely beautiful. Her eyes sparkled like stars, her skin was as fair as winter snow, and her voice was as clear as a wind chime. Her noble bearing made it clear she was a young lady from a prominent family.
 

Being called "brother" by such a high-class young lady made Zhuang Jiahan flustered. He stammered, "Th-that... Last night, the village chief picked up an unconscious young man. He was dressed strangely and might be suffering from a serious illness. He still hasn't woken up. The village chief sent me to ask if you are his companions?"
 

"That's right. We are indeed here to look for a companion who got separated from us."
 

The young woman's eyes lit up. She thought to herself, Could it be that we've found him without even trying?
 

Unconscious... Could it be that he wasn't hiding because he discovered us, but because he was injured?
 

If so, heaven is helping me!
 

She quickly replied, "Yes, brother. Could you please take us to see him? My... my elder brother got separated from us yesterday. He suffers from a strange illness, and we are all very worried about him. We've been searching for him all night but couldn't find any trace of him. We are terribly concerned!"
 

As she spoke, her eyes welled up with tears.
 

"Oh... Then follow me. Come and see if it's the person you're looking for."
 

Zhuang Jiahan instinctively avoided looking directly at the young woman in the yellow dress. He turned away somewhat awkwardly and quickly led the way to Old Man Li's house.
 

The five exchanged glances...
 

A faint, cold smile appeared in the young woman's eyes as she took the lead, with the others following closely behind.
 

When they arrived at Old Man Li's house,
 

Zhuang Jiahan pushed the door open and said, "This is our village chief's house. It's right here."
 

Then, he let the five enter.
 

All five of them saw the unconscious Fang Zheng at the same time.
 

"Brother!!!"
 

The moment the young woman in yellow laid eyes on Fang Zheng, a sharp glint flashed in her eyes, which then turned into overwhelming grief. She rushed forward in quick strides, threw her arms around Fang Zheng, and burst into tears, crying out, "Brother, what's wrong with you, brother?"
 

Doctor Sun stroked his beard, watching the emotional behavior of the young woman in the yellow dress, and asked, "Miss, is he your relative?"
 

"Indeed!"
 

The young woman in yellow turned her tear-streaked face and said with a sob, "I am Su Heqing. Thank you all for saving his life!"
 

Old Man Li chuckled and said, "We didn't do much. We just carried him back. How can that be considered saving his life?"
 

Su Heqing explained between sobs, "You may not know this, but my elder brother suffers from a strange illness. He is weak and often falls into convulsions. His constitution is frail, and if he were to remain unconscious outside overnight, the cold and dew would be too much for him to bear. This is truly a life-saving favor. How could I dare to be ungrateful? Su Can, quickly, thank Village Chief Li properly on my behalf!"
 

Her expression was joyful, and her eyes shone with genuine delight... It was clear she wasn't pretending but was truly extremely happy.
 

"Yes, Miss!"
 

A fierce glint appeared in the black-clothed man's eyes as he stared intently at Village Chief Li. Slowly, he pulled out a gleaming curved blade from his pocket.
 

Old Man Li's cheerful expression froze instantly, and he stared almost dumbfounded at the shining curved blade being drawn.
 

"Su Can, what are you doing?!"
 

Su Heqing's eyes widened suddenly, glaring fiercely at Su Can.
 

"Miss, didn't you tell me to thank Village Chief Li properly?"
 

Su Can looked confused, emphasizing the word "thank."
 

Su Heqing instantly felt exhausted.
 

The maid beside her, more perceptive, quickly stepped forward. She glared at Su Can with a scolding expression and said, "Oh, Su Can, you... We all know you're loyal, but there's no need to show it like this now... We've already found the young master. Why are you still in such a hurry to draw your blade to protect him? No one here is going to harm him."
 

As she spoke, she pulled out a hundred-tael silver note from her embroidered pouch and said with a sweet smile, "Old Master Li, our miss is very grateful to you. Thank you for helping us find the young master. Please accept this small token of our appreciation..."
 

"No, no, I can't accept this. Oh, this really won't do!"
 

Old Man Li quickly waved his hands. "This old man didn't do anything worth so much money. I just carried someone back. How could that be worth a hundred taels? A hundred taels... It would take me ten years to earn that much money."
 

His eyes were fixed on the silver note in the maid's hand, and his voice grew softer.
 

Money that would take ten years to earn...
 

As he thought about it, his resolve to refuse weakened.
 

He mumbled, "We even called a doctor to examine this young master."
 

"Please accept it. This money isn't just for nothing. Consider it as us asking for your help."
 

Su Heqing wore a grateful smile as she turned and gently stroked Fang Zheng's face. Softly, she said, "I need to take my brother back, but he's still unconscious and really can't withstand any jostling... We might need a carriage. Old Master Li, consider this money as both our gratitude and payment for your carriage. We'll need to trouble you to prepare one for us."
 

Chapter 4: Couldn't You At Least Harvest Me First
 

Two hours later.
 

A rickety, worn-out open carriage, carrying an unconscious patient, left Creek End Village.
 

The carriage was really too small; with Fang Zheng lying inside, only Su Heqing could fit.
 

Even the maidservant had to follow on foot below the carriage...
 

But all four of them walked extremely fast, and even though the carriage moved quickly, they kept up easily.
 

The maidservant Lü'er occasionally glanced curiously and stealthily at Fang Zheng in the carriage, asking, "Young Miss... Is the thing you want on this person?"
 

"Wrong!"
 

Su Heqing had a slightly fervent expression on her face as she stared intently at Fang Zheng and said, "He is the thing we've been chasing all along."
 

Lü'er found this even stranger and asked, "Young Miss, what do you mean? I don't quite understand... Isn't this a person? How did he become a thing?"
 

"Can't you feel it?"
 

A faint blush appeared on Su Heqing's fair, pretty face. The look in her eyes as she gazed at Fang Zheng held an indescribable ecstasy—not the joy of a young maiden seeing her beloved, but more like...
 

A gourmet's craving for rare delicacies?!
 

Seeing her subordinates all looking confused, she said softly, "Then I'll let you witness it."
 

She carefully took out a small pouch from her waist. The pouch was tiny but seemed to hold something special inside; with a deft, mysterious touch, she pulled out a lotus flower glowing with seven colors.
 

As the lotus was taken out,
 

the surrounding air suddenly became fresh and clear.
 

"Young Miss, what are you doing... This is a Seven-Colored Twin Lotus, it's very precious. You went through a lot of trouble to get it back then."
 

Lü'er exclaimed in surprise.
 

Even the other subordinates involuntarily took a few deep breaths. As the refreshing Spiritual Energy entered their bodies, their spirits lifted considerably.
 

"You said it yourself, it's a Twin Lotus. With only one, the effect is at least halved... And even if both flowers were here, what would it matter? Compared to my big brother, it's at least a hundred thousand miles behind!"
 

As she spoke,
 

Su Heqing carefully brought the lotus to Fang Zheng's lips.
 

Although the lotus was a physical object, the moment it touched his lips, it turned into liquid and flowed into Fang Zheng's mouth.
 

The fresh fragrance vanished instantly...
 

The three other attendants who had been following nearby couldn't help but glance enviously at Fang Zheng.
 

That was a treasure containing Spiritual Energy.
 

And indeed, treasures with Spiritual Energy were extraordinary.
 

It didn't take long.
 

"Mmm..."
 

Amid soft murmurs, Fang Zheng slowly opened his eyes.
 

In his dazed state, he still felt a terrible headache. Seeing Su Heqing, Fang Zheng gasped softly a few times and asked, "You... Where am I?"
 

"You see, he woke up. Sure enough, my guess was right."
 

Su Heqing ignored Fang Zheng's question and instead, with a smile, gently tidied the messy hair on his forehead, appearing very affectionate. She said to her subordinates, "Your Cultivation Levels are still shallow, so you can't detect it... But I can. Do you know what conditions are needed for Natural Treasures to be born?"
 

Without waiting for their reply, she continued, "When originally spiritual plants soak in extremely dense Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy for a long time, they absorb the Spiritual Energy into their bodies and let it settle slowly. A small change in quantity leads to a change in quality. A single blade of grass absorbs only a tiny amount of Spiritual Energy each day, but over thousands of years, the accumulated amount becomes astonishing. Now, the world has undergone strange changes; the Spiritual Energy in our world has completely depleted. Except for some famous mountains and great rivers from the past, other places no longer have any Spiritual Energy... Those Rogue Cultivators who want to cultivate can only search for Natural Treasures that contain Spiritual Energy. They refine these Natural Treasures into Elixirs and use the Spiritual Energy inside to enhance themselves. But since Natural Treasures are called 'treasures,' they are naturally extremely rare. How can they be used every day? So, in the last hundred years, we've hardly seen any Rogue Cultivators around!"
 

Fang Zheng originally wanted to ask more questions, but by now, listening to the young maiden's explanation, he was stunned.
 

What did this mean?
 

Cultivation?
 

Sects...
 

This was definitely something that couldn't have appeared in his previous life.
 

He was sure, absolutely certain, that he had crossed over again.
 

And this time, unlike the Spiritual Energy Revival dimension, this time he had crossed into a place where Spiritual Energy was extremely depleted?
 

Did it have to be so extreme...
 

From Spiritual Energy Revival straight to the Age of Dharma Decline?
 

He hadn't even started Cultivation yet, and already cultivators were in decline?
 

Heavens, even when crossing over, you're not giving me a chance. Please, be humane!
 

Fang Zheng didn't know whether to lament his good luck or bad... He ended up in a Spiritual Energy Revival dimension but had no talent. Now, when he finally changed environments and didn't even know if he had talent, the opportunity was gone!
 

Su Heqing had no idea about Fang Zheng's inner thoughts. She sighed and said, "And for those of us who belong to a Sect, Natural Treasures are also extremely precious. After all, even in Grotto-Heaven Blessed Lands, the Spiritual Energy is far less than during the prosperous era of the Immortal Dao a thousand years ago. And because of different statuses, the areas we reside in are also different. Why do I work so hard to compete for the position of Saintess in the Heavenly Saint Sect? It's because if I become the Saintess, I can live in the Lingyun Pavilion, where the Spiritual Energy is dense. One day of Cultivation there is equal to taking one small Cultivation Stabilizing Pill... In this world today, Spiritual Energy is more important than talent. If I don't fight for it, I'll be suppressed by others for my whole life."
 

Lü'er curiously poked Fang Zheng, earning a glare from him. She asked, puzzled, "But what does this have to do with this young master?"
 

"If plants and trees that soak in Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy for a long time, absorbing large amounts of Spiritual Energy to improve their own foundations, can be called Natural Treasures, then what about a person who lives for a long time in a place with extremely dense Spiritual Energy but doesn't use that Spiritual Energy for Cultivation, only immerses in it?"
 

Su Heqing looked down at Fang Zheng with a smile and said, "Breathing the purest Spiritual Energy, eating Natural Treasures, drinking stalactite spiritual springs, being nourished and bathed in Spiritual Energy every moment... After decades, what do you think this person would become? Humans are originally the foremost of all spiritual beings in the world, capable of seizing the Creation of Heaven and Earth. And if you refine such a living person into an Elixir, don't you think the effect of this Elixir would be a hundred, a thousand times stronger than spiritual grass or flowers?"
 

Seeing Fang Zheng's shocked expression, Su Heqing smiled playfully, reached out a finger, and tapped the tip of his nose, saying, "Big brother, do you know why you fainted? It's like fish can move freely in water but suffocate and die in the air; people are fine on land but drown in water. This is because they left the place they are most accustomed to. Just like you, big brother... Because you lived for a long time in a place with overly dense Spiritual Energy and suddenly came to this place lacking Spiritual Energy, so... You're lacking Spiritual Energy. You should thank me. If I hadn't given you the Seven-Colored Twin Lotus to take, without enough Spiritual Energy, you might have slept on and on."
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

His face was full of shock.
 

Although he was confused by what he heard, it didn't stop him from understanding the intentions of this unbelievably beautiful woman.
 

This... this, this, this... This little vixen wants to refine me into an Elixir?
 

I just crossed over, and now I'm going to be made into an Elixir?
 

Couldn't you at least practice some kind of yang-harvesting technique instead of Alchemy? At the very least, I could die a romantic death under the peony flowers, couldn't I...
 

Chapter 5: A Hellish Start
 

Fang Zheng was completely stunned.
 

Was this considered game over right from the start?
 

And this woman wanted to refine him into medicine...
 

"Don't worry, I naturally won't refine you here."
 

Su Heqing wore a bright, cheerful smile on her face, looking truly radiant and charming, but sadly... her radiance was built upon Fang Zheng's sacrifice.
 

Even though her beauty was extraordinary, Fang Zheng couldn't feel the slightest bit of admiration for her.
 

Su Heqing's burning gaze lingered on Fang Zheng for a while, then she gently wiped his arm.
 

Fang Zheng felt a sharp, stinging pain...
 

He remembered that he had scraped it on the ground when he descended the mountain. It hadn't even been a day yet, so it naturally hadn't healed.
 

Su Heqing looked at the dried blood on her fingertip, lightly licked it with her lips... then her beautiful eyes lit up in shock. "Such dense Spiritual Energy! Just this one drop of blood that's been exposed for so long actually restored thirty percent of my Spiritual Energy. Your blood contains such vast and pure Spiritual Energy! I suddenly don't want to kill you anymore, big brother. I'll make you my medicinal subject. This way, I can keep you alive, and I'll have a steady supply of blood to use. Isn't that killing two birds with one stone?"
 

As she spoke, she couldn't help but giggle mischievously. "Big brother, shouldn't you thank me properly for sparing your life?"
 

"I thank your whole family."
 

Fang Zheng said irritably, "You might as well just kill me and be done with it."
 

Even as he spoke, he felt a slight sense of relief inside... As long as he wasn't killed immediately, it was fine. In this unfamiliar world, if he wanted to survive, he needed to buy more time.
 

"It's always better to be a living coward than a dead hero."
 

Su Heqing smiled and said, "You should rest now. A mere Twin Lotus is naturally a precious treasure to us, but to you, it's nothing special. Soon, your Spiritual Energy will be depleted, and then you'll fall unconscious again due to the lack of Spiritual Energy. Earlier, I only used Natural Treasures to save you to verify your identity, but from now on... I won't be so generous. After all, I only need to draw your blood. Whether you're awake or unconscious doesn't matter... Oh, no—actually, it's better if you're unconscious."
 

Fang Zheng shuddered upon hearing this.
 

Only then did he realize...
 

Indeed, the feeling of chest tightness was still there.
 

Before, he had always thought it was because he had left his native world and felt sad... But now it seemed he wasn't that sentimental after all. It was just a lack of Spiritual Energy.
 

If he fell unconscious...
 

Wouldn't he truly be at this woman's mercy? He would be treated like a pig, drained of blood, healed, then drained again, healed again... until all the Spiritual Energy stored in his body was completely depleted. Then, he would be killed, and his body discarded like trash.
 

Thinking this...
 

Fang Zheng grew extremely anxious.
 

He struggled to get up.
 

But his body was too weak. His limbs felt powerless, as frail as those of an eighty- or ninety-year-old man, and they wouldn't obey him.
 

After struggling for a long time, he still couldn't get up.
 

Instead, Fang Zheng was left panting from exhaustion... Lying on the donkey cart, he felt utterly lost and didn't know what to do.
 

Was this really a hellish-level opening?
 

Just as he was thinking this,
 

He suddenly froze, sensing a chill in the air. Only then did he notice that mist was gradually gathering around them.
 

"Just as I thought. I knew it wouldn't be easy to bring big brother back to the Shengji Sect."
 

Su Heqing's bright smile quickly turned cold as she sneered, "Big brother isn't the cultivation master I initially thought. I suspected the Spiritual Energy fluctuation detected by the Spirit Communication Plate was fake. Now it seems someone has been hiding in the shadows all along... Probably waiting to ambush us, right? Setting up traps along our route in advance?"
 

"Hahaha... It's good that you know, little girl!"
 

A hoarse voice rang out from the sky, laughing loudly. "The Shengji Sect is powerful and influential. I, an old man, dare not provoke them. But a mere candidate for Saintess? I don't take you seriously... It's a pity I was one step too late, and you got to this boy first. I don't want to exert too much effort, so I set up this Misty Formation here. Little girl, hand over this boy obediently. Otherwise, you'll never leave this Formation in your lifetime."
 

"How dare you! Since you know my young lady is from the Shengji Sect, how dare you act so recklessly?!"
 

Everyone hurriedly assumed defensive positions. Su Can, in particular, brandished his short blade and coldly shouted, "How dare you disrespect our Shengji Sect? Don't you know that the Shengji Sect always seeks revenge, no matter how far?"
 

"Hahaha, but do you know if I'm righteous or evil, round or flat? You don't even know my name... Even if you're willing to travel ten thousand miles, where would you even begin to look for me? After I get my hands on this boy, I'll devour him alive, then go into seclusion for ten years of hard Cultivation. By then, even if it's the Shengji Sect, what do I have to fear?"
 

The voice laughed with extreme arrogance.
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

He had thought a savior had arrived, but this one was even worse—he actually wanted to eat him alive.
 

Suddenly, he felt like he had become the legendary Tang Monk's flesh.
 

But the problem was...
 

"Wukong, where are you?"
 

He couldn't help but mutter to himself in self-mockery.
 

Hearing the old man's words, Su Can flew into a rage, and spiritual light flickered on his short blade.
 

Su Heqing waved her hand and said calmly, "It's just the barking of a dog. If you get angry over such words, Su Can, your temper control is still too poor... When we return, remember to read more sage books. Though they may not be useful for Cultivation, they can nurture your temperament and help you grasp other things by analogy."
 

Su Can, hearing this, suppressed his anger and replied respectfully, "Yes!"
 

The hoarse voice chuckled, "Heh, little girl, your temperament isn't bad. Unfortunately, now you're the fish on the chopping block, and I'm the butcher. No matter how much you stall for time, it's useless. This place is remote. If you don't surrender willingly, don't blame me for being merciless."
 

Su Heqing smiled faintly and said, "You're still preaching patiently even now. Are you afraid of my Shengji Sect, so you want to achieve your goal without bloodshed?"
 

The hoarse voice admitted frankly, "That's right. I'm just a Rogue Cultivator, not comparable to your mighty Shengji Sect. If you're obedient, I'd rather not take more lives."
 

"But I think you're actually bluffing, aren't you?!"
 

A hint of murderous intent flickered in Su Heqing's eyes as she let out a low, cold laugh. "We've been out for some time, and our Spiritual Energy has been somewhat depleted... If you were truly a powerful senior of the Immortal Dao, you could just snatch big brother by force. I probably wouldn't even catch a glimpse of you. But you've been lurking and tracking us, setting up a Formation to trap us, and you still don't dare show yourself even now... Big brother, do you see? I truly care deeply for you, don't I? I only want to drink your blood, but if you fall into someone else's hands, you'll likely be eaten alive. And to keep you fresh, they won't let you die easily until they've devoured every last piece of flesh from your body."
 

Fang Zheng said, "The pot calling the kettle black. Are you not ashamed?"
 

"You're right."
 

Su Heqing smiled faintly.
 

Chapter 6: This World Sucks
 

Seeing that Young Maiden Su Heqing completely ignored him, the old man flew into a rage. He roared, "You little girl, what do you mean by this… are you really going to fight to the last breath?"
 

Su Heqing smiled faintly. "Not at all. It's just that Senior, with your profound strength, naturally looks down upon a junior like me. But if I were to flee in disgrace without striking a single blow, I fear I would be scolded upon returning to the sect. So, how about this? I, this junior, will only make one move. If Senior can block it, I will immediately hand over big brother without any dissent!"
 

The voice answered coldly, "Little girl, think carefully. If you dare make a move, this old man will have no choice but to take your life. And do you even know where my true body is?"
 

"Wherever it is, it can't be beyond thirty feet, right?"
 

Su Heqing slowly raised her hand. In her palm, she held a delicate hairpin, which had appeared there at some unknown moment.
 

The hairpin emitted a green light that enveloped her entire body.
 

Fang Zheng, lying nearby, took a deep breath, inhaling a slight amount of that green mist. Instantly, his spirits lifted... This familiar sensation had been absent, and he hadn't fully noticed its loss until now, breathing it again... it was the purest Spiritual Energy.
 

He hadn't been able to sense any of it before.
 

Was the Spiritual Energy in this world really this thin?
 

So thin it couldn't even support his breathing?
 

Then how had she cultivated such pure Spiritual Energy...
 

Fang Zheng stared at Su Heqing in shock.
 

Meanwhile, Su Heqing's soft, flowing hair began to float as if stirred by an unfelt wind. The green light grew brighter and brighter, then transformed into countless points of light. Centered on Su Heqing, they spread outwards in all directions. The points stretched into lines, and the lines solidified into swords.
 

Within the blink of an eye...
 

Countless illusory green swords surrounded her. Driven by the Spiritual Energy, they formed a vortex, rapidly expanding outward.
 

Sand and stones flew everywhere. The illusory mist and clouds were all forcibly dispersed and shattered beneath the numberless flying swords.
 

Their surroundings were swiftly revealed.
 

Sword Qi!
 

Fang Zheng had once seen his city's City Guardian General slay an Aberrant Beast on television. The huge beast, several meters tall, was cleanly severed in two by his powerful blade Qi.
 

The City Guardian General, theoretically the strongest person in a city, possessed strength said to have reached the Martial Venerable Realm.
 

Such power was beyond Fang Zheng's imagination, and even the gifted favorite he admired in his world, Liu Su, was far from matching it.
 

But this young maiden, who looked perhaps even younger than him by a couple of years...
 

This emerald sword Qi surged. As Fang Zheng watched, wherever it passed, solid boulders were swept into the sword vortex and reduced directly to dust.
 

The area of destruction grew wider and wider.
 

"Kid, do you have a death wish?! Whuh—!"
 

The old man sounded panicked and screamed, but before his voice faded, he couldn't suppress a low, muffled grunt of pain.
 

This seamless, gap-free attack was impossible to dodge if one lost focus for even a moment...
 

Fang Zheng wasn't a Martial Artist and couldn't gauge Su Heqing's strength, but judging by the effects alone, it probably wasn't inferior to a Martial Venerable in his old world.
 

If this young maiden had lived in his time, she would likely have been the era's top prodigy!
 

"Found you."
 

Su Heqing murmured grimly, pointing her hairpin directly.
 

A streak of green light shot straight into the depths of the mist.
 

A loud bang echoed, followed by another muffled groan...
 

Silence fell in the distance.
 

The mist that had enveloped them slowly began to dissipate.
 

Far off, the small figure of a dwarf lay collapsed on the ground, completely still, life or death unknown.
 

Su Can and the others, however, had no time to look at the dwarf. Lü'er was the first to reach Su Heqing, supporting her with a gasp, "Young Mistress! Are you alright?!"
 

"I'm fine."
 

Su Heqing gasped heavily several times, collapsing limply onto the carriage... a sheen of perspiration already covered her forehead.
 

Her voice was much weaker than before, drained and feeble. "Quick, finish off that old man. My True Essence is exhausted. If he isn't dead, we'll be in trouble."
 

"Yes!"
 

Su Can responded immediately, leaping towards the dwarf lying on the ground.
 

One stroke of his blade separated the dwarf's head from his body.
 

Returning, he sheathed the blood-stained short sword and reported respectfully, "Young Mistress, it was that old rogue, Daoist Cangyue, playing tricks. Under your Sword Whirl, he was already barely breathing. Your subordinate decapitated him... he's dead."
 

Su Heqing's face was deathly pale, looking more like the injured one. She sneered coldly, "So it was him. Not particularly strong, but audacious enough. A mere Rogue Cultivator at the early Cave Void Realm actually dared to try and fool me. He nearly succeeded. It seems these Rogue Cultivators, lacking resources, have gone insane from deprivation."
 

Lü'er said worriedly, "Young Mistress, your True Essence is depleted. If we don't find a place rich in Spiritual Energy quickly to replenish it, you risk falling back a Realm."
 

"It's alright."
 

Su Heqing waved dismissively, lying prone on the carriage's boards. She took shallow, labored breaths. "Just proceed onward... I have a way to restore my True Essence. Lower the curtains. I need to rest for a while."
 

"Yes!"
 

The others clearly had absolute trust in Su Heqing. Whatever she said, they accepted. She said she had a way, and they genuinely stopped worrying. They lowered the curtains on the carriage.
 

The curtains, woven from straw, blocked very little.
 

But since she ordered them lowered, it was clear she didn't want them to witness what happened next... They understood their young mistress's intention and immediately averted their eyes. The carriage continued its slow forward journey.
 

Su Heqing lay side by side with Fang Zheng on the carriage, gasping heavily for a while before sighing. "Big Brother, my condition is almost the same as yours now... It feels terrible. Breathing even feels difficult. I gave the Twin Lotus to you, so I have no way to recover my True Essence."
 

A sense of foreboding rose in Fang Zheng's heart. He mumbled, "You... does your True Essence really need recovering too?"
 

"True Essence is condensed from Spiritual Energy," she explained. "The True Essence within the human body is limited. Use a bit, lose a bit. The Spiritual Energy in the air is too thin. If not confronting anyone, one can barely maintain a balance. But once you fight, True Essence is spent faster than it can be replenished. Especially since I've been away from the Sect for some time now, my True Essence had already dwindled. Just now, I forcibly activated the Sword Whirl. That old fool Cangyue's strength was inferior to mine, but he had the initiative. If I hadn't struck him unprepared, I probably couldn't have killed him."
 

Su Heqing sighed again. "The price is... my True Essence is now exhausted. If I don't quickly find Spiritual Energy to absorb, I may very well fall back a Realm."
 

Fang Zheng looked at her in shock. "Your Cultivator lives are this sucky?!"
 

"Sucky?!"
 

Su Heqing frowned, repeating the unfamiliar word, though she understood 'bitter'.
 

She let out a light sigh. "It only can be blamed on the times we were born into. With Spiritual Energy fading, we Cultivators lack the power to change the heavens and earth. At least our Sect possesses relatively abundant Spiritual Energy... As soon as I return to it, I can swiftly replenish my True Essence. Perhaps my Cultivation Level might even improve further then."
 

"So how far are you from your Sect now?"
 

"Over two thousand miles!"
 

Fang Zheng: "......"
 

"And how do you plan to restore your True Essence?"
 

"This is where you come in, Big Brother... I did save you, after all."
 

Su Heqing struggled to prop herself up slightly, sighing gently. "Old Cangyue was different from me. He was a Rogue Cultivator, without a Spiritual Energy-rich Sect or systematic Cultivation Methods. For him to reach this Realm, he likely did countless unspeakable deeds, harmed who knows how many lives... If you fell into his hands, he truly would have devoured you without a second thought. Though I also wish to use you, I don't want to take your life, Big Brother. Won't you help me?"
 

Fang Zheng followed her gaze.
 

It landed on his injured arm, where thin streaks of crimson blood welled... perhaps it was an illusion, but here in this world, that crimson blood seemed to have a faint, almost crystalline clarity, glistening like liquid gemstones.
 

Chapter 7: Crisis Resolved?
 

A moment later.
 

Su Heqing sat quietly cross-legged in the carriage, slowly recovering the True Essence inside her body.
 

Fang Zheng lay there somewhat helplessly, watching Su Heqing cultivate.
 

Spiritual Energy, to him, was like water to a fish.
 

So he could clearly sense that...
 

Inside her body, an extremely powerful Spiritual Energy was slowly transforming into something unfamiliar.
 

It must be True Essence.
 

So I have this ability too?
 

Only now did Fang Zheng realize why Su Heqing had her maid and servants lower the curtains... After all, it seemed she was some kind of Candidate Saintess?
 

For a dignified Candidate Saintess to lean over his arm and lick the blood dripping from it like a little puppy... well, it was somewhat seductive.
 

The feeling was captivating.
 

At least Fang Zheng was shamelessly... unresponsive.
 

In a state almost like suffocation, with a heavy head and light feet, it would be weird if he could react at all in such a condition.
 

But he felt somewhat grateful to this Su Heqing, who had said she wanted his blood.
 

Well... instead of directly cutting his wrist to take blood, she used the wound from his earlier knock and sucked the blood from it. From this perspective, she probably worried he would be too scared.
 

It was a bit like when slaughtering a pig—to prevent the pig from being too frightened, you kill it instantly to keep the meat from turning sour?!
 

Nonsense, Fang Zheng felt as if he had Stockholm Syndrome.
 

But no matter what...
 

He had to find a way to escape.
 

Just now, that Su Can outside had chopped off the head of that Daoist Cangyue without hesitation... Such a casual action clearly showed that he had probably taken many lives before.
 

And this Su Heqing’s strength was so great it could even compare to that of a Martial Venerable from his own world.
 

Martial Venerable... What did that mean? It meant he could beat ten thousand of me without even panting, okay?
 

Besides, cultivators weren’t the all-powerful immortals he had imagined, who could fly and move through the earth. Instead, they seemed more like people struggling to survive in a wasteland, with little time left to live. Could he really expect someone like that to show kindness toward him?
 

This was an even crueler world.
 

Anyone with such cultivation couldn’t possibly be a soft, gentle little bunny.
 

Fang Zheng stared intently at Su Heqing, who sat cross-legged before him, and couldn’t help but furrow his brows tightly.
 

Escape... He must escape.
 

No matter how much respect she showed him, it wouldn’t change the fact that she intended to use him for alchemy. If he didn’t escape now, once they reached her Sect, surrounded by a whole group of Martial Venerables and Martial Saints, he would truly have no hope of escaping at all.
 

But how could he escape?
 

On the other side was someone with at least Martial Venerable strength, or possibly even greater power. And his side... well, he might as well be disabled.
 

Lying here, unable to move—wasn’t this just leaving everything to fate?
 

Fang Zheng’s mind was filled with complicated thoughts. On one hand, he clearly knew that if Su Heqing recovered her cultivation level, his chances of escape would be even slimmer. On the other hand, he had enough self-awareness to know that even if Su Heqing lost her combat ability, any one of the five outside could toy with him like playdough.
 

Right now, it was just him and her... Should he try to take her hostage?
 

Fang Zheng struggled to lift his head, only to realize that even if she sat still, he probably wouldn’t have the strength to crawl onto her, let alone take her hostage.
 

Was he supposed to use quantum mechanics to escape?
 

It seemed all he could do was leave it to fate.
 

Fang Zheng sighed dejectedly. Unable to move, wounded and exhausted, and having just lost quite a bit of blood to that woman’s licking... he gradually sank into a deep slumber.
 

...
 

Thud thud thud!!!
 

Along with a series of rhythmic sounds.
 

Fang Zheng abruptly opened his eyes.
 

Only then did he realize.
 

Oh no, danger... At such a critical moment, I actually fell asleep?!
 

Right now, he was in the middle of a crisis, every second was incredibly dangerous—how could he waste time sleeping?
 

Instinctively, he struggled to get up, but his body, feeling weightless, thumped onto the ground.
 

Fang Zheng: “…”
 

He stared blankly at the familiar ceiling above him.
 

Not the shabby roof of the carriage, and no alluring, fake Saintess from the Sect beside him.
 

It was as if everything had just been a dream.
 

This was his own room.
 

Even though it was rented, every piece of furniture here was something he had poured his heart into—the familiar computer, the swivel chair, the wardrobe, and the big pillow of Senior Sister Qingqing on the bed.
 

I’m back.
 

Did I cross back again?
 

Or was it all just a dream?
 

Then, looking at the burning pain in his elbow, Fang Zheng knew—it wasn’t a dream.
 

It must be that I crossed back again.
 

So that means... the crisis that had been giving me such a headache, where I was about to be used for alchemy, was just resolved like that?!
 

Fang Zheng blinked, sitting up.
 

Sure enough, the familiar air—what he breathed into his lungs wasn’t just oxygen, but the richest, purest Spiritual Energy.
 

It felt like his throat and lungs were taking a sauna, so comfortable he couldn’t help but want to moan.
 

Oh my...
 

Have I been living in such a blissful era all along?
 

Only after being in that world where Spiritual Energy was so scarce he could barely move did Fang Zheng realize how lucky he was now. With this dense Spiritual Energy, if that Martial Venerable Saintess came here... wouldn’t she get so drunk on Spiritual Energy that she’d pass out from happiness?
 

Luckily, it had nothing to do with me anymore.
 

Fang Zheng stood up, only then noticing that from the very beginning, the thud thud thud sound had been going on rhythmically.
 

What woke him up was the knocking on the door.
 

And on his body—it was bare... He was actually not wearing a single stitch of clothing.
 

What’s going on?!
 

Did I cross back, but my clothes stayed over there?!
 

Fang Zheng hurriedly grabbed a set of pajamas and put them on.
 

He went to the living room and opened the door.
 

Outside stood two women, one big and one small, both with delicate features.
 

The smaller one was about twelve or thirteen years old, with a long ponytail and a round face that looked playful and cute. Her large, bright eyes darted around, full of spirit—clearly the kind of girl who couldn’t sit still.
 

The older one was around twenty, tall and almost as tall as Fang Zheng, who was a man. She had short, dark hair and a pale, stern face. She was beautiful, but when you saw her, her beauty was the easiest thing to overlook, all because her eyes were just too sharp, like knives, making anyone who looked at her instinctively feel timid.
 

Liu Su.
 

Fang Zheng’s childhood friend and classmate.
 

Despite her young age, she was said to already be a Martial Master, with high combat ability. Even in Jielin City, she was ranked among the best.
 

And now, holding her niece by the hand, she looked as if she had come to demand an explanation.
 

This whole “making a big deal out of it” attitude made Fang Zheng’s heart sink.
 

This girl... Could she have been caught?!
 

Don’t tell me she ratted me out?
 

But wait, the confession isn’t until tomorrow... What’s she doing here now?
 

And that little girl being held by Liu Su...
 

“Hehe, you sleep like a log. We knocked on the door for a long time before you opened it. Were you doing something naughty with your pillow?”
 

Liu Xiaomeng wore an ingratiating smile and grinned at Fang Zheng.
 

“Fang Zheng, you…”
 

Liu Su had only said three words when she paused, her slender, sword-like eyebrows slanting upward as she asked, “You smell like blood. Are you hurt?!”
 

Fang Zheng stared at Liu Su in shock.
 

Was her nose like a dog’s?
 

How could she smell that?
 

Chapter 8: The Brat Needs a Lesson
 

It initially seemed like they came to confront him.
 

However, Fang Zheng was injured...
 

Liu Su left her niece behind, went to her room, and brought back a medical kit.
 

She told Fang Zheng to take off his shirt and helped bandage his wounds.
 

The thick Spiritual Energy, the comfortable feeling, and a beauty specifically treating his wounds.
 

Just moments ago, he was in mortal danger with no one to turn to... and in the blink of an eye, he received such comforting treatment.
 

For a moment, Fang Zheng felt a bit like he was in a dream.
 

Liu Xiaomeng had been full of worry earlier, but when she heard Fang Zheng’s excuse—that he got injured from sneaking out at night and falling—her previous concern instantly turned to disdain.
 

Sitting cross-legged on the living room sofa, watching Liu Su treat Fang Zheng’s injuries, she said with a contemptuous look, "You’re someone who shares the Abbot of Shaolin’s name. I wouldn’t demand that you get injured fighting someone, but at least don’t do something like tripping on flat ground... and even bleeding from it... isn’t that embarrassing? A grown man tripping and falling is not cute at all!"
 

She thought Fang Zheng had gone climbing in the middle of the night to find courage because he lacked it.
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

Indeed, I shouldn’t have told this little girl the story of The Smiling, Proud Wanderer.
 

"Fell and got hurt? Did you run into some Aberrant Beast?"
 

Liu Su applied iodine to Fang Zheng’s wounds and then wrapped them with bandages; her technique was very skilled... Fang Zheng had many bruises, but in no time, they were all bandaged.
 

She gave Fang Zheng a meaningful glance and said, "Forget about going out climbing in the middle of the night without shoes, but you even encountered a beast—was it a Bizarre Bear? You’re lucky you played dead and got away. You should be glad that bear wasn’t hungry. When a bear is hungry, it doesn’t care if you’re dead or alive. Looks like you met a full bear that just licked you for fun. You didn’t lose a chunk of flesh and managed to keep your life."
 

"Licked..."
 

Fang Zheng let out a dry, awkward laugh.
 

"Alright, you can reach your feet yourself, apply the medicine on your own."
 

Liu Su tossed the iodine to Fang Zheng and said seriously, "I won’t ask what you were doing sneaking out in the middle of the night, but I’m a Martial Artist. There’s some news you ordinary people don’t know, but I do... During this time, don’t go out if it’s not necessary. Stay home and help Xiaomeng with her homework... Recently, Jielin City—no, the entire Xia Ya Empire has been a bit unsettled. According to detection, there might be a new Interdimensional Rift appearing in the Xia Ya Empire."
 

Fang Zheng obediently said, "Oh."
 

"Since your injuries are all treated, you should rest well... Sorry for bothering you so late. Little Aunt, let’s go."
 

Liu Xiaomeng, beaming, slipped on her slippers and headed out, saying, "I don’t have class tomorrow, so I plan to sleep in."
 

"Halt!!!"
 

Liu Su said coldly, "Liu Xiaomeng, did I say you could leave?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng’s movements immediately froze.
 

She looked at Liu Su, then at Fang Zheng, and laughed awkwardly, "Little Aunt, you’re so unreasonable, waking up a tenant in the middle of the night is so inhumane. And the two of us alone with a grown man in one room—it wouldn’t sound good if it got out. Let’s talk about whatever it is tomorrow."
 

Liu Su said calmly, "Didn’t you say this letter was written by Fang Zheng? I came to confront him with you... Aren’t you in a hurry to clear your name?"
 

"What... injustice?" Fang Zheng asked, confused, but seeing the little girl winking and making faces at him, he felt he somewhat understood.
 

Liu Su said apologetically, "Sorry for disturbing you so late... I didn’t expect you to go to bed so early."
 

"Um..."
 

Fang Zheng glanced at the time... Hmm, 1 a.m.
 

Well, he was a night owl; normally, he wouldn’t be asleep at this hour.
 

"This is what happened."
 

Liu Su explained to Fang Zheng.
 

After hearing Liu Su’s explanation, Fang Zheng realized just how committed Liu Xiaomeng was to this confession idea.
 

He was even willing to cooperate with her in confessing... yet she had to add extra drama on her own.
 

He really didn’t understand why she was so determined to set them up—no, so eager for him to be thoroughly rejected by her Little Aunt.
 

Not only did she pay out of her own pocket to buy eleven roses for him, but she also secretly wrote a love letter in his name to Liu Su at night.
 

It seemed she planned to sneak it into the flowers tomorrow.
 

Unfortunately, she was caught red-handed while polishing the love letter halfway through.
 

"She said you told her to do it, but I don’t believe her. You’re a writer, after all; there’s no need for a little girl to help you write a love letter."
 

Liu Su’s gaze fell on Fang Zheng and she asked, "So, to let her accept her fate, I came specially to bother you... Fang Zheng, is this letter written by you?"
 

As she spoke, she handed over a very cute pink letter.
 

Fang Zheng took it and carefully read the contents...
 

His eyebrows twitched violently.
 

This little girl... she really was making fun of him. This was no love letter; the content was so explicit, though not vulgar, it was clearly a blatant declaration of love, straight up saying "I want to sleep with you."
 

Really... why write such blunt truths?
 

No, this girl clearly didn’t understand the difference between a love letter and flirting.
 

Where Liu Su couldn’t see, Fang Zheng glared fiercely at Liu Xiaomeng. I was planning to confess; what’s your deal?!
 

Liu Xiaomeng responded with her eyes: Isn’t this to increase your success rate?
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

Increase success rate?!
 

If he put this letter in the flowers and gave it to Liu Su, she wouldn’t be considering how to gently reject him, but how to deal with him, right?
 

Could he admit to this?
 

Fang Zheng looked steadily at Liu Su, then glanced at Liu Xiaomeng, who was frantically winking beside him. He shook his head and said, "It wasn’t me."
 

"Now you should accept it. This has nothing to do with Fang Zheng; it’s entirely your doing, right, Xiaomeng? Liu Xiaomeng, don’t you know some jokes shouldn’t be made?!"
 

Liu Su looked coldly at Liu Xiaomeng.
 

Liu Xiaomeng’s cute face instantly turned pitiful. She glared fiercely at Fang Zheng, her face full of misery, and said, "Sorry, Little Aunt, I know I was wrong."
 

"Come with me. It seems I’ve been too lax with you lately, and you’ve become unruly."
 

Liu Su said coldly, "Fang Zheng is my best friend. Have you considered how awkward our relationship would become if I took this letter seriously? You only care about having fun... completely ignoring the consequences... True, you’re young, but youth isn’t an excuse for you to act recklessly. Children are generally likable, but a brat needs a good lesson!"
 

"I think it’s actually not a big deal... The girl’s mind is just playful; maybe she doesn’t think it’s a big deal?"
 

Fang Zheng, looking at the little girl’s tear-filled, wide eyes, couldn’t help but plead, "In my opinion, just give her a good spanking and be done with it..."
 

Liu Xiaomeng: "..."
 

Liu Su glanced at Fang Zheng, nodded, and said, "Fine. Xiaomeng, come with me... You’re not getting out of this beating today. But since the person involved pleaded for you, I’ll only spank you this time. If there’s a next time, I’ll break your legs, got it?!"
 

"I believe you."
 

Liu Xiaomeng followed Liu Su listlessly out of the room.
 

Halfway out, she glanced back at Fang Zheng and said weakly, "Fang Zheng, thanks for pleading for me."
 

Fang Zheng smiled faintly and said, "You’re welcome."
 

"Fang Zheng, since you’re injured, you should rest early... Sorry for bothering you so late."
 

Liu Su gave Fang Zheng an apologetic smile, then dragged Liu Xiaomeng away.
 

Fang Zheng stared fixedly at her retreating figure...
 

Then he couldn’t help shaking his head and sighing, "Indeed, can’t compare. After all these years, she’s become so mature."
 

This letter was indeed Xiaomeng’s own doing, but while Liu Su seemingly cleared his name and lectured Liu Xiaomeng... her words held a clear meaning.
 

Because she wasn’t sure if it was his true intention, she spoke ambiguously, but Fang Zheng was an adult; how could he not understand her underlying message?
 

And that bouquet of roses by the window... did she really not see them?
 

Probably she chose to ignore them.
 

He was rejected.
 

Very tactfully, but also very decisively, leaving no room for doubt.
 

He had just made up his mind, and then... he met his Waterloo.
 

Lying on the bed, surprisingly, Fang Zheng didn’t feel too much regret or sorrow. Instead... he felt strangely relieved.
 

Maybe it was because he had just gone through a life-and-death crisis, nearly got eaten alive, and almost used for alchemy.
 

That feeling of helplessness, of being at others’ mercy.
 

Compared to that, matters of love and affection were trivial, right?
 

Fang Zheng felt his heart was unprecedentedly clear...
 

As for the relief, it was because Xiaomeng was right.
 

My feelings for Liu Su really had more to do with unwillingness than love.
 

That’s why...
 

Fang Zheng let out a long sigh, lay down on the bed, and murmured, "Anyway, after more than ten years of emotions, it finally has an outcome, right?"
 

And he didn’t have to face her awkwardly after being rejected. They could still be friends; that really was the best possible ending.
 

Thinking this, a smile spread across Fang Zheng’s face as he closed his eyes.
 

Perhaps due to his physical injuries, he fell into a deep sleep once again.
 

When he opened his eyes again.
 

He was met with a pair of bright, smiling eyes. Su Heqing smiled charmingly and said, "Big brother, did you sleep well?"
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

Damn, when it rains, it pours.
 

Chapter 9: An Old Classmate You Can Trust
 

My name was Fang Zheng.
 

I was a Tang Monk.
 

That was right... although it had not reached the point where eating a piece of my flesh could grant immortality, a single drop of my blood could compare to a sixth-grade Elixir. For this world where Spiritual Energy was extremely scarce, it was practically a rare treasure!
 

This was something Su Heqing, the Saintess of the Shengji Sect, told Fang Zheng with great admiration after personally consuming a tiny amount of his blood and quickly restoring her True Essence.
 

From the intense, burning look in her eyes when she gazed at Fang Zheng, he could almost be sure… if she weren't thinking about sustained long-term gain, she would definitely have the same plan as that Daoist Cangyue from before—to devour him alive.
 

And judging by the way she was looking at him now, he had to find a way to save himself.
 

Because… it seemed this dimension was bound to him.
 

This was an extremely serious problem Fang Zheng discovered after accompanying Su Heqing for several hours, wobbling along, then falling asleep again and returning to his own room.
 

"So, when I fall asleep in this world, I go to that world. And when I fall asleep in that world, I return to this world!"
 

Fang Zheng leaned over the desk, holding a pen and drawing two circles to represent the two dimensions he traveled between.
 

Then he used the pen to write down the patterns he had discovered.
 

"After falling asleep, I travel to another world.
 

The Spiritual Energy in that world was once rich, giving birth to a highly prosperous Cultivation civilization. According to Su Heqing, at its peak, they could even break through dimensions and traverse the cosmos. But now it was extremely scarce. Although the cultivators were not yet declining, they were on the brink of extinction. Let's temporarily name it the World of Dharma-Ending!
 

And when I go to the World of Dharma-Ending,
 

no matter how long I stay there, as long as I don't close my eyes to sleep—even if I pass out—I won't leave that world. But the moment I fall asleep, I return to my current era, temporarily named the Era of Spiritual Energy Revival. It only takes the duration of one sleep; the length of time doesn't seem to be affected!"
 

Fang Zheng stared intently at the information he had written down.
 

A thoughtful expression appeared on his face.
 

For some reason, even though he would travel through dimensions after falling asleep, and his mind remained clear and even excited, when he returned to the Spiritual Energy Revival Realm, his spirit felt fully refreshed, as if he had truly had a very satisfying sleep.
 

From this perspective, his time was effectively doubled. Other people had 24 hours in a day, needing at least 8 hours to rest. But for him, resting was just switching places to have fun.
 

If possible, he could have more than 48 hours in a day, provided he could endure it.
 

This might be an opportunity.
 

As a transmigrator, Fang Zheng was naturally unwilling to miss out on Supernatural Abilities and Martial Arts.
 

It was just that he had no talent for Martial Arts… this was 100% certain. The Martial Arts Bureau had conducted nine tests from age 12 to 20. If he had even a sliver of talent, it wouldn't have been missed.
 

But once or twice was acceptable, not a third time.
 

Fang Zheng still remembered clearly: Su Heqing, a young maiden even younger than him, but the power she displayed was clearly above that of Jielin City's City Guardian General.
 

And this was in a place where Spiritual Energy was extremely scarce. What if she were in this world, where Spiritual Energy was abundant?
 

A Grandmaster?
 

Or an even higher Celestial Being?!
 

He didn't know…
 

But that powerful strike of hers had stirred unprecedented waves in Fang Zheng's heart.
 

Although this Su Heqing didn't seem like someone from the righteous path, if she really had the intention to recruit Fang Zheng into her Sect, he wouldn't care whether it was righteous or evil—he would join without hesitation.
 

Precisely because he had lived a second life, he understood the importance of power even more deeply and yearned to escape mediocrity.
 

In comparison… Liu Su's tactful rejection didn't disappoint him much. Why?
 

Because Fang Zheng's heart was completely occupied by that powerful strike.
 

Unfortunately… this little girl only wanted to drink his blood and use him for Alchemy.
 

Fang Zheng looked at the A4 paper on the desk, which he had scribbled all over, covered densely with messy information.
 

But no matter how meticulously he analyzed the patterns, over there, he was just a useless person who couldn't even support his own body.
 

And my opponent…
 

Fang Zheng scratched his scalp with a headache. Even if he had countless clever plans and ideas, it was like putting Zhuge Liang and Xu Chu in an arena to fight to the death… Even if Zhuge Liang had an IQ of 666, he would still be pummeled to death by Xu Chu without question.
 

Over the next few days,
 

he couldn't come up with any feasible methods.
 

The carriage wasn't slow, covering over a hundred miles a day… At this rate, in just over ten days, he would be taken back to that so-called Shengji Sect.
 

By then, it would truly be too late.
 

Just as he was overwhelmed with worries,
 

a soft ding-dong sound suddenly reached his ears.
 

It was the elevator.
 

The entire building was Liu Su's property. On this floor of this unit, there were only two apartments: one was his, and the other belonged to…
 

Listening to the light, rhythmic footsteps—
 

It was Liu Su!
 

Why was she back at this time?
 

Fang Zheng's heart suddenly stirred, and he hurriedly pushed the door open and went out.
 

He saw Liu Su's charming figure.
 

She wore tight jeans and a large shirt, with a pure white cotton undershirt inside, outlining her lovely figure.
 

On her feet were pure white sports shoes, convenient for movement—simple, neat, and giving off a clean, appealing charm.
 

Fang Zheng appeared directly in front of Liu Su.
 

Liu Su was startled, looking at Fang Zheng's somewhat haggard face… A slightly complicated expression appeared on her face.
 

In these past few days, Fang Zheng had stayed indoors, all his thoughts focused on that World of Dharma-Ending, trying to figure out the truth and patterns of his dimensional travel!
 

But from Liu Su's perspective, the meaning might be different.
 

For example, heartbroken over a failed romance…
 

And the two of them had a good personal relationship.
 

For any woman facing this situation, it would probably be a bit awkward, right?
 

Liu Su smiled a little awkwardly, her hands nervously clasped behind her back—a rare sight for someone usually so brisk and efficient.
 

"You don't have work today?"
 

She surprisingly gave Fang Zheng a slight smile and greeted him proactively.
 

"I've been troubled by a problem these past couple of days, so I stopped updating."
 

Fang Zheng answered confidently, which made Liu Su even more embarrassed.
 

She knew… Fang Zheng was a third-rate, struggling writer, belonging to a profession with no social security or stable income.
 

But due to his limited abilities, all he could rely on was diligence. His monthly earnings, including the full attendance bonus, were just a pittance.
 

It was only because she didn't care much about the rent, plus knowing her old classmate had good academic results, she had the idea of having him tutor her niece. At the very least, an old classmate was trustworthy. With more and more cases of home tutors assaulting female students, finding someone she knew was more reassuring.
 

Otherwise, with his meager income, forget about this two-bedroom apartment—in a place as expensive as Jielin City, he could only afford to live in a basement.
 

Fang Zheng obviously knew this too… so he was exceptionally diligent, using hard work to make up for his lack of natural talent.
 

But now, he had actually stopped updating.
 

Liu Su felt even more guilty, even regretting a little. Maybe it was all Xiaomeng's own idea. Although she could tell Fang Zheng had a good impression of her, he had never tried to make it clear. She had taken it upon herself to reject him.
 

Was she being too… self-important?
 

Fang Zheng had no idea what Liu Su was thinking. He smiled and said, "Perfect timing you're here, Liu Su. Since you're a Martial Artist, I have a question I'd like to consult you about. Can you help me think it through?"
 

Liu Su was taken aback, feeling a bit puzzled. She nodded and said, "Alright, go ahead and ask."
 

Chapter 10: I Am Someone Who Pursues Rigor
 

Seeing Liu Su nod in agreement.
 

Fang Zheng quickly asked his question.
 

"If you were weakened due to lack of oxygen, and a woman slightly stronger than me grabbed you, and that woman wasn't very guarded against you, what method could you use to subdue her?!"
 

Liu Su repeated Fang Zheng's question in her own way, then looked at him with a very strange expression.
 

"That woman... it wouldn't be me, would it?!"
 

She asked with a slightly odd look, "What do you want to subdue me for?!"
 

Fang Zheng was startled, finally realizing his question might have a slight misunderstanding. He explained, "Didn't I say she might be a little stronger than you?"
 

"But you also said you were in a weakened state... It feels like you're making yourself weaker and me stronger, just to increase your chances of successfully attacking me, so the question becomes harder, right?"
 

Liu Su looked at Fang Zheng with a pitying gaze and advised him, "Fang Zheng, we are old classmates, we even sat at the same desk when we were kids. I know you're a good person. It's nothing to have some wild thoughts for a moment, but if you try to act on them, your whole life will be ruined. Think of your father, think of your mother, you must stay calm... I'm a Martial Artist, and I can tell you responsibly, Martial Artists are not people ordinary folks can defeat."
 

"You're overthinking it! Actually... it's for my book!!"
 

Fang Zheng scratched his head helplessly, feeling like Liu Su was looking at him as if he were some depraved person about to commit a crime.
 

He changed his train of thought and found an excuse, saying, "Actually, I'm stuck writing my story. My protagonist was captured by a woman. That woman is very powerful, and my protagonist is still useless... How to escape in a reasonable and logical way, honestly, I'm really getting a headache over it. That's why I stopped updating... You know, I'm someone who pursues rigor."
 

Liu Su's look at Fang Zheng became even stranger. "But last time, wanting to support a friend's work, I specifically read your book. When I pointed out the unreasonable parts to you, you didn't change them at all. You just brushed it off saying 'close enough is fine, it's just a novel, it can't be that rigorous'."
 

"So... that's why I'm a failed author."
 

Fang Zheng said seriously, "I've realized my talent is insufficient. If I want to achieve something, I must be rigorous, rigorous, and more rigorous. So I must find a way to escape logically and reasonably... I really can't think of a way. I thought since you're also a Martial Artist, you should be a Martial Venerable by now, right?"
 

Liu Su waved her hand and said lightly, "Still a bit short."
 

After chatting with Fang Zheng for a while, she felt he didn't seem troubled by love, but rather that she might have been overthinking things.
 

Liu Su gradually returned to her usual calm demeanor.
 

"So I'm stuck. How should he escape?!"
 

Liu Su thought for a moment and asked, "You're saying your protagonist is a waste whose physique is even worse than an ordinary person's, right?"
 

"He's not a waste, ahaha... he's just weak in his hands and feet. You can think of it as him just recovering from a serious illness."
 

Liu Su stated decisively, "Then the only way is to get someone to rescue him!"
 

Fang Zheng's eyes widened in shock. "Can't I save myself?"
 

"You really are a newborn calf unafraid of the tiger."
 

A slightly dismissive look appeared on Liu Su's face. She said calmly, "You said the opponent is stronger than me. Since it's a novel, we don't have to be that rigorous..."
 

"No, no, no, let's be a bit more rigorous. Probably slightly stronger than our Jielin City's City Guardian General, Thunder Sovereign. Yes, slightly stronger."
 

"That would be a senior Martial Venerable. And your protagonist is just a waste..."
 

"He just recovered from a serious illness, not a waste, really not a waste."
 

"You're really underestimating Martial Artists, aren't you?"
 

Liu Su said seriously, "My strength is barely ranked in Jielin City, belonging to the stronger level among Martial Masters. In a one-on-one fight, I can kill a Level 6 Aberrant Beast without a problem. And a single Level 6 Aberrant Beast, if left unchecked, can easily destroy an entire city. Do you understand what I'm saying?"
 

As she spoke, seemingly worried Fang Zheng wouldn't believe her, she casually waved her hand. With a sharp crack, a sonic boom sounded out of thin air.
 

Fang Zheng only felt a strong gust of wind hit him, his hair immediately flying wildly.
 

She explained, "That strike had at least 18 tons of force. And that was just a casual strike from me. My instantaneous explosive power is much greater than that. For example, a seven-story western-style house like the one we live in, I could cut it in half with one slash of my blade!"
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

In his previous life, Tyson's strongest explosive force was only about 800 kilograms, less than a fraction of this seemingly thin and weak girl's power!
 

He swallowed and said, "Understood. A city-level strategic weapon of mass destruction!"
 

Liu Su nodded and said, "You can't even beat a mutated dog, yet you want to resist a Martial Venerable? Self-rescue is completely impossible. You'd better wait obediently for someone to rescue you."
 

Seeing Fang Zheng fall silent.
 

Liu Su said, "I have some homework to grade, so I won't chat with you anymore... Oh, by the way, Xiaomeng complained to me yesterday that you haven't been paying much attention to her lately. I thought it was because of Xiaomeng's prank, making you not know how to face me. If that's not the case... My academic grades aren't high, and Xiaomeng's grades have been dropping severely recently, she's already in the middle to lower ranks. Do you remember our agreement?"
 

Fang Zheng: "I remember. Rent halved, utilities free. The cost is tutoring Xiaomeng, and being responsible for her three meals a day when you're busy."
 

"Thank you for your hard work. Tonight I have some business to attend to out of town, I might be back in a few days. Remember to cook more, don't let her always eat takeout."
 

Liu Su gave a slight nod to Fang Zheng, turned, and walked towards her room. Her slender back looked quite charming, but unfortunately, Fang Zheng didn't have even a little desire to appreciate it.
 

He stood still at the door for a while, then dejectedly returned to his own room.
 

Sitting at his desk, he let out a very disappointed sigh.
 

Liu Su was right. He had already witnessed Su Heqing's power... Instantly summoning so many sword energies, or Flying Swords?
 

He didn't understand.
 

But Fang Zheng was 100% sure that any one of those Flying Swords was enough to pierce through his heart and lungs, killing him a hundred times over without discussion.
 

The gap in power was too large. He had no chance at all.
 

It wasn't that he didn't know... Liu Su's suggestion, as a professional, was actually his only choice.
 

But the problem was.
 

Who could he ask to rescue him?
 

He didn't know anyone. And in Su Heqing's hands, although she had bad intentions, she didn't seem to want his life directly... What if he attracted another Daoist Cangyue? If that happened, and he directly tried to eat me alive, wouldn't that be seeking death?!
 

Fang Zheng sighed dejectedly. Moreover, how to send a distress signal was also a big problem.
 

He confirmed once again...
 

The start of his transmigration this time was on hell mode.
 

If nothing unexpected happened, he might really end up as a pig for someone to draw blood from.
 

Chapter 11: Rely on Yourself... Asking Others for Help
 

Unexpected events... still happened.
 

In the blink of an eye, six or seven days had already passed.
 

It started with the broken-down carriage, but after arriving at a nearby bustling town, Su Heqing, flush with money, directly bought a new carriage made of rosewood. At the very least, it made Fang Zheng lie a bit more comfortably. And the maid Lü'er finally didn't have to walk; she got to accompany them inside the carriage.
 

Fang Zheng’s opponents increased from just Su Heqing to now include Lü'er.
 

Her power wasn’t high, reportedly only at the Qi Refining stage.
 

Meaning she could only beat maybe a thousand or so of me… hahaha…
 

Things got even harder.
 

Fang Zheng had no tears left to cry.
 

And on this day…
 

The carriage was moving leisurely along when Su Heqing, a serious expression on her face, lifted the curtain. She instructed the three servants walking alongside, "The territory ahead belongs to the Shushan Sect… Normally, it wouldn’t matter if we encountered them, but right now we’re bringing Big Brother [Fang Zheng]. It’s inconvenient to get into disputes. I’ve already cast a secret technique to seal all the Spiritual Energy inside his body and contain it within the carriage. They won’t notice anything unusual. Still, we need to be extra careful. Stick to the more secluded paths. Don't let them discover us."
 

Fang Zheng’s heart suddenly stirred. The Shushan Sect?
 

That name sure sounds righteous.
 

He asked, "The Shushan Sect? What kind of sect is that?!"
 

Su Heqing explained casually, "Just a bunch of pretentious hypocrites, Big Brother, don’t pay them any mind. Oh, are you comfortable under this down quilt?"
 

This woman was obviously wealthy. After reaching the market town, she hadn’t just replaced the carriage; she’d also specially bought Fang Zheng an extremely soft mattress and blankets. Her attitude towards him was exactly like Lü'er’s towards her… treating Fang Zheng like a rich young master of great importance, utterly attentive.
 

Naturally, there was a reason for this.
 

She gazed at Fang Zheng, who seemed to be getting more energetic, with immense admiration and praised, "Big Brother, you truly are remarkable. The Twin Lotus is a solitary flower, its effects aren’t the strongest. Yet, after so many days, you’ve managed to maintain such excellent vigor, even looking brighter and more spirited! It seems the density of Spiritual Energy contained within your body far surpasses anything I imagined."
 

As she spoke, her gaze upon Fang Zheng grew even more fiery.
 

If a woman looked at him like that normally, Fang Zheng would be one hundred percent certain she was in love with him — that kind of heat couldn’t come from anything else... but with this Su Heqing, it was purely because she wanted to eat him.
 

Fang Zheng ignored her burning stare. His thoughts drifted elsewhere.
 

Hypocrites?
 

This Shengji Sect she belongs to is definitely an evil one… Judging by Su Heqing’s actions and tone, it’s basically confirmed.
 

An organization she calls hypocritical, one she’s clearly at odds with and deeply wary of, must be a righteous faction.
 

Liu Su’s earlier words suddenly echoed in his mind again.
 

In this situation, where he fundamentally lacked the power to resist, the only thing he could do was seek rescue.
 

Was the Shushan Sect a possibility?!
 

Fang Zheng stared deeply at Su Heqing, prompting her to ask strangely, "What’s wrong, Big Brother? Why are you looking at me like that?!"
 

"Nothing. I’m just a bit tired. I want to sleep for a while."
 

After traveling together for several days, and because Su Heqing was concerned about Fang Zheng’s well-being, they had pretty much eaten, slept, and traveled together. Over these days, they had become somewhat familiar. Although Su Heqing intended to use Fang Zheng as a source of power (a “blood slave”), she hadn’t treated him disrespectfully. On the contrary, she genuinely addressed him as “Big Brother” and treated him as such. Apart from her ulterior motives, Fang Zheng, during their daily interactions, no longer felt intense wariness.
 

Of course, no matter how politely she treated him, Fang Zheng always remembered he was a captive, constantly mindful of escaping.
 

"Mmm, then rest early, Big Brother," Su Heqing said with a light laugh. "You’ve been unusually sleepy these past few days… and every time you wake up, your energy is significantly better. It seems Big Brother can recover Spiritual Energy through sleep? I thought you were merely a pool of water — scoop it all out, and there was nothing left. But now it seems Big Brother is more like a fruit tree; as long as you live, you bear fruit. Big Brother, don’t worry too much. Even when we return to the Shengji Sect, I won’t hurt you. I won’t let anyone hurt you."
 

She gently tucked the blankets around him. "Rest well, Big Brother."
 

Fang Zheng didn’t respond. He closed his eyes and soon fell into a deep sleep.
 

When he woke again, he was back in his familiar room. He took several deep breaths, inhaling the rich Spiritual Energy...
 

His somewhat pale face quickly returned to normal.
 

He quickly boiled water, cooked himself a bowl of instant noodles, and cracked two eggs into it.
 

Su Heqing was very perceptive. She could tell Fang Zheng’s spirits greatly improved after sleeping… because he was replenished in the world experiencing the Spiritual Energy Revival.
 

Spiritual Energy could also have some storage function.
 

During this time, every time he woke up in that world, his first action was to eat something. Soaked in Spiritual Energy, even a simple egg contained denser Spiritual Energy than the Twin Lotus Su Heqing cherished.
 

Honestly, lately Fang Zheng looked at Su Heqing with a bit of a condescending attitude… He didn’t know its exact value, but from the servants' descriptions and Su Heqing’s own hesitation when taking out the Twin Lotus, he understood it was precious to them. That level of regret seemed excessive.
 

Seriously… it’s just the equivalent of an egg's worth.
 

He quickly gulped down the bowl of noodles.
 

He felt refreshed and energetic.
 

He sat down at the table, a serious expression on his face, deeply thoughtful.
 

He couldn’t wait anymore.
 

After traveling for several days… they were nearly halfway through the journey. This Shushan Sect was his last hope. He didn’t know what kind of people populated this so-called hypocritical sect, but since they were opposed to the evil path, they probably had some sense of honor.
 

Maybe…
 

He could only count on ‘maybe’.
 

And the most crucial question was…
 

How to call for help?!
 

Fang Zheng pondered for a while, his furrowed brows slowly relaxing.
 

He actually did have a way.
 

How to escape? This question had been brewing in his heart for days. Ideas had started forming, though he wasn’t sure if calling for help might invite tigers instead of rescuers. But now, he couldn’t afford to worry about that.
 

Fang Zheng saw clearly: he had a chance to try this!
 

At worst, there was still the final gamble… If he truly encountered someone like Daoist Cangyue who wanted him dead, he could bargain with them using various Natural Treasures to spare his life.
 

Yeah, he could just pick some simple green grass from the roadside and give it to them. That alone would probably make them ecstatic.
 

Over these days, traveling hundreds of miles with Su Heqing in the carriage, he had finally realized… just how impoverished that world was regarding Spiritual Energy.
 

Hundreds of miles without a single spirit mountain.
 

Su Heqing didn’t know he could bring things from this world to that one. If she knew, she would probably already be torturing him, or placing dangerous restrictions on him, forcing him to hand over all these Spiritual Energy-saturated items.
 

Keeping this secret was definitely the right move.
 

This would be his ultimate life-saving trump card!!!
 

Perhaps he could even use it to gain his freedom.
 

Thinking this, Fang Zheng turned his head, his gaze landing on the bedside… where a bouquet of fresh, vibrant crimson roses still stood.
 

Liu Xiaomeng had spent a month’s allowance on them — eleven roses, symbolizing wholehearted devotion. That little girl seemed genuinely scared she’d be scolded by Liu Su if she saw the roses and got annoyed again, so she’d gifted the bouquet to him, issuing a strict order: Liu Su must not see these roses.
 

Mmm-hmm…
 

He stood up, took a piece of Profound Pork from the refrigerator, and began letting it thaw slowly.
 

Liu Su hadn’t been home for days anyway. He’d cook something nice for Xiaomeng as a little reward.
 

Chapter 12: Scattering Petals
 

"You're so far from your sect, yet you travel slowly in a carriage... Isn't there a faster way, like riding on a Flying Sword?"
 

After a good sleep,
 

Fang Zheng felt much more energetic and even had the leisure to chat with Su Heqing while half-lying down.
 

"You usually can't use Sword Flight?"
 

Fang Zheng asked curiously, puzzled by the question, "You just endure the hardship of sitting in a carriage for over two thousand miles?"
 

"Of course not, we usually use Sword Flight."
 

After spending time together, Su Heqing had realized... Fang Zheng seemed to have been kept in confinement before and knew almost nothing about the common knowledge of this world.
 

Well, he was like a pig raised for slaughter.
 

Because of this, her caution towards Fang Zheng had dropped again and again... A naive big brother with no common sense, and a useless person at that—what was there to be wary of?
 

She chuckled lightly, "Normally, we use Sword Flight. Although we can't waste our True Essence recklessly, Flying Swords are Natural Treasures that coexist with us and can draw Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy as power for flight... It's much faster than this. A journey of two thousand miles can be covered in about a day. It’s a pity your body is too weak. If we used Sword Flight, the cold wind might make you sick, and then..."
 

So it was for me.
 

Fang Zheng nodded slightly.
 

Su Heqing continued, "If your blood’s effectiveness drops because of that, wouldn’t all my effort be wasted?!"
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

This little girl was really bad through and through.
 

Well, a true villain.
 

Fang Zheng was no longer as sickly as usual and asked further, "So, is your Shengji Sect a Heretical Sect?"
 

Su Heqing was startled, then raised an eyebrow and sneered, "Big brother, are you also stuck on the distinction between good and evil?"
 

Fang Zheng said, "Of course not. I know the difference between good and evil lies in one's heart and actions, not in their position or identity... Even a wicked Saintess who cares for the world and never harms the innocent is a righteous person. In famous orthodox sects, aren’t there often people who do shady things for gain and power? So, your so-called distinction between good and evil is too narrow."
 

Su Heqing’s eyes lit up, and she looked at Fang Zheng with a surprised expression, "I never thought big brother’s views would be so refreshing. I’m starting to see you in a new light."
 

Fang Zheng laughed a few times and was about to modestly respond.
 

But Su Heqing went on, "However, big brother, you said one thing wrong. Our Shengji Sect is called a Heretical Sect by outsiders... But in reality, in this world where Spiritual Energy is scarce, if you want to achieve anything in Cultivation, you often can’t afford to have too much conscience... So, we’re not the kind of loyal, righteous people stuck in the mud but aspiring to justice. I just look down on those sects that can barely protect themselves yet claim to care for and help the world—how hypocritical! If they really want to help the world, why not give me a few Spirit Stones? Aren’t I part of the world too? When they get good things, they just use them internally. Hypocrites!!"
 

Fang Zheng pondered, "So, this Shushan Sect you mentioned are the hypocrites? Doing the same things as you but calling themselves orthodox?"
 

Su Heqing snorted lightly, "Hmph, they’re not much better than us."
 

Her delicate brows slightly raised as she looked at Fang Zheng, she asked in surprise, "By the way, big brother... Why are you so energetic today? Did you sleep well?"
 

She then sighed a bit regretfully, "It’s a pity I left all my Alchemy treasures back at the sect. Otherwise, I could take a little of your blood now... Sigh... Once taken out, these things waste Spiritual Energy. What a missed opportunity—I could have taken more, and you’d have the rest of the journey to recover."
 

She seemed truly sorry.
 

Although her words were regretful, her pretty face looked bright and cheerful... After all, they had already covered more than half the journey. As long as she was careful, once they reached the sect, wouldn’t she be the one in charge of Shengji Sect in ten years?!
 

"Just lucky, I guess."
 

Fang Zheng replied casually and turned away, ignoring her.
 

But he felt somewhat relieved inside.
 

Su Heqing looked down on Shushan Sect, but when pressed, she couldn’t name any real flaws... Clearly, based on what she knew, Shushan Sect was likely a genuine orthodox sect.
 

In a righteous sect, even if there were a few bad apples, they were probably in the minority. His luck couldn’t be so bad that every cultivator he met wanted to eat him, right?
 

Thinking this, Fang Zheng’s hand under the blanket moved slightly...
 

The earlier conversation wasn’t without purpose.
 

First, he wanted to gauge Shushan Sect’s reputation—seemed good so far. Second, it was to hide his covert actions.
 

During this time, Fang Zheng had mostly figured out the rules of his travel.
 

For example, if he fell asleep with some items close to his body... those things would come with him to the Age of Dharma Decline, but they wouldn’t return with him!
 

Like his pajamas—he wore them when he traveled, but when he returned, he ended up naked.
 

And just moments ago,
 

while chatting with Su Heqing, under the covers, he used a sharp Swiss army knife to carve into a thin board... Su Heqing, knowing Fang Zheng’s current state, had no guard up against him, so...
 

In places their carriage passed, no one noticed a pink petal slowly falling, carrying intense Spiritual Energy, and landing in the grass.
 

Su Heqing and the others wouldn’t notice this Spiritual Energy...
 

Because inside the carriage was the largest source of Spiritual Energy, and to prevent leakage, Su Heqing had set up a Formation to seal it.
 

Inside the Formation, they naturally didn’t detect that along the remote wilderness paths they traveled, in the thick grass...
 

Pink petals, one by one, shimmered with a glowing Spiritual Energy.
 

Roses grown in the Spiritual Energy Revival World—each petal contained the purest Spiritual Energy. In this world of depleted Spiritual Energy, for these cultivators, it must be like scattering money on the street, right?
 

While tossing rose petals from time to time, Fang Zheng mused inwardly.
 

Never thought the roses meant for confession would end up being my lifeline.
 

Xiaomeng... Thanks for spending so much. When I get back, I’ll make your favorite beer-braised duck and sweet-and-sour ribs.
 

Fang Zheng calculated silently. It worked out perfectly—the little girl was still upset about him not helping before... Well... first to thank her, second to cheer her up. Killing two birds with one stone. The money was well spent.
 

Quietly dropping petals, estimating the distance...
 

All he needed to do now was pray that whoever came to rescue him wasn’t someone with ill intentions.
 

Chapter 13: I Am the Grand Prize
 

Liu Xiaomeng came home from school.
 

Habitually, she didn't even go to her own home first, but immediately turned into Fang Zheng's house.
 

She didn't even need to knock... she had secretly made a copy of the key long ago.
 

As soon as she entered, she couldn't help but wrinkle her cute little nose. She exclaimed joyfully, "It smells like sweet and sour pork ribs! Oh, Abbot, this is such a sin! What's the special occasion today? Why are you suddenly letting me have meat?!"
 

"It's not a special day. I've been busy with work recently, and your aunt told me to take good care of you, but I haven't managed to... Happily, I'm free today, so I cooked you a nice meal to help you replenish."
 

Fang Zheng brought out the pork ribs and put on the lid to keep them warm. He smiled and said, "Go wash your hands in the bathroom. The beer duck is almost ready, and there's also a pickled fish dish... It's just the two of us, so I didn't cook too many dishes. Let's just make do with this."
 

"Okay!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng happily slipped on her slippers and ran to wash her hands.
 

A short while later, sitting at the dining table and watching Fang Zheng busy in the kitchen, she quietly lifted the lid, picked up a pork rib with her fingers, and put it in her mouth. Immediately, she sucked in air because it was hot... but a happy expression spread across her face.
 

Ten minutes later.
 

Everything was ready.
 

Fang Zheng brought out two bowls of rice and handed one to Liu Xiaomeng, who was already eager to eat.
 

Liu Xiaomeng poured some sauce over her rice and mixed it. Though she was a small girl, her movements were grand and enthusiastic.
 

Fang Zheng, however, wasn't in a hurry. He ate slowly and casually asked, "By the way, your Little Aunt has been gone for a few days now... Did she say when she'll be back?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng mumbled with her mouth full, "She didn't say. I heard the Spiritual Energy in Jielin City is too dense right now, and it's very likely new Interdimensional Rifts will appear. You know, every time an Interdimensional Rift appears, it brings danger and risk. She's very busy; she doesn't even answer my calls."
 

"Interdimensional Rift?"
 

Fang Zheng remembered her previous instructions; indeed, there was such a matter.
 

"By the way, you and my Little Aunt, you two..."
 

Liu Xiaomeng looked at Fang Zheng curiously and asked, "How did your confession go? My Little Aunt spanked me hard before, so I didn't dare to ask again... It's been so long, did you make a move?"
 

"As you wished, I gave up. This time, I really let go."
 

Fang Zheng said casually, "Let's just say I kept my dignity as much as possible, hmm... seeing through things but not saying them aloud. Adults care about saving face, after all. Your Little Aunt was polite and tactful enough; otherwise, I probably wouldn't have had the nerve to keep renting here."
 

"Is that so... I noticed your flowers were gone, so I thought you had already given them to her."
 

Liu Xiaomeng giggled foolishly.
 

"I got rid of the flowers."
 

"Got rid of them?!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng was shocked. "Those flowers were bought by me! How could you get rid of them without asking my opinion?!"
 

"I scattered the roses across the earth. Flowers originally come from the earth; doesn't that count as returning to where they came from?!"
 

Fang Zheng thought to himself, I scattered the petals along the path I walked. That Su Heqing found me, apparently because of some Spirit Communication Plate. I don't believe she's the only one who has that thing; others must have methods to detect Spiritual Energy too.
 

Even a pig could guess, following the trail of rose petals, that there was a grand prize ahead.
 

Yes, the grand prize is me.
 

The clues were laid out... Now, I just wait for the fish to bite.
 

Anyway, I've done all I can; the rest is up to fate.
 

"You don't seem too upset."
 

Liu Xiaomeng looked somewhat curiously at Fang Zheng, who was eating leisurely, and asked puzzledly, "After having a crush for so long and getting rejected... You should at least be heartbroken once to prove your sincerity. The way you're acting now will only make my Little Aunt think you're putting on a brave face or, even worse, that you were just toying with her. The first is immature, the second is frivolous. Wouldn't she think even less of you then? If you're really sad, you don't have to pretend. Here, my embrace is small, but you can borrow it to lie down and cry for a while."
 

"Alright, I really am relaxed, not sad."
 

Fang Zheng paused, then shook his head and said, "Maybe I'm a little disappointed, but more than that, I feel relieved... Maybe it's just as you said. Perhaps my admiration for her was really just unwillingness about childhood feelings. You wouldn't understand; I was quite good-looking back then. At that time, I was the class heartthrob, and she was the class flower. We were considered a pair in the class. But my grades were better than hers, so naturally I was a bit more confident. Yet ten years later, I can't even see her taillights... It's understandable that my unwillingness played tricks on me. Xiaomeng, thank you for helping me out of my confusion. If I had continued in my previous state, I might have ended up harming both others and myself."
 

Of course, the main reason I got over it so quickly was...
 

Damn, I'm in a life-and-death crisis right now.
 

Now I just hope that when I wake up, I don't see Su Heqing; even if it's an old man instead, I'd accept it.
 

Faced with a life-and-death crisis, Fang Zheng felt that, never mind Liu Su's tactful rejection, even if she had agreed... he wouldn't be able to feel happy about it.
 

When your life is almost gone, love is just a trivial matter.
 

"I don't know what you're really thinking, but it seems you've truly let go."
 

Liu Xiaomeng gulped down the duck meat in her mouth. Quite pleased, she patted Fang Zheng's shoulder and said with a smile, "I'm really glad to see you like this. Hmm... that's right, it's for the best that you can move out of the shadow of your first love. Don't rush; rest and recover properly first. After a few years, then consider finding a girlfriend. After all, for men, it's quite normal for someone in their thirties to find an eighteen-year-old. It's not fair for women; my Little Aunt can't go find an eighteen-year-old."
 

"Thanks for your kind words. I really don't have any thoughts about romance right now. Let's talk about it another time."
 

Fang Zheng thought about the World of Dharma-Ending.
 

Although he was caught in a life-and-death crisis, it was both a crisis and perhaps a unique opportunity.
 

As long as I can get through this crisis, then afterwards, it might be a chance.
 

Even now, Fang Zheng's mind was still lingering on that move Su Heqing made.
 

With one gesture...
 

Flying Swords filled the sky, sweeping up the enemy and then cutting them down completely.
 

So young, in such a harsh environment, yet she was already at least a Martial Venerable level expert.
 

If I get the chance...
 

Fang Zheng thought, how do I have time to think about love right now? Being single is great; I can sleep whenever I want. Right now, I have forty-eight hours in a day, and I'm full of energy, you know.
 

Seeing the thoughtful expression on Fang Zheng's face, Liu Xiaomeng smiled contentedly. It seemed he wasn't lying... hmm... he really had let go.
 

She chuckled secretly.
 

And Fang Zheng's thoughts were entirely focused on another world.
 

He didn't know what the situation was over there now, nor did he know what Su Heqing saw over there when his real body returned to this world... but he guessed it must be an image of him sleeping.
 

He hoped that when he woke up, he would already have been rescued.
 

Hmm... preferably by a Daoist priest with an immortal demeanor. If he saved me, and then saw that I have extraordinary bones and took me as his disciple, that would be perfect.
 

Even though a Tang Seng Cultivation would be quite strange.
 

But coming to such a Cultivation world, if Fang Zheng said he wasn't tempted, even a ghost wouldn't believe it.
 

Chapter 14: Reinforcements
 

Fang Zheng first had a hearty dinner with Liu Xiaomeng... then chatted with the little girl for a while before helping her with homework.
 

Fang Zheng's academic abilities were no joke. Back then, he thought that after awakening he might need knowledge from various fields, so he studied with great diligence.
 

The fact that he could still solve junior high school systems of linear equations in three variables even as he approached thirty showed just how hard he had studied back then.
 

After finishing the tutoring, he sent the little girl off.
 

Only then did Fang Zheng take a deep breath. He took a bath, reheated the leftovers, and had another meal to ensure his future supply of Spiritual Energy.
 

Having abundant Spiritual Energy was awesome. Even the leftovers felt more potent than that so-called Twin Lotus.
 

Su Heqing didn't know that when Fang Zheng first returned to the World of Dharma-Ending, his movements could already be completely normal in a short time. However, to make Su Heqing let her guard down, Fang Zheng still pretended to be weak and feeble.
 

Hmm... even if it was a rabbit, if it bit a dinosaur unexpectedly... even if it didn't break the skin, it could still startle her, right?
 

Anyway, Fang Zheng had prepared everything he could. Next, it was up to his luck.
 

Fang Zheng slowly closed his eyes.
 

He began to try to fall asleep... when a very strange thought suddenly emerged in his mind.
 

Before I fell asleep, I was in the world of Spiritual Energy Revival.
 

So, in the World of Dharma-Ending, how do I behave then?
 

Come to think of it, has Su Heqing really never noticed me going back and forth like this?
 

Fang Zheng guessed it might be a projection of his body or some other reason?
 

He even felt... could this suddenly appearing teleportation skill be related to the unusually rich Spiritual Energy that Liu Su mentioned?
 

He didn't know. At Fang Zheng's level, he was far from capable of glimpsing the so-called truth.
 

What he needed to do now was escape from Su Heqing's clutches as soon as possible... otherwise, for now it might be okay, but if he really reached her Sect, he would truly become a blood slave.
 

With all these messy thoughts flashing through his mind, Fang Zheng's consciousness slowly faded away.
 

He woke up again.
 

He was startled awake by an extremely violent shaking sound.
 

Before his eyes even opened, he felt the carriage he was lying in swaying violently from side to side... accompanied by rumbling sounds outside.
 

Fang Zheng opened his eyes in surprise and found that Su Heqing was no longer in the carriage.
 

Now, only Lü'er was in the carriage, and the young girl wore a worried expression as she looked outside through the carriage window.
 

"What's going on? Where is Lady Su?!"
 

Fang Zheng had a vague feeling about what was happening, but he pretended to know nothing and asked innocently.
 

Lü'er didn't suspect anything and said worriedly, "We were discovered by people from the Shushan Sect. The one who came is very powerful. Miss is fighting them right now."
 

"Oh, let me see too."
 

There was no doubt that his previous call for help had taken effect.
 

But Fang Zheng didn't feel happy at all. Indeed, in this dimension, Spiritual Energy was too precious. Those rose petals were filled with endless Spiritual Energy, almost every petal equivalent to a Natural Treasure. No matter how righteous a cultivator might be, they absolutely couldn't ignore it.
 

But if the person who came couldn't resist the temptation, even if they successfully saved him... afterward, it might be like jumping out of the frying pan and into the fire.
 

The plan was proceeding smoothly, but he wasn't out of danger yet.
 

Fang Zheng slowly got up and leaned next to Lü'er to look outside.
 

Then a dazzling sight met his eyes.
 

In the sky, two figures—one cyan and one white—were fighting at speeds difficult for the naked eye to follow, sometimes separating, sometimes merging, completely defying gravity.
 

The cyan figure was clearly Su Heqing, and the white figure... was also a woman.
 

A woman?
 

Fang Zheng couldn't help but be stunned. This didn't match the immortal-like old grandfather he had imagined.
 

The newcomer appeared to be about the same age as Su Heqing, with bright eyes and white teeth, skin fairer than snow. She looked like a celestial maiden who had descended to the mortal world.
 

And her Cultivation Level seemed to be slightly superior to Su Heqing's.
 

The jade hairpin in Su Heqing's hand had transformed into an emgreen Flying Sword that circled around her, occasionally clashing with the other's Magic Treasure, producing extremely sharp metallic clanging sounds.
 

With every move they made, either a fire dragon soared into the sky or frost spread everywhere.
 

Even though they were in the air, the commotion was extremely startling. Powerful Spiritual Energy vortices swept through, frightening the horses pulling the carriage into whinnying in terror.
 

Such a magnificent battle scene made Fang Zheng dizzy with fascination.
 

He truly hadn't imagined that the Spiritual Energy, which seemed so weak and almost nonexistent to him, could manifest such wonderfully mysterious variations in their hands.
 

And they weren't only good at long-range attacks.
 

Fang Zheng had originally thought that clashes between cultivators involved just Flying Swords fighting from a distance, supplemented by Dao Arts... like two mages fighting remotely. Especially in this dimension, whoever ran out of mana first would lose.
 

But in reality...
 

These two were not that kind of fragile mage. The two light figures separated and merged rapidly. The Flying Swords could be controlled by thought to attack enemies, or held in hand to execute extremely exquisite sword techniques against each other.
 

The battle between the two sides was evenly matched.
 

No... not evenly matched!
 

Fang Zheng's judgment wasn't great, but looking at Lü'er's anxious expression, it seemed Su Heqing was at a disadvantage.
 

And in the distance.
 

The three servants, each holding weapons, were fighting a rather rough-looking strong man.
 

The strong man didn't have a cool weapon like a Flying Sword, but his body faintly shimmered with golden light. With every punch and kick he landed, the earth trembled... the carriage shaking came from his actions.
 

Su Can and the others were quite skilled, but they didn't seem very proficient in Dao Arts. They could only use their weapons to fight the enemy, but their weapons couldn't break through that golden light, so naturally they had no chance of winning.
 

It was only because the three cooperated well and covered for each other that they barely managed to hold off the strong man.
 

But they were still being forced to retreat step by step...
 

Fang Zheng stared intently at the pretty figure in the sky and asked, "Are they from that Shushan Sect?!"
 

"Yes... and they seem to be among the top Inner Disciples. Miss is very powerful and rarely meets her match even in the Shengji Sect, but this woman can actually overpower her..."
 

Lü'er's worried words stopped halfway when she realized the person in front of her wasn't on her side.
 

Meanwhile, in the sky, Su Heqing held her Flying Sword, exchanged several moves with the white-clothed woman in mid-air. Each move was dangerously fatal yet exquisitely precise. Then she distanced herself, casually made hand seals, and suddenly the heavens shook and the earth quaked. Countless earth spikes emerged from the ground, attacking the woman and forcing her away...
 

Such continuous operations consumed a lot of True Essence.
 

Even she couldn't help breathing a little heavily.
 

She stared fixedly at the indifferent woman before her.
 

She couldn't help feeling a bit disheartened.
 

Because she had stayed by Fang Zheng's side, her True Essence was extremely full. The woman opposite had left her Sect for some time, so her Cultivation Level had diminished somewhat.
 

But even so, she still couldn't defeat her.
 

Right now, with her True Essence full, she could still match her... but once she lost too much, she might even perish here herself.
 

Thinking this, her gaze fell and she saw Fang Zheng's figure.
 

Gritting her teeth, she shouted, "Lü'er, I'll hold this person off. You take Elder Brother and leave quickly!"
 

Chapter 15: I Won't Give Up on You
 

Su Heqing had long felt deeply frustrated.
 

Fang Zheng’s body was far too weak to endure much jostling. She had no choice but to let him travel slowly by carriage.
 

Along the way…
 

The Shushan Sect was the unavoidable route. Taking a detour would add at least three thousand miles.
 

But she wasn’t foolish enough to charge straight in without preparation.
 

She’d specially swapped for a large carriage, precisely to make it easier to arrange…
 

Sacrificing almost half of her stored materials, she used the spiritual energy of various Natural Treasures to power a Formation that sealed Fang Zheng’s Spiritual Energy entirely within the carriage.
 

The Shushan Sect always presented itself as righteous Cultivators. Why would they lift a carriage curtain without reason?
 

As long as the curtain stayed down and the Formation remained intact, no energy could leak out…
 

It should have been foolproof.
 

Yet somehow… these two pursuing sword lights from behind attacked without hesitation.
 

If she hadn’t reacted swiftly, she might have already been wounded by them.
 

She couldn’t figure out where she’d slipped up.
 

What puzzled her even more was her own Cultivation Level. At her age, her strength was rivaled by only two or three others in the entire Shengji Sect… yet this woman she encountered randomly surpassed her.
 

She glanced back at the carriage.
 

Inside…
 

The face that had journeyed alongside her for days.
 

Su Heqing gritted her teeth. Bringing him back to the Shengji Sect was worth any sacrifice!
 

She hesitated no longer. "Lü’er!" she shouted. "Get big brother out of here now!"
 

With that, she cast aside concerns about True Essence consumption. Another spell unleashed a fierce whirlwind from the ground. Sand and stones tore through the air instantly, sealing off the sky and the earth.
 

Lü’er wasted no time. "Apologies, young master," she said. Su Heqing constantly called Fang Zheng 'big brother,' leading Lü’er to address him respectfully as 'young master.'
 

Her small frame easily hoisted Fang Zheng’s much taller form onto her shoulder. Without a Flying Sword, but as a Cultivator, her speed far exceeded that of any ordinary person, even at her low level.
 

In the blink of an eye, she had dashed hundreds of meters away!
 

"Getaway?"
 

A flash of blue light gleamed in the white-robed woman’s eyes.
 

Seeing Su Heqing fight seriously, willing to risk her life to let this so-called ‘big brother’ escape, it was clear… this ‘big brother’ was crucial!!!
 

"Ahem…" the woman snorted coldly.
 

She, too, stopped caring about True Essence expenditure. Power surged within her. Frost-tinged white mist seeped into the world around them, thick and heavy, instantly forcing the swirling dust and grit down like chains.
 

"You won’t pass!"
 

Su Heqing charged again, engaging her in dangerous close combat…
 

Forcing the white-robed woman back several steps.
 

"Uncle Li!" The white-robed woman shouted. "Stop that woman!"
 

"Understood!!!"
 

The burly man called Uncle Li responded gruffly. He abandoned Su Can and the others… turned, and lunged after Lü’er with heavy, thudding steps.
 

Su Can and his companions had braced for a fight to the death, never expecting their foe to expose his back.
 

They seized the opportunity, striking with deadly ferocity.
 

Their blades shimmered a bloody hue.
 

But clashes against Uncle Li’s body sparked like steel hitting rock.
 

They couldn’t harm him in the slightest.
 

He ignored the three behind him entirely, doggedly chasing Lü’er.
 

But it was clear he couldn’t perform Sword Flight – how could he match Lü’er’s nimble lightness?
 

The gap between them widened with every step.
 

Tossed around violently over Lü’er’s shoulder, Fang Zheng felt dizzy. Seeing the sturdy man had an honest, harmless look…
 

He clenched his teeth, knowing this moment decided his fate.
 

Life or death were both preferable to being a blood slave!
 

I’d rather die than be a pig to slaughter!
 

He was much taller than Lü’er. Being carried this way was deeply awkward. Suddenly, he stretched out his arms and tightly wrapped them around her swiftly moving legs.
 

Her legs pushed hard against the ground with each step.
 

Though Fang Zheng now had the strength of an average man, forcing his grip on the young woman was effective.
 

"Ahhh!!!"
 

Lü’er had believed Fang Zheng incapable of movement, completely unprepared… Her legs pinned, she instantly lost her balance.
 

Even worse, where his arms locked around her felt strangely numb and weak, draining her strength instantly.
 

She screamed shrilly.
 

Then she and Fang Zheng tumbled together in a tangled heap onto the grass.
 

This brief delay…
 

Uncle Li thundered up to them.
 

He loomed over them, standing tall and imposing at well over two meters.
 

His voice was cold ice. "I don’t kill women. Go!"
 

Lü’er stared fearfully at Uncle Li, then scrambled to her feet and fled madly into the distance.
 

As for Fang Zheng… she couldn’t spare him this time.
 

True to his word, Uncle Li didn’t pursue her. Instead, his intense glare locked solely onto Fang Zheng, preventing any thought of running.
 

Fang Zheng hurriedly got up, ducking behind Uncle Li. He cried out urgently, "Save me, Brother! That Demoness was trying to kill me!"
 

Uncle Li blinked, confused. "Aren’t you their leader? Her big brother?"
 

At that moment…
 

The white-robed woman descended gracefully, landing near Fang Zheng. With a graceful gesture, dozens of white sword lights shimmered into existence before her – an intricate defensive Sword Formation shimmering protectively.
 

"Damn it!!!"
 

Su Heqing drew in ragged breaths.
 

She shot Fang Zheng one final look, her eyes blazing with understanding. This man hadn't been helpless at all! He had been hiding his intentions all along to wait for an escape chance.
 

The bastard could move freely long ago.
 

But… she had found out too late. Had she known he wasn't so weakened, she could have taken him straight to the Shengji Sect via Sword Flight herself…
 

It was all hopelessly lost.
 

Sucking in several labored breaths, she suddenly released a low, chilling laugh. Her piercing gaze locked onto Fang Zheng, tinged with reluctant admiration. "Well played, my dear 'big brother.' I'll bet it was you who brought these two running here?… I underestimated you. Don’t get cocky yet, big brother. I never give up on my possessions. One way or another… you WILL be mine!"
 

Without a second’s delay, her body dissolved into streaking sword light, piercing the clouds overhead… vanishing in the next heartbeat.
 

Though her heart seethed with unwillingness, her departure was decisive and swift.
 

Su Can and the others, after shooting cautious, lingering looks at Uncle Li, hastily backed away too… Even though Su Heqing had almost abandoned them moments ago, they held no grudge. Still loyal, they followed the direction she and Lü’er had vanished.
 

The white-robed woman finally released a quiet sigh... a subtle wave of relief softening her face.
 

Though she’d had the upper hand during their fight, their strength hadn’t been worlds apart.
 

She felt a stab of gratitude. If Uncle Li had gone back first, and she’d faced Su Heqing alone... she might genuinely have lost.
 

She turned sharply, her cool eyes fixing on Fang Zheng. "It was you?" she demanded. "The one who signaled for help using those petals of the Exquisite Fairy Flower?"
 

Her words hung in the air.
 

Suddenly, her gaze sharpened. Her usual aloof expression shattered completely. A wave of shock flooded her piercing eyes as she stared at Fang Zheng. "You… you are actually…"
 

Fang Zheng inhaled deeply. Unease churned deep within him. He sensed she had uncovered his dangerous secret.
 

What came next…
 

Human…Or livestock for someone else’s table? His destiny was truly out of his hands now.
 

Chapter 16: Are We Not the Righteous Path?
 

"In conclusion, that's how it was."
 

Fang Zheng gave a brief summary of his recent fate without hiding much... As for the unspeakable parts, he simply said he had lived in a desolate place before, but it caught fire, forcing him to flee.
 

Then, he met Su Heqing.
 

He was well aware that talking more meant more mistakes, so he didn't mention Su Heqing wanted to use him as a blood slave... Afraid these people might not have such intentions, and his words might give them ideas.
 

"So, to protect yourself, you secretly scattered Exquisite Fairy Flower petals outside the carriage, hoping to attract a cultivator's attention?"
 

The woman in white remained expressionless, seemingly unmoved by Fang Zheng's explanation. She just stared at him steadily. Except for a slight surprise when she first noticed his abnormality... she had been contemplative.
 

Clearly...
 

She could see the suspicious points.
 

For instance, although the Exquisite Fairy Flower wasn't an unparalleled treasure, it was still rare and precious to cultivators. Even she had followed the trail for a long time to find each petal... only to realize the petals seemed intentionally scattered.
 

She initially thought it was a trap to lure the Shushan Sect, but it turned out to be a cry for help.
 

Yet, how could the Evil Extreme Sect capture this young man without searching him... How did he keep the Exquisite Fairy Flower?!
 

"Oh, right, I haven't thanked you and the senior for saving my life!"
 

Fang Zheng chuckled and ran to the nearby carriage. He pulled out a bundle of roses, though most were torn apart, with only six still intact.
 

Even so...
 

The woman in white couldn't help breaking her composure again, exclaiming in shock, "You... you..."
 

She had seen Exquisite Fairy Flowers before.
 

But she had never seen them arranged into such an appealing shape...
 

Though it looked nice, it was like refining a pill into a pentagon—would it make the taste or effect better?
 

It seemed completely pointless.
 

Fang Zheng smiled gratefully and said seriously, "Thank you for saving my life. The remaining flowers are useless to me, so... so... oh... oh no..."
 

After just a few quick steps,
 

He suddenly felt dizzy again.
 

He covered his head with his hand, then his eyes rolled back... Thud! He fell to the ground, unconscious.
 

Clearly, he was lacking spiritual energy again.
 

"Just as I thought!"
 

Seeing Fang Zheng unconscious on the ground, the woman in white nodded slightly. After a moment's thought, she asked her companion, "Uncle Li, did he just say he wanted to give these flowers to me? If so, since I saved his life, taking them shouldn't count as stealing, right?"
 

Uncle Li paused before replying, "Well... of course not."
 

"That's good."
 

The woman in white smiled slightly, took the bouquet of roses, and gently sniffed. The abundant spiritual energy pleased her greatly.
 

Uncle Li said helplessly, "Miss, you're not planning to take the flowers and leave him sleeping here alone, are you?"
 

The woman in white was taken aback, showing displeasure. "Taking his flowers is only natural, but using people for alchemy is the evil path's way, not ours. Su Heqing is from the Evil Extreme Sect, acting recklessly... But Uncle Li, how could you suggest that?"
 

Uncle Li: "..."
 

He replied helplessly, "That's not what I meant. I just thought, after all, it's a life... and... if I'm not mistaken, he might be the legendary Immortal Xian Xuan Body, born with the world's spiritual energy. No wonder that demoness from the Evil Extreme Sect was so obsessed with him. If we leave him here and he falls into the wrong hands, in a few years, the Evil Extreme Sect might produce a supreme demon. This is serious; we must take him to see the Sect Master."
 

"Is that so? That makes sense."
 

The woman in white thought for a moment and nodded slightly.
 

She then took the roses from Fang Zheng's hand and said seriously, "He gave them to me. Even if he wakes up, I won't return them."
 

Uncle Li couldn't help but laugh. "Of course not. We saved his life; a few Exquisite Fairy Flowers are nothing. This young man seems understanding; he definitely won't ask for them back... Besides, with his physique, he surely doesn't care about these flowers."
 

"Good, then. Let's take him to see the Sect Master."
 

And so...
 

Uncle Li carried Fang Zheng, and the woman in white summoned her sword light. They flew swiftly toward the Shushan Sect.
 

...
 

The Shushan Sect.
 

One of the righteous sects.
 

In this world, though not leading the cultivation world, it was still one of the top sects.
 

Especially since the Shushan Sect had nine peaks, each with strength comparable to an ordinary sect. Combined, they had the power of nine sects, making them extremely strong.
 

The current Shushan Sect Master, Immortal Xuanji, was a super-powerful Truth Refining Stage expert.
 

In today's cultivation world, if he stamped his foot, the entire cultivation world would tremble...
 

Rumor had it that Immortal Xuanji had a fiery temper and was quick to anger.
 

Perhaps due to living longer, he had gradually cultivated his nature and rarely showed emotion.
 

Even so,
 

Today, he was greatly shaken. Upon learning the news, he immediately summoned the Peak Masters of the Shushan Sect's nine peaks who were not present to discuss important matters!
 

Once all the Shushan Sect members were gathered,
 

"It is indeed the Immortal Xian Xuan Body!"
 

Immortal Xuanji examined the unconscious Fang Zheng and sighed in relief. He looked at the woman in white with a satisfied smile, praising, "Qinger, you did well. This is indeed the legendary Immortal Xian Xuan Body... Thanks to you. Otherwise, if the Evil Extreme Sect took this body back, within ten years, they could produce at least three Truth Refinement Cultivators, maybe even a Divine Transformation Cultivator. By then, our righteous path would be in danger!"
 

"It really is the Immortal Xian Xuan Body?!"
 

In the main hall,
 

Every Peak Master of the Shushan Sect looked astonished.
 

Since the Sect Master confirmed it, this sleeping person must indeed be the Immortal Xian Xuan Body.
 

Legend said...
 

The Immortal Xian Xuan Body was a natural spiritual body. Cultivators relied on grotto-heaven blessed lands for cultivation, and the essence of these places was spiritual veins!
 

The Immortal Xian Xuan Body was essentially a walking spiritual vein.
 

If they could take him as a disciple,
 

Forget his cultivation level; as his master, asking for a drop of his blood occasionally wasn't too much, right?
 

Even without asking for anything, just having him nearby would make the surrounding spiritual energy more active.
 

Like now,
 

It felt like the spiritual energy in the Xuantian Hall was much more active. Definitely not a psychological effect.
 

In short, the Immortal Xian Xuan Body was like a moving treasury of natural treasures!
 

Thinking this, all the Peak Masters felt their hearts burn with desire.
 

They understood why Immortal Xuanji had called them here!
 

Clearly, it was to decide who would get the Immortal Xian Xuan Body.
 

Hearing Immortal Xuanji's judgment,
 

Uncle Li smiled warmly, showing his white teeth. "So it really is the Immortal Xian Xuan Body? That's great! Miss, congratulations on getting a fine disciple!"
 

Everyone: "..."
 

Chapter 17: You Don't Mind, Right?
 

After Uncle Li finished speaking.
 

Inside the great hall.
 

An eerie silence immediately fell.
 

The Lord of Bajing Peak, Lin Zhengping, could not help but exclaim in dissatisfaction, "Wait... Li Yun, what did you say? This Immortal Xian Xuan Body has become your lady’s disciple? Senior Brother, what exactly is going on? Why did you call us here?!"
 

As he spoke, he winked and made faces at Xuanji, his meaning obvious.
 

Hadn’t they been called here to decide the fate of this Immortal Xian Xuan Body?
 

The Immortal Xian Xuan Body naturally possessed extremely powerful Spiritual Energy within it. Regardless of its innate talent, it was like a walking ten-part tonic—the kind that could help someone ascend to immortality.
 

Now, with the weakening of the Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy, the conflict between the righteous path and the Demonic Path grew deeper.
 

If this Immortal Xian Xuan Body fell into the hands of the Demonic Path... it was conceivable that the Demonic Path would gain several powerful leaders in the future.
 

By then, the righteous path would be in danger.
 

So, for both public and private reasons, it was necessary to keep this Immortal Xian Xuan Body within the Sect.
 

Thus, finding him a Master was of utmost importance.
 

"This..."
 

Xuanji blinked his eyes, unsure how to respond for the first time.
 

That had indeed been his intention.
 

After all, no matter which Peak the Immortal Xian Xuan Body went to, it would be a tremendous advantage for that Peak.
 

Since he had been brought to Xuantian Hall, he, as the leader of the Shushan Sect, couldn't keep him on Xuantian Peak just to appear fair—especially since he already had one excellent disciple, albeit a peculiar one!
 

So, who should he be left with... was the question.
 

But he never expected Li Yun to suddenly say such a thing.
 

Frowning, he asked, "Li Yun, what do you mean? This young man has already become... Qinger's disciple?!"
 

He looked toward the woman he called Qinger.
 

Yun Zhiqing, although she was the Lord of Nine Veins Peak of the Shushan Sect, Xuanji had considered placing him on any Peak except Nine Veins Peak.
 

First, Yun Zhiqing was too young.
 

Second... Nine Veins Peak currently had very few people. Moreover, Qinger had grown up on the mountain and hadn’t interacted much with others, making her somewhat lacking in common sense. To have her be a Master?
 

How badly would she misguide a disciple?
 

In short, keeping him on Nine Veins Peak was too wasteful.
 

Otherwise, he wouldn’t have invited the other eight Peak Masters here.
 

But if this young man had already become Qinger’s disciple...
 

Then... he couldn’t very well directly say it was inappropriate, could he?!
 

His brow furrowed tightly.
 

Yun Zhiqing also looked at Li Yun in confusion.
 

Did he become my disciple?
 

I didn’t know.
 

Li Yun smiled honestly and said, "Sect Master, you may not know, but this young man is very clever. After being captured by the Evil Extreme Sect, he knew how to save himself, leaving clues along the way... My lady and I chased after him and finally caught up, but that Demoness was too powerful. We fought intensely, and this young man saw us as his hope. He immediately cried out that if we saved him, he would be willing to treat us with the respect due a disciple. After we saved him, perhaps he was eager for the Immortal Dao, and with cultivators right before him, he eagerly presented my lady with a gift of respect for a Master. Lady, didn’t he give you something?"
 

"He gave me something... you mean this?"
 

Yun Zhiqing took out the bouquet of roses with only six flowers left.
 

"Exquisite Fairy Flower!"
 

Everyone exclaimed in surprise.
 

All present were experts and could tell at a glance.
 

The flowers were so full and vibrant; they must have grown in a place abundant with Spiritual Energy!
 

It was said that every drop of blood in an Immortal Xian Xuan Body contained highly concentrated essence of Spiritual Energy. The petals were so deeply red and dripping—could he have watered them with his blood?
 

In any case, these flowers... were extraordinary.
 

Such a precious gift.
 

Could it be that this youngster had really become a disciple?
 

"So this was a gift for a Master."
 

Yun Zhiqing suddenly understood and nodded seriously, saying, "I thought there was no such thing as a free lunch. It seems he gave me flowers with ulterior motives!"
 

Ulterior motives?!
 

You actually thought this was ulterior motives?!
 

Everyone felt both amused and exasperated.
 

"This... Since you think it’s ulterior motives, then I’ll take him as a disciple on your behalf, Qinger."
 

The Lord of Seven Glows Peak, Zhou Qingyun, was a woman. Things that men might find awkward to say, she had no trouble saying... even if Seven Glows Peak consisted entirely of women, she didn’t care.
 

If she could keep this Immortal Xian Xuan Body on Seven Glows Peak...
 

Then... whenever a disciple needed to break through a bottleneck, they could ask their Senior Brother for a drop of blood. With a sweet, delicate junior sister asking, how could the Senior Brother refuse?
 

Even a strand of hair or a fingernail probably contained abundant Spiritual Energy.
 

Who wouldn’t want a walking treasure trove?!
 

"This..."
 

Yun Zhiqing actually looked tempted, then glanced at the flowers in her hand and frowned. "No, if I hadn’t accepted these flowers, Uncle Zhou, you could have taken him if you wanted... But since he’s already become my disciple, even though I don’t know how to be a Master, since he calls me Master, I must take responsibility for him. Pushing him away—what kind of thing is that? Besides, Seven Glows Peak is all female disciples. It would be too inconvenient for him to go there. Not suitable, not suitable."
 

After thinking seriously for a moment, she said earnestly, "Although I’ve never been a Master, since he became my disciple, I must fulfill my duty as a Master. I will take him back to Nine Veins Peak. Martial Uncle Sect Master, don’t worry, I will take good care of him."
 

Xuanji: "..."
 

If you’ve already taken him as your disciple, why didn’t you say so earlier? You said nothing, only that you brought him for me to handle, but when I’m about to handle it, you say he’s your disciple and you must take responsibility.
 

So, I gathered the eight Peak Masters here just to bear witness for you?!
 

Immortal Xuanji truly felt both amused and exasperated.
 

"Martial Uncle Sect Master, since you’ve already seen him, I’ll take my disciple back to Nine Veins Peak now. Also, everything went smoothly on this trip, with no unexpected incidents. Rest assured, Martial Uncle Sect Master."
 

"Oh... oh."
 

Immortal Xuanji nodded, while the other eight Peak Masters watched eagerly as Yun Zhiqing carried Fang Zheng on her back.
 

They knew this young Lord of Nine Veins Peak well—she was stubborn... Since she said he was her disciple.
 

Even if the Sect Master spoke with authority, they couldn’t take him away.
 

Especially given her status; they were all elders—how could they stoop to snatching?
 

But this trip... what exactly was it for?!
 

To show off right in our faces?
 

All the Peak Masters felt exhausted at heart.
 

Leaving Xuantian Hall.
 

Yun Zhiqing rode a sword beam, carrying Li Yun and Fang Zheng, speeding toward Nine Veins Peak.
 

Nine Veins Peak was very far from Xuantian Hall, about several dozen miles away... Yet on a Flying Sword, it took only a moment to arrive.
 

"Uncle Li, please settle my disciple."
 

Yun Zhiqing said seriously, "I expended a lot of True Essence fighting that Demoness earlier, so I need to Cultivate and recover first."
 

"Don’t worry, Lady. Leave it to me."
 

Li Yun carried Fang Zheng on his back and took him to a guest room.
 

Before they even entered the room.
 

A soft moan came from behind.
 

Fang Zheng had slowly awakened.
 

"Where am I?!"
 

He opened his eyes wearily, looking around... It was an extremely tranquil valley, surrounded by mountains, with forests all around, and only this one quiet courtyard.
 

But inside this courtyard.
 

Fang Zheng, lying on Li Yun’s back, took a few deep breaths and exclaimed joyfully, "There’s Spiritual Energy here?!"
 

That’s right—the feeling of suffocation... was gone.
 

Although it still didn’t feel great, at least he wouldn’t faint from lack of air like a fish out of water.
 

"You’re awake."
 

Li Yun smiled with honest simplicity. "This is the Shushan Sect’s Nine Veins Peak, where my lady and I live. It’s a Grotto-Heaven Blessed Land, so naturally, there’s Spiritual Energy here. Congratulations, you are now a member of the Shushan Sect. Since my lady saved you, the Sect Master specifically arranged for her to take you as her disciple. You will Cultivate with her here on Nine Veins Peak... Since you were unconscious at the time and the Sect Master was very busy, we didn’t get a chance to ask for your opinion. By the way, you don’t mind, right?!"
 

Chapter 18: I Really Wasn't Angry
 

Fang Zheng never felt so relaxed before.
 

He thought that in this dimension, spiritual energy had dried up, and breathing would become difficult for him... Even if he was rescued, he probably couldn't stay here long. Just like a fish can't live without water, he now depended completely on spiritual energy.
 

But who knew...
 

There actually was spiritual energy inside these sects.
 

Although it couldn't remotely compare to his original world, it was at least enough to let him breathe freely.
 

And...
 

He had even managed to join a sect exactly as he wished?
 

Su Heqing possessed strength not less than a Martial Venerable. That woman in white clothes was even stronger than Su Heqing, suggesting a level beyond Martial Venerable.
 

In his previous life, having a Martial Venerable as a master—even if it cost super-rich people their entire fortunes—they would still fight desperately for that single chance!
 

Yet he had somehow achieved it while unconscious.
 

"Rest for a while. Young Lady exhausted quite a bit of her True Essence earlier and needs to recover... She will formally accept you as her disciple once she comes out."
 

"Thank you, Uncle Li."
 

Li Yun smiled. "I'm merely a servant to Young Lady. She’s kind-hearted and calls me Uncle Li out of respect. But you, being her disciple, are a formal disciple of the Shushan Sect. Just call me Old Li."
 

Fang Zheng said earnestly, "The life-saving grace from Uncle Li is something Fang Zheng will never forget."
 

Li Yun chuckled and walked out.
 

Fang Zheng lay down comfortably on the bed...
 

He felt even this thin spiritual energy tasted incredibly sweet. Though it was far less abundant than in his previous life, the air was fresh and refreshing to his soul.
 

He had only just woken up, but breathing such sweet air, Fang Zheng felt drowsy again...
 

He shook his head. He couldn't sleep. If he slept, he’d be thrust back into the era of the Spiritual Energy Revival.
 

He was so close to escaping an ordinary person’s fate right now. He refused to slip back through a nap.
 

He pushed the door open.
 

He decided to properly explore the scenery of Nine Veins Peak... Perhaps this would become his base in this dimension in the future.
 

After all, he couldn’t leave the mountain without spiritual energy!
 

Fang Zheng wandered around the area with the joyful spirit of an explorer.
 

With the green mountains and clear waters, and having escaped a dire situation, his mood was wonderfully light-hearted.
 

In a blink, three hours had passed.
 

As soon as Yun Zhiqing finished her secluded recovery, she came looking for Fang Zheng and led him to an ancestral hall.
 

The hall wasn’t large but was very neat and quiet.
 

Apart from dozens of memorial tablets on the shelves, there was nothing else.
 

"I am the Forty-Fourth Generation Peak Master of Nine Veins Peak, Shushan Sect!"
 

Yun Zhiqing's fair, delicate face showed stern seriousness. "You probably noticed, I'm not very old. Though I do have some talent in cultivation, Nine Veins Peak's spiritual energy is now much poorer than the other eight peaks. Besides, this is my first time being a Master. I might make a lot of mistakes. But since you've decided to become my disciple, I will certainly fulfill all the duties expected of a Master. After paying your respects to the past Peak Masters of Nine Veins Peak, you will become our Forty-Fifth Generation disciple!"
 

"Decided?!"
 

Fang Zheng blinked, bewildered. Something in the white-robed woman's words didn't quite match what he thought.
 

"What, regretting?" Yun Zhiqing said coolly. "It’s alright if you do. Nine Veins Peak has few members left, and its spiritual energy is much thinner than the other peaks. If you truly don’t want to join Nine Veins Peak, I can recommend you elsewhere... But let’s be clear: the Exquisite Fairy Flower was your gift to me for saving my life. It’s immensely useful to me; I won’t be giving it back. I’ll be straightforward: my cultivation has been stuck at a bottleneck for a long time, and this journey was to find treasures to surpass it. The Exquisite Fairy Flower came just in time to aid me."
 

Fang Zheng asked something entirely different: "I just took a walk outside. The peak is vast, but there don’t seem to be many disciples around."
 

Yun Zhiqing replied, "Nine Veins Peak was once the most powerful branch of the Shushan Sect. But twenty years ago, a catastrophe struck. Our main spiritual vein was stolen, causing the spiritual energy to gradually diminish. Cultivation became impossible, so disciples left, one after another. Now, only Uncle Li and I remain."
 

"But there’s definitely some spiritual energy here!"
 

"Nine Veins Peak originally had nine Spiritual Veins, possessing the densest spiritual energy in Mount Shu. With the largest vein stolen, the remaining eight are like dragons without a leader. Naturally, they can’t compare to the other peaks." Yun Zhiqing looked at Fang Zheng quizzically. "Why ask so much? If you want to become a disciple, proceed. If not, I'll send you to another peak. Nine Veins is truly quiet and lonesome. The others are bustling and lively by comparison. If you fancy finding a Cultivation companion, I can recommend Seven Glows Peak—it’s full of female disciples, and its Peak Master has taken quite a liking to you."
 

"No need. I’ll stay here."
 

Hearing that Nine Veins Peak only had two people, with poorer spiritual energy than other peaks...
 

Most others would have fled long ago.
 

But Fang Zheng rejoiced inwardly...
 

His ability to freely travel between two worlds was his greatest secret. He couldn’t risk exposure. Staying in a crowded place... objects randomly appearing in his hands? Too many slip-ups could occur.
 

With few people here, getting his own space wouldn’t be hard.
 

As for scarcity of spiritual energy? Ha! He practically dined on instant noodles and hard-boiled eggs infused with rich spiritual energy daily. He got more from his "junk food" meals than they did from consuming Natural Treasures!
 

He didn’t lack spiritual energy.
 

Though claiming herself inexperienced, this woman’s power surpassed Su Heqing's—meaning she exceeded Martial Venerable.
 

No other Senior Brothers or disciples meant personalized tutoring. His cultivation would surely be more focused.
 

Her inexperience likely meant she’d be more dedicated.
 

These were all advantages!
 

Immediately, Fang Zheng showed deep reverence while paying respects and offering incense to the past Peak Masters.
 

His attitude was very respectful...
 

To cultivate someone’s methods, one should show sincere reverence.
 

After bowing before over forty memorial tablets, more than an hour had passed.
 

When done, he looked at Yun Zhiqing in confusion. "You’re the Forty-Fourth Peak Master. Why is the tablet for the Forty-Third missing? There's just an empty space?!"
 

Yun Zhiqing answered, "The one who stole the Spiritual Vein was the Forty-Third Peak Master!"
 

Fang Zheng nodded. "Ah, a traitor. Disgraceful to have his tablet here. Deserves a thousand cuts!"
 

"True, he doesn’t deserve a place in this hall. But one thing you said is wrong." Yun Zhiqing stated impassively, "My father hasn’t died yet. There’s naturally no tablet to raise."
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

...
 

Oh no. He hadn’t even served the formal tea yet, and he’d already offended his future Master. What should he do?!
 

Watching Yun Zhiqing’s expressionless face, Fang Zheng inwardly wailed.
 

"Don't worry, I'm not angry." Observing Fang Zheng’s frozen posture, Yun Zhiqing said evenly, "My face just looks like this... very rarely shows expression. I really wasn’t angry. Truly."
 

Fang Zheng: "Hehe..."
 

Chapter 19: How Should I Cultivate?
 

He bowed to his master and offered tea.
 

Yun Zhiqing led Fang Zheng to the training room.
 

She began to formally teach Fang Zheng the Immortal Cultivation Method!
 

"The Immortal Cultivation Method was passed down from the Dao Arts of Heaven and Earth. By visualizing the world through one's own heart and mind, one can prove the supreme Dao!"
 

Yun Zhiqing said this grandly, then changed her tone. "But that was the goal of ancient powerful cultivators when spiritual energy was abundant. We were born in the wrong era. Forget about Great Ascension Cultivators; now, with sparse spiritual energy, even Divine Transformation Cultivators are as rare as phoenix feathers in the Cultivation World. Compared to the past, it's completely different. Therefore, we don't dare to imagine the supreme Dao. We're just barely surviving. Since you've entered this path, don't have too high expectations. If you achieve some cultivation and live a few hundred years longer than ordinary people, that would be a worthy life."
 

Was she warning me in advance?
 

Fang Zheng nodded repeatedly.
 

He listened carefully as Yun Zhiqing explained the mysteries and common knowledge of cultivation.
 

Fang Zheng listened very attentively, remembering every word in his heart... It was clear that Yun Zhiqing was a master for the first time. Although she wasn't completely disorganized, she occasionally missed some points. Then, when talking about something else, she would suddenly remember and quickly add it.
 

Fang Zheng didn't know if it would be useful, but remembering it was the right thing to do.
 

After two hours, looking at the thoughtful Fang Zheng, Yun Zhiqing nodded with satisfaction. She was very pleased with his attitude. She handed him a book and said, "This is the cultivation method practiced by the past Peak Masters of Nine Veins Peak. Take it and study it."
 

Fang Zheng took the thin thread-bound ancient book, then raised his eyebrows... These characters were not the Chinese characters he used, but their structure was somewhat similar. However, they were only similar.
 

He said awkwardly, "Master, I don't know how to read."
 

Hearing this, Yun Zhiqing was taken aback and frowned. "You don't seem like someone who hasn't studied poetry and books."
 

Fang Zheng smiled bitterly. "That’s why it looks familiar, but I really don’t recognize them."
 

"I see. Then, besides cultivation, you must seriously study the characters."
 

Yun Zhiqing nodded and said, "How about this: wait for me for a while. I'll carve a Jade Slip for you... That way, even if you can't read, you can still cultivate. But you must not neglect learning to read and write. I'll have Uncle Li teach you later. Remember to study hard. Otherwise, if you happen to enter the relics of some ancient cultivators in the future and can't read, wouldn't that be like entering a treasure mountain empty-handed? You can't expect those cultivators to be considerate enough to use Jade Slips for everything."
 

"Thank you, Master."
 

Fang Zheng nodded gratefully.
 

At this moment, he suddenly felt that maybe becoming her disciple wasn't a mistake.
 

Maybe she lacked experience, maybe her strength couldn't compare to the other eight Peak Masters, but at the very least, she was very attentive to him.
 

If he had joined another peak, he probably would have had to learn to read first. Wouldn't that waste time?
 

Yun Zhiqing asked Fang Zheng to carefully think about what she had just explained.
 

She left the room to make the Jade Slip.
 

Left alone, Fang Zheng showed a thoughtful expression.
 

Yun Zhiqing was right... He really needed to think carefully.
 

Based on her introduction, Fang Zheng more or less understood what this so-called Immortal Cultivation Method was about.
 

It was different from what he had imagined, like stages of Spinning Light or Opening Light.
 

In this world, so-called cultivation first involved using one's own spirit to visualize all things in the world, finding the most suitable object for visualization to use as a basis.
 

This also served as the origin of one's body.
 

Then, with the help of cultivation methods, one absorbed spiritual energy and transformed it into True Essence, nurturing the origin within the body. One would then make it ethereal and solid, refining the truth and transforming the spirit, thereby evolving the true visualized origin.
 

For example, the Sect Master of the Shushan Sect, Immortal Xuanji, visualized a sturdy old pine tree as his origin.
 

He sat under the pine tree for three years, observing how it remained unchanged through the four seasons, and only then did he comprehend the unchanging truth within change!
 

His current Truth Refining Realm inherited the pine tree's evergreen nature and ceaseless True Essence. Compared to other Truth Refinement masters, his endurance and True Essence recovery speed were undoubtedly much stronger.
 

Because of this, his greatest achievement was defeating three cultivators of the same level at once!
 

And Yun Zhiqing had just mentioned that her origin was a stalk of Tianshan snow lotus.
 

Her cultivation also inherited the snow lotus's unique ability. Her True Essence was as cold as ten-thousand-year-old profound ice. Not only was it much more lethal than ordinary True Essence, but it also had the ability to heal others.
 

Her cultivation level was actually about the same as Su Heqing's, but her origin was stronger, so she had the upper hand.
 

According to Yun Zhiqing's introduction, the stronger the origin, the higher the starting point.
 

But if it was too high, it would be too unrealistic.
 

Like the sun... high above, but no one had ever succeeded in visualizing it.
 

So, one needed to find a suitable object that was both familiar and powerful.
 

Yun Zhiqing asked Fang Zheng to think carefully so he could decide what to visualize.
 

After a while.
 

Yun Zhiqing returned.
 

She held a sparkling Jade Slip in her hand. Seeing Fang Zheng frowning in thought, she said softly, "You don't need to rush. Visualizing the origin is the most important step for a cultivator. Our current Sect Master, Immortal Xuanji, stayed in the Contemplation Realm for four full years before he passed through this stage. But now, he is a Truth Refinement Cultivator, whose strength is unmatched in the Cultivation World. Those cultivators who were his peers back then have all been left in the dust. Think carefully about what is the most powerful thing you are most familiar with!"
 

Seeing Yun Zhiqing's somewhat pale face, Fang Zheng asked, "Master, your complexion... doesn't look good."
 

"Making a Jade Slip uses up a lot of spiritual energy. My cultivation level is insufficient, so it's a bit difficult. Luckily, you're my only disciple. If there were a few more, I'm afraid my cultivation level might even drop!"
 

Yun Zhiqing said it simply, but her slightly rapid breathing showed that making the Jade Slip wasn't just "using up a lot" but something more demanding.
 

She handed the Jade Slip to Fang Zheng and said seriously, "Contemplation is the hardest and most necessary step for all cultivators. Our Shushan Sect also uses contemplation as a test for accepting disciples... Since you've already joined, there's no need to rush. Slowly think about what is most suitable for you. Don't be rash or careless!"
 

Fang Zheng took the Jade Slip.
 

He listened as Yun Zhiqing explained how to use the Jade Slip.
 

He looked deeply at Yun Zhiqing and asked, "Master, why are you so attentive to me?"
 

Yun Zhiqing said calmly, "You call me Master, so of course I should be attentive. Moreover, those Exquisite Fairy Flowers are still the key to my breakthrough into the Condensation Realm. You gave me the Exquisite Fairy Flowers; from that perspective, you are also my benefactor. Since you're both my benefactor and my disciple, naturally I should be twice as attentive!"
 

"Thank you, Master!"
 

"Alright, think carefully. Before that, you can start cultivating the method to accumulate enough True Essence. Once your contemplation succeeds, you will immediately step into the door of cultivation!"
 

Yun Zhiqing added, "Don't rush! Remember, this isn't something you can hurry. Ordinary people need at least two months to condense True Essence in their bodies. The spiritual energy at Nine Veins Peak is insufficient, so it might take three months, and even then, success isn't guaranteed. Don't be impatient."
 

She repeated her advice several times, clearly afraid that Fang Zheng would be too hasty and rashly determine his visualized origin, thus ruining his own path to immortality!
 

Fang Zheng nodded... but in his heart, he was already thinking secretly. Powerful things? And they have to be familiar?
 

So, should I visualize a Gundam, or should I visualize Sun Wukong?
 

Or maybe just visualize the Primordial Green Lotus?
 

Wouldn't that be super awesome then?!
 

Chapter 20: Bearing the Burden
 

The night in Jielin City.
 

It was brightly lit.
 

After a hundred years of war, humans defeated the Aberrant Beasts, drove them into uninhabited zones, overcame the Wastelanders, and firmly held their main base. Only then did they secure their own safe zones on Yuanxing.
 

Yet, no matter how brightly lit the world was, there were always dark corners where the light could not reach.
 

"Hehehehe, little girl, out playing all alone? Aren't you afraid of running into danger?"
 

In a remote alley.
 

The dim light flickered on and off. The dark road surface, the shadowy corners...
 

Three thugs cornered a young maiden carrying a backpack against the wall. They wore lecherous smiles, like cats watching a mouse caught in their trap. They were in no hurry to capture their prey but instead slowly toyed with her. They groped her freely, enjoying her terrified expression.
 

"Wh-What do you want?!"
 

The more the young maiden retreated, the less space she had to dodge.
 

She was almost on the verge of tears, clutching her backpack tightly and carefully avoiding the thugs' groping hands.
 

One side was full of fear, the other full of smugness. None of them noticed... the dim light above their heads gradually went out. A shadow quietly crept over, completely blocking the light.
 

Suddenly, an extremely sinister, low growl sounded.
 

A shadow flashed.
 

The lecherous smile on one thug's face abruptly froze... Along with a gurgling, choking sound, he thudded to the ground.
 

On his body rested a completely black cat, about the size of a leopard. It opened a pair of cold, vertical pupils. In its mouth, it held a piece of still-beating flesh, dripping blood... It was a heart!
 

The remaining two thugs' pupils dilated sharply. They stared at the black cat in shock. The next moment, the young maiden could not hold back a scream.
 

"Take action!!!"
 

Suddenly, several dark figures descended directly from above, accompanied by the fall of a transparent net.
 

The black cat was caught inside.
 

Its pupils suddenly gleamed with sharp light. It let out a series of low growls, darting left and right like a black lightning bolt. Its speed was so fast it was almost a blur, yet it could not break through the transparent death trap.
 

Dark red saliva slowly dripped from the corner of its mouth. The ferocity in its eyes grew even stronger.
 

But then...
 

A crimson Tang Blade descended directly from the sky, tore through the net, and slashed at its neck. The cat's head immediately fell off. The robust body thudded to the ground, twitched a few times, and moved no more.
 

"Ahhh!!!"
 

The remaining two thugs fled in terror.
 

From the depths of the alley, a slender figure slowly emerged. She had short, neat hair and delicate features, looking particularly heroic and spirited.
 

Liu Su pulled out the crimson Tang Blade and glanced at the young maiden. Perhaps because the girl was about the same age as her niece, her expression softened slightly. She said, "Aren't you going home? At such a young age, instead of learning properly, you like walking in these small alleys. Are you afraid you won't run into bad people? Do you know what would have happened to you if we hadn't shown up?"
 

The young maiden glanced fearfully at Liu Su, who was holding the dripping long blade. Trembling, she nodded quickly and ran off into the distance.
 

"Captain, well done!"
 

Behind Liu Su, a short man stepped forward with an admiring smile. He laughed and said, "First, we let the Bone-devouring Cat catch its prey. Using its greed and unwillingness to let go of food already in its mouth, we directly sealed its sharpest weapon. Otherwise, I'm afraid our hunting net wouldn't have been able to trap it... This Bone-devouring Cat is incredibly agile. If we had played a chasing game with it, we really wouldn't have been able to catch up."
 

Another woman, who looked delicate and weak, lamented, "It's just a pity there was one casualty."
 

"Such scum, even if a hundred of them died, it wouldn't be enough to make up for their crimes. It's only because of our duties that we can't kill them casually. Otherwise, none of those three would have escaped."
 

Liu Su slowly wiped the blood off the blade, put it back into the cylindrical bag on her back, and flashed a sharp look in her eyes. She said coldly, "But after scaring them like this, the other two probably won't dare come to such remote places anytime soon."
 

Beside them, another teammate quietly explained to the female teammate, "You don't get it. These three are clearly repeat offenders. Who knows how many girls they've ruined... I tell you, if sentencing had precise measurements, they might suffer if they died a hundred times, but dying eighty times would definitely be a sure win!"
 

"Enough... You all go back. Tell the team leader that, for now, this batch of Aberrant Beasts has been cleared out. I should go home too."
 

Liu Su frowned, a thoughtful expression on her face. She said, "Tell her that the sudden appearance of so many Aberrant Beasts in Jielin City... there must be a reason behind it that we don't know about. Just eliminating the Aberrant Beasts is like scratching an itch through a boot—it doesn't get to the root of the problem. She needs to figure out why these Aberrant Beasts are all coming to Jielin City and how they're getting in. That's the real issue."
 

"Yes!"
 

The four team members responded in unison.
 

"Also, report it. One human was killed by the Bone-devouring Cat. Remember to collect the body and have it cremated."
 

After giving her orders, Liu Su turned and walked back.
 

The other team members began cleaning up the aftermath.
 

She left the team.
 

Before going home, she first went to the high-end apartment she rented alone.
 

She took a bath, washing away the bloody smell on her body... She had been away for half a month. During those two weeks, she patrolled Jielin City almost every night, killing who knows how many Aberrant Beasts.
 

Her nerves were stretched to the limit. Even her eyes carried a murderous aura.
 

Next, she would return to ordinary life.
 

She couldn't scare her old classmate or her niece.
 

She never wore makeup, but today she made an exception and applied a softer look. She smiled at the mirror, making sure there wasn't too much of a killing aura...
 

Then she let out a soft sigh of relief, picked up her small backpack, and got into her eye-catching red sports car. With the sound of the engine starting, she sped off and disappeared.
 

Returning to her residential area.
 

It was already late at night.
 

Looking at the peaceful atmosphere, even in the pitch-black night, she could still see young men and women out for late-night runs from time to time.
 

She couldn't help but smile. Her pretty face, in her twenties, was in the prime of her youth, yet her smile held a hint of... worldly weariness.
 

Bearing the burden was exhausting.
 

There were so many people in Jielin City. Humans were the pinnacle of all living beings—this was no joke. Even ordinary people without any abilities had a concentration of Spiritual Energy in their bodies far surpassing that of Aberrant Beasts.
 

Just like how humans ate the meat of long-lived beasts for nourishment... for Aberrant Beasts, humans were the best supplement.
 

Especially since Aberrant Beasts were originally native creatures. Devouring humans was the best way for them to break through their class barriers.
 

The war had never truly ended.
 

It had just shifted from the open to the shadows.
 

So... many things had to remain hidden.
 

But seeing her niece able to live in this peaceful environment, she felt all the sacrifices were worth it.
 

She parked the sports car.
 

Her beautiful face attracted the attention of the men and women running along the way... She didn't mind and just leisurely walked toward her home.
 

She took the elevator to her floor.
 

Got out.
 

Then she couldn't help but frown, staring deeply at Fang Zheng's room...
 

She didn't know if it was her imagination, but she always felt his room had a strange sense of dissonance.
 

She shook her head...
 

Let out a soft sigh. Her first love from junior high school, when she first discovered romance.
 

A pity... now, he was getting further and further away from her.
 

He understood her meaning and acted as if nothing had happened... That was great.
 

Because, right now, she really needed someone absolutely trustworthy to help take care of her niece.
 

She gently knocked on the door in a specific rhythm, then took out her key and unlocked it.
 

This was the secret signal between aunt and niece... a hint that she was back.
 

"Xiaomeng, I'm back."
 

She said lightly.
 

"Auntie!!!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng rushed over in her slippers, threw herself into Liu Su's arms with a sobbing tone, and exclaimed, "You're finally back! Fang Zheng went crazy after you rejected him!"
 

Liu Su: "..."
 

Chapter 21: I Have Zero Interest in the Golden Capped Rod
 

Though she had already bathed.
 

After returning home...
 

Liu Su, true to her usual routine, took another shower.
 

Meanwhile, Liu Xiaomeng, shedding her usual useless act in front of Fang Zheng where she "couldn't lift a burden, raise her hand, wash a bowl, or sweep the floor," actively cooked her a bowl of instant noodles. She even added two perfectly round poached eggs.
 

She then sat opposite Liu Su, who was wearing a bathrobe and drying her hair, and giggled foolishly as she watched her.
 

Liu Su glanced at her niece...
 

...and pushed the bowl towards her.
 

Xiaomeng happily picked up one of the eggs with her chopsticks and gobbled it down loudly, ‘nom nom’.
 

After swallowing it down in two or three bites, she pushed the bowl back.
 

Only then did Liu Su start eating slowly, taking small bites. Between bites, she asked, "So you’re saying Fang Zheng has gone crazy?!"
 

Xiaomeng simply blinked her big eyes and asked, "Little Aunt, did you really reject him?!"
 

"I won't get married. Whoever I marry, I doom them. You know that," Liu Su replied, her eyes sharpening. "Stop changing the subject. What’s going on?"
 

Xiaomeng spread her hands. "Nothing much, really. It’s just that Fang Zheng’s intelligence seems to be regressing lately... He keeps making me watch all sorts of cartoons with him... Gundam, Fate series, he won't even spare Sailor Moon! I stopped liking that when I was ten! But he watches it completely engrossed! His eyes practically glowed during the transformation sequences! How is that not crazy?"
 

"Maybe he’s suddenly feeling nostalgic?" Liu Su offered.
 

Xiaomeng snorted disdainfully. "More like being old and behaving badly!"
 

"Enough of that. He did help us out significantly... If he hadn't been here, I wouldn’t have dared to be away so long. And don’t laugh at him... He is your aunt’s classmate and, technically speaking, your elder."
 

"As long as it doesn’t turn into ‘Uncle’!" Xiaomeng giggled and then asked, "Little Aunt, you won’t suddenly leave on another business trip for a while now, will you?"
 

Liu Su sighed. "I don't know... But if possible, I’ll try to decline any trips. Also, there've been frequent Aberrant Beast attacks in Jielin City recently – remember not to go out at night!"
 

"You know me better than that!" Xiaomeng huffed softly. "Besides, Fang Zheng keeps an even tighter leash than you do! He won't even let me downstairs after six! He’s been going to sleep ridiculously early lately too. Makes sure I’m in bed before he hits the sack himself! I’m not a little kid! What young person sleeps at eight?!"
 

"You are still a child, not quite ‘young people’ level," Liu Su corrected firmly. "And just so you know, if you prefer, I can arrange for someone else to take care of you?"
 

Xiaomeng shook her head furiously, like a rattle-drum. "No way! Fang Zheng tells really good stories, cooks delicious food... Mmm... I like him. He’s fine. Don’t change!"
 

Liu Su’s expression softened. "It’s good that you like him." Her tone turned serious. "Society is too unstable these days, and my job… needs me to leave at a moment’s notice. I wanted to hire a nanny for you, but a nanny couldn't help with your schoolwork. And anyone who could tutor... I’d worry they might try something inappropriate." She paused, looking pointedly at her niece. "After all, you are growing up, and you’re... passably cute..."
 

Xiaomeng’s eyes widened, ready to protest the "passably" comment, but Liu Su quelled her instantly with a stern look.
 

"The point is," Liu Su continued seriously, "Fang Zheng is perfect. He takes good care of you, and I’m absolutely at ease with him doing so. What’s rare is that he also seems genuinely fond of you. Charging him only half the rent was purely out of consideration for his pride. If it weren’t for that, I’d have let him stay rent-free."
 

"You seem awfully confident in him," Xiaomeng muttered, her lips curling skeptically.
 

"Alright, get some rest early..." Liu Su said, finishing her noodles. "Tomorrow, I’ll go check on him myself, see what this is really about. Maybe he’s just upset about something? His novel hasn't updated for a long time, you know."
 

Naturally, Liu Su wouldn't admit she was actually an avid reader of Fang Zheng’s work.
 

She felt too embarrassed to pester him for updates directly. Maybe she could gently prompt him under the guise of supporting a friend’s career?
 

Meanwhile.
 

In Fang Zheng’s room.
 

He sat cross-legged, the Cultivation Method slowly operating within him.
 

The method was simple; he grasped it immediately, encountering no problems along the way.
 

As the method circulated...
 

A subtle rustling sound entered through the open window, setting the pages on his desk fluttering.
 

This wasn’t wind… it was Spiritual Energy.
 

Pure Spiritual Energy.
 

The Cultivation Method Fang Zheng obtained from Yun Zhiqing differed profoundly from the martial manuals practiced by ordinary Martial Artists. To them, Spiritual Energy was merely a nutrient passively absorbed to strengthen the body. Their cultivation focused internally, generating Zhen Qi from their own bodies. Spiritual Energy was just a beneficial resource to heal hidden injuries... The Martial Arts way was still too nascent, far from the stage of directly absorbing Spiritual Energy and converting it into personal power!
 

For Fang Zheng, however, the method he practiced was a pinnacle achievement born from countless generations of true Cultivator civilization. Every word within it encapsulated the distilled wisdom of innumerable predecessors.
 

It was essence, condensed to the extreme.
 

As Fang Zheng cultivated, the Spiritual Energy from a wide area surrounding them – hundreds of meters in radius – was forcibly drawn into his small room.
 

Fang Zheng’s face flushed a deep, blood-red hue...
 

This time, it wasn't due to lack of Spiritual Energy; he was "drunk" on it.
 

After all, he wasn't even an entry-level Cultivator yet... Vast amounts of energy surged within him, condensing into True Essence. Yet, lacking a successfully Contemplated Origin Source, this newly formed True Essence remained rootless and unstable, rapidly dissipating out of his body.
 

Every morning, his room resembled the garden outside – covered in dewdrops.
 

Those were the liquified essence of the Spiritual Energy.
 

A resource far superior to any Natural Treasures.
 

Fang Zheng meticulously collected those dewdrops.
 

While common here, he knew that in that other world, this substance would be a priceless treasure, something worth fighting bloody battles over.
 

After several days of continuous cultivation...
 

While Fang Zheng’s body still couldn't retain True Essence, the passage of such incredibly dense True Essence through his system had noticeably strengthened his physique.
 

At the very least, his sensitivity to internal Spiritual Energy was greatly enhanced. He felt that if he went back to places devoid of spiritual energy now, he could endure many times longer.
 

A shame, then…
 

His real goal remained frustratingly out of reach.
 

"As expected," he murmured to the quiet room, "even contemplating the King’s Treasure trove is impossible!"
 

Building the foundation required True Essence.
 

According to Yun Zhiqing’s explanation, Contemplation, while requiring pure mental focus, wasn't baseless. One first needed to absorb Spiritual Energy into the body, diligently refine more, condensing it into usable True Essence...
 

Only then could one use the True Essence to nourish the Origin Source!
 

For a prodigy, just reaching this stage would take at least two months.
 

In Fang Zheng’s reality...
 

Upon returning to this world of Spiritual Energy Revival and sitting down to cultivate, it took just one hour… for True Essence to manifest.
 

It couldn't be helped. The energy didn't need coaxing; it crowded desperately into him. He felt like he was being force-fed, bordering on bursting if he absorbed it any slower.
 

Fang Zheng suspected that he might be the world's most direct beneficiary of this era’s Spiritual Energy. Perhaps the only one capable of truly harnessing and utilizing it directly.
 

A pity.
 

Over the past few days, Fang Zheng had attempted Contemplation of sacred artifacts: Xuanyuan Sword, Pangu Axe, Primordial Chaos Lotus... When those failed, he scaled down to celestial bodies: the Sun, the Moon, planets. He even tried the Golden Capped Rod, despite having zero interest in things that could magically shrink and grow.
 

Ultimately, all attempts proved futile.
 

He then shifted to more modern imaginings: Freedom Gundam, scepters like the Aureolus Staff, or holy weapons like Excalibur. These were highly specific objects.
 

Still no success.
 

Yun Zhiqing had warned that Contemplation required extreme caution. Failing to Contemplate drained every last drop of True Essence from one’s body, forcing a complete restart.
 

For anyone else, this meant wasting months, perhaps even half a year.
 

But Fang Zheng was different…
 

Losing an hour’s work? That was a loss he could easily stomach.
 

So, trying multiple times posed no problem.
 

A shame... Every single attempt ended in crushing failure.
 

Chapter 22: Who Will Send Whom Off?
 

Failure wasn't necessarily a bad thing.
 

Gathering the True Essence within his body and letting it flow out... inevitably carried away some impurities.
 

Impurities trapped inside the body.
 

Failing more times would definitely strengthen his constitution considerably.
 

But Fang Zheng couldn't afford to wait...
 

He had already waited twenty-five years.
 

Nine years of compulsory education, with one free health check-up every year.
 

Fang Zheng had gone through nine check-ups, yet not once had they detected any aptitude in him.
 

He was unsuited for martial arts, and had no natural talent for awakening Supernatural Abilities...
 

Having lived two lives, he understood the terrors of being mediocre far better than most.
 

But now, the cultivation method given by Yun Zhiqing... he could actually cultivate it.
 

He could cultivate True Essence... as long as he could cultivate True Essence, he had the potential to become a Cultivator.
 

The hardest hurdle, he had already crossed.
 

Effortlessly, in just one hour.
 

To get stuck here now, stuck for another two or three years?
 

Fang Zheng was too impatient, too unwilling to wait.
 

But even after so much Contemplation... it had all been failure.
 

From these failures, he had discerned some rules.
 

He couldn’t Contemplate things that were purely fantastical or made up – things like Gundam or Saber's Excalibur were out of the question because even Fang Zheng himself didn't believe such things truly existed.
 

Nor could he Contemplate things he had never laid eyes on.
 

The Primordial Golden Lotus, Pangu's Axe... these were also discarded.
 

In other words, it had to be something he had personally seen, touched, verified. Something whose shape, internal structure, and composition he knew... only then did it have the foundation to be Contemplated.
 

So, his grand idea of dragging the little girl around to watch TV with him, hoping to Contemplate items from anime... that plan was shattered?
 

Fang Zheng had previously thought anime offered the fewest constraints… if things from there could truly be Contemplated, their power would be world-shaking, even world-destroying.
 

If he could Contemplate Doraemon... then the villains might as well surrender immediately.
 

Unfortunately, lacking any foundation in reality...
 

Success was impossible.
 

But... as for reality... what should he Contemplate?
 

Every failed Contemplation attempt left him utterly drained and exhausted.
 

Thump. Fang Zheng collapsed onto his bed, closed his eyes, and slowly drifted off to sleep.
 

When he awoke again, he was back at Nine Veins Peak.
 

But the room wasn't empty this time.
 

A graceful figure clad in white stood silently in the room, watching the newly awakened Fang Zheng.
 

"Master!"
 

This time, Fang Zheng's greeting was genuinely heartfelt. Absolutely sincere.
 

For one thing, the cultivation method he was currently practicing was called Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation. It wasn't an ordinary method assigned to regular disciples; it was a specialized technique reserved for the lineage of the Lord of Nine Veins Peak.
 

Although cultivation methods didn't inherently vary dramatically in quality.
 

Still, a method used by the Peak Master would inevitably be a notch above the common ones – like the difference between a four-cylinder engine and a three-cylinder one. Both could run, but one was smoother, had a lower chance of Qi Deviation... and that was definitely a perk.
 

This tidbit Uncle Li had accidentally let slip while guiding Fang Zheng's cultivation.
 

Well, Fang Zheng suspected the old man might have said it on purpose.
 

But they were both adults. Fang Zheng had long passed that overly self-confident age where he thought a mere flex of his muscles would attract beauties flocking to him or have powerful figures begging to stick close to him for luck.
 

If someone gave him something beyond the ordinary... he naturally owed them gratitude.
 

As for why he received it, Yun Zhiqing's explanation had been uniquely straightforward.
 

"Besides you, there isn't anyone left on Nine Veins Peak."
 

"The spiritual energy density on the other eight Peaks far surpasses ours... I doubt I'll recruit any more disciples in the future."
 

"In other words, once I eventually pass away from old age, you will become the Lord of Nine Veins Peak."
 

"Right now, I am the Peak Master. That makes you the Young Peak Master... so there's nothing improper about you learning this method in advance."
 

It was a refreshingly candid reason.
 

Fang Zheng looked forward to it. After all, he was at least two years younger than Yun Zhiqing – which also was his justification for calling her master without compunction.
 

But would he even outlive her? By the time Yun Zhiqing died of old age, how many more years would he have left?
 

Fang Zheng felt he absolutely had to surpass Yun Zhiqing in cultivation level. Otherwise, it might turn out that she, the Peak Master, would end up sending him, the Young Peak Master, off... meaning he might die before her.
 

Still, no matter how you looked at it...
 

This mountainous terrain spanning a hundred miles in every direction now nominally had his name written as the heir.
 

Hmm... In the Spiritual Energy Revival Realm, I was still renting a place. Here? I'm the heir to an entire Peak. One day, I'll build a villa here, put in a swimming pool, grow some spirit flowers and rare herbs...
 

To make such a massive leap in such a short time...
 

Could he possibly forget who deserved the credit?
 

Thus, Fang Zheng's gratitude towards Yun Zhiqing overflowed from every glance and word.
 

"I came to see you."
 

Yun Zhiqing spoke simply. "My cultivation level has been stalled at the late Cave Void stage for a long time. It's only because the spiritual energy on Nine Veins Peak is insufficient that I've been unable to advance further. This trip down the mountain... was actually to search for Natural Treasures to aid my breakthrough... But I found nothing. Yet now, with the flower you gave me... I've decided to go into seclusion. This closed-door cultivation session will likely last at least two or three months. I am, after all, your master. Before entering seclusion, I came to check on you."
 

Her gaze swept the room, lingering for a moment on the small alarm clock before her eyes, seemingly intrigued by the relentlessly moving second hand. She casually picked it up, turning it in her fingers. "Uncle Li mentioned that these past days, he lectured you daily on cultivation technique practice... only to turn around and find you fast asleep. He said he never once saw you actually cultivating. Are you encountering an insurmountable difficulty on the path of cultivation?"
 

Hearing this, Fang Zheng remained calm, unruffled. Of course, he couldn't cultivate here.
 

Seriously... the spiritual energy was pitifully thin.
 

Not just Nine Veins Peak; even Single Origin Peak, supposedly the most spiritually abundant of all, couldn't compare.
 

The difference from his home world wasn't minor; it was monumental.
 

Cultivating here for a whole day might yield less progress than ten minutes of seated cultivation back in his own realm.
 

From an efficiency standpoint, cultivating in his own dimension was unequivocally better!
 

But to Yun Zhiqing or Li Yun, it probably just looked like he was shirking and being lazy... Well, his master was fulfilling her duties responsibly now, coming to admonish him.
 

"Well... it's not that I haven't cultivated at all, Master. Take a look."
 

Fang Zheng reached out his hand.
 

Yun Zhiqing's fine brows furrowed slightly. She grasped his wrist to feel his pulse. Instantly, her delicate eyebrows shot up in astonishment. "So soon? How have you already cultivated True Essence in just a few days?!"
 

Fang Zheng delivered his pre-prepared explanation. "Master, it's because... I have the Immortal Xian Xuan Body. My body is brimming with Spiritual Energy. Therefore, as long as there is sufficient external Spiritual Energy for me to breathe in, cultivation happens naturally. For me, sleeping is cultivation. Or rather, though I appear to be asleep, the Spiritual Energy within me constantly circulates according to the method's pathways. Hence, I cultivated True Essence a while ago. This whole time, I've been pondering what object would be most suitable to Contemplate."
 

"I see."
 

Yun Zhiqing nodded. She hadn't heard of an Immortal Xian Xuan Body... but she was well aware her disciple's body was saturated with Spiritual Energy.
 

She accepted his explanation.
 

"By the way, Master, are you preparing to enter seclusion?"
 

Fang Zheng suddenly asked.
 

Yun Zhiqing nodded.
 

"Is it because you lack Spiritual Energy that you've been unable to break through the Cave Void Realm?"
 

Fang Zheng understood.
 

In this dimension, cultivation Realms were divided into stages like Contemplation, Qi Refining, Foundation Building, Cave Void, Condensed Reality, Refining the Truth, Spirit Convergence, Great Perfection, and so on.
 

Essentially, it meant imagining something intangible, cultivating incessantly to build its foundation, transforming it into tangible reality, fusing it with oneself, thereby comprehending the universal principles of heaven and earth.
 

The Cave Void Realm was already quite an achievement among Cultivators.
 

And she was only a hair's breadth away from entering the Condensed Reality Realm. At her age... it was only after learning the Cultivation World's Realms that Fang Zheng realized his master was likely incredibly exceptional. Especially achieving this amidst Nine Veins Peak's difficult environment – that made it exponentially more impressive.
 

Yun Zhiqing nodded once more, confirming Fang Zheng was correct.
 

"Master, I happen to have some Spiritual Energy Dew here," Fang Zheng said, taking out a clear 330-milliliter Coca-Cola bottle. Inside was a slightly viscous, transparent liquid, shimmering with soft, potent Spiritual Energy. "It's condensed from the purest Spiritual Energy, vastly exceeding the Exquisite Fairy Flower you mentioned. If you took this before attempting your breakthrough, Master... I believe its effects would be significantly enhanced."
 

This dew was of little real use to Fang Zheng himself – its sheer concentration of Spiritual Energy was wasted within his saturated Immortal Xian Xuan Body. But for Yun Zhiqing, trying to break through amid sparse ambient energy? The effect would be immeasurable.
 

Seeing the shock blossom on Yun Zhiqing's face,
 

Fang Zheng couldn't help a swell of pride.
 

Even the things he casually pulled out were extraordinary treasures, wasn't that incredible?
 

Yun Zhiqing stared at the bottle, horrified, as something clicked in her mind. Outrage flashed across her features. "You... Fang Zheng! How dare you! Are you... asking me to consume your saliva?!"
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

\[Stunned silence\]
 

Chapter 23: I Was Busy
 

To be honest, it really did look similar.
 

It was transparent and slightly sticky.
 

Combined with the fact that Fang Zheng's blood had very strong Spiritual Energy effects... she thought that saliva might have the same effect.
 

In fact, when she learned that Yun Zhiqing was about to break through,
 

Li Yun had once suggested that Yun Zhiqing borrow a few drops of Fang Zheng's blood. After all, they were master and disciple, so a few drops of blood wasn't a big deal.
 

But Yun Zhiqing refused.
 

According to her, even one drop of blood was harm... Since they had a master-disciple relationship, and he had chosen to trust her, she would never betray that trust.
 

She believed in nipping problems in the bud.
 

Some precedents should not be set. If today she could ask for a few drops of his blood to break through to the Void Penetration Realm, then later, she might ask for his flesh to break through to Refining the Truth.
 

Back and forth like that, the trust and the master-disciple bond would probably be completely gone.
 

Yun Zhiqing did not consider herself a stickler for rules, but she would not easily go against her principles either.
 

In the end, Fang Zheng spent a lot of words.
 

He finally managed to explain that the water in the bottle was actually dew formed from condensed Spiritual Energy.
 

Because he had the Immortal Xian Xuan Body, during his Cultivation, the Spiritual Energy inside his body would seep out from within. When it landed on plants, it turned into dew. He collected the dew, and that became this bottle.
 

But looking at Yun Zhiqing's expression, she didn't seem to fully believe him.
 

She asked again to confirm, "Are you sure this isn't saliva?!"
 

Fang Zheng said helplessly, "Do you need me to spit some out now so you can tell the difference?"
 

"No need, I believe you."
 

Yun Zhiqing looked deeply at Fang Zheng and said, "Thank you, Fang Zheng. Since it's your kind intention, I will accept it."
 

She clearly misunderstood something.
 

Fang Zheng didn't explain... Well, he noticed she looked at him with a bit more gratitude in her eyes.
 

They had just become master and disciple, so there wasn't much feeling between them yet.
 

Only by giving more could he gain more in return.
 

After seeing Yun Zhiqing off, Fang Zheng held the Cultivation Method and went to find Li Yun. He asked him a few questions about problems he encountered in his Cultivation.
 

Then, he went outside for a walk, held his notebook, and completed that day's update.
 

This had become his routine during this period. The Cultivation efficiency here was too low, so it was a good time to finish his daily chores.
 

After completing his daily tasks,
 

he told Li Yun he was going to sleep for Cultivation.
 

Hearing Fang Zheng's Cultivation method, Li Yun was naturally quite surprised. But when he noticed signs of True Essence stirring within Fang Zheng's body,
 

he could only sigh... He marveled at how mystical the Immortal Xian Xuan Body was, and then he told Fang Zheng, "Don't worry, just sleep— oh no, I mean, focus on your Cultivation. I definitely won't disturb you."
 

Fang Zheng lay back on the bed and fell asleep again.
 

His last thought was that he needed to come up with a suitable excuse to explain the miscellaneous things he took out.
 

Just like earlier, he merely put down an alarm clock to help him keep track of time, as he couldn't tell the ancient time divisions.
 

Luckily, Yun Zhiqing didn't seem like the type to curiously ask for every detail... Otherwise, he probably wouldn't have been able to explain clearly where that thing came from.
 

But since Yun Zhiqing was now in closed-door training, he didn't need to focus too much on the World of Dharma-Ending for a while.
 

Fang Zheng, with many complicated thoughts, gradually drifted into sleep.
 

In just over a month... he seemed to have already gotten used to days without sleep.
 

He fell asleep, opened his eyes.
 

And it was another world.
 

He felt refreshed and clear-headed. Even though his spirit had remained calm, it felt like he had truly slept— not too long, not too short— just enough to give him plenty of energy.
 

Then, Fang Zheng saw the pair of big blinking eyes above him.
 

He said helplessly, "Liu Xiaomeng, even though you're just a little girl, there's still a difference between males and females. I know this is your aunt's house, and you're the future legal heir, so it's perfectly normal for you to have a key. But could you please not sneak into my room whenever you feel like it?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng giggled and said, "I came to hurry you up... My Little Aunt is back. We plan to go shopping, and we need someone to carry bags. Abbot, here's your chance to shine."
 

Fang Zheng said, "Amitabha. This humble monk has already seen through the illusions of the mortal world. Even if your Little Aunt were ten times more beautiful, in my eyes, she'd just be a skeleton. Why would I go be a lapdog?!"
 

"Then do it for me, okay... Little Aunt promised to buy me new clothes."
 

Liu Xiaomeng tried to pull Fang Zheng up, but as soon as she pulled out one arm, she quickly covered her eyes and screamed, "You wicked bald monk! You've corrupted my eyes... It's over! My lifelong purity, ruined by you! I'll never get married now!"
 

"I just sleep naked. If you didn't come in, nothing would have happened."
 

Fang Zheng wasn't bothered. He didn't actually like sleeping naked, but so far, he could take things to the World of Dharma-Ending, but he couldn't bring things back.
 

So no matter what he wore over there, when he returned, he was always in a naked sleeping state.
 

He still didn't understand the principle behind it. It was strange— when he went over, the clothes he wore there would somehow be back on him when he returned. There seemed to be some rule in between... Unfortunately, he didn't understand it yet and could only figure it out slowly over time.
 

Watching Liu Xiaomeng stubbornly turn around but refuse to leave, her attitude very firm,
 

Fang Zheng still wasn't bothered. He picked up the clothes he had prepared by the bedside, put them on, and glanced at the clock nearby while dressing. Sure enough, even though many hours had passed in that other world, in this dimension... he had slept for about seven hours.
 

It was a normal sleep duration.
 

He asked, "By the way, Xiaomeng, when you came in earlier and I wasn't awake, what state did you see me in?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng asked back, "What state?"
 

Fang Zheng said casually, "My condition. Was I suddenly Ascending, or emitting very powerful energy, or maybe even grimacing or something."
 

Though his words were casual, his eyes showed he was paying attention.
 

He hadn't been able to ask anyone else before... Liu Xiaomeng was probably the only one who could properly answer this question for him.
 

Liu Xiaomeng snorted dismissively and said, "You've read too many fantasy novels, haven't you? You were just sleeping normally. How could sleeping summon an inner demon or something?"
 

"That's good."
 

Fang Zheng immediately understood. It was just as he thought... When he fell asleep, his true self crossed over to another world, but in his original world, a sleeping shadow or projection— or maybe even his actual body— remained.
 

At least Xiaomeng hadn't noticed anything unusual.
 

He didn't need to hide anything.
 

"Are you dressed yet?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng was already calling out impatiently.
 

"Alright, alright. Let me have a bowl of instant noodles... then I'll go with you."
 

"Eat outside! Little Aunt is waiting! I've liked that piece of clothing for a long time. If you delay any longer, I'll bite you, believe me?"
 

Hearing Fang Zheng agree, Liu Xiaomeng finally dared to turn around. Seeing Fang Zheng fully dressed,
 

she pulled him toward the door.
 

At the staircase landing...
 

a tall woman with short hair stood quietly. She wore a tight T-shirt and casual pants, with a small, elegant red bag slung over her shoulder.
 

Liu Su seemed to really like red.
 

A thought suddenly crossed Fang Zheng's mind: although she never wore bright red clothes, her accessories or vehicles were mostly red.
 

"Sorry for waking you up so early."
 

Liu Su showed a smile, which to Fang Zheng looked somewhat tired.
 

She said, "Originally, I was going to take Xiaomeng alone, but she insisted you come along... I heard from her that you haven't been out for a long time. Let's go out for a stroll together, get some sun. It's better than staying cooped up at home all the time."
 

Liu Xiaomeng chuckled and said, "Abbot, think about it. You haven't left the house in over twenty days. Is there a plague outside? Why are you hiding indoors so much? Are you afraid of spending money or something?"
 

"I was busy."
 

Fang Zheng sighed wistfully.
 

He really was busy.
 

Even though a day now was far longer than twenty-four hours.
 

He was still busy.
 

At first, he was busy running for his life. Later, he was busy comprehending the Cultivation Method. Now... he was busy with all sorts of random thoughts.
 

It felt like he never had a moment of free time.
 

Chapter 24: I'm a Late Bloomer
 

The hundred-year-long war had sharply reduced the human population to less than one-tenth of what it was before.
 

But since humans now only occupied twenty percent of the land on Yuanxing, in terms of liveliness, it was actually even more bustling than before.
 

There were prosperous cities and lively neighborhoods.
 

Towering buildings stood everywhere, filled with noisy sounds.
 

It was no different from the big cities in his previous life...
 

Except for the thin iron net in the sky. It was very fine, but if you looked closely, you could see that the net almost covered the entire sky.
 

This was to prevent attacks from Aberrant Beasts. Because of the revival of Spiritual Energy, not only humans benefited—the first to gain advantages were those animals.
 

Sparrows from before grew sharp claws and teeth, including previous hawks and swallows. These animals were naturally no longer satisfied with their former prey... These iron nets were to prevent these Aberrant Beasts from suddenly swooping down and snatching people away.
 

Although it became much safer after these iron nets were set up.
 

It still felt...
 

"Just like a prison."
 

Fang Zheng secretly muttered to himself...
 

Liu Su and Liu Xiaomeng didn't seem bothered at all. They had never known a world different from this one.
 

This was probably one reason why Fang Zheng didn't like going out—it constantly reminded him that he was imprisoned inside this city.
 

Fang Zheng lowered his head, avoiding looking at the iron net in the sky.
 

Although he was following the footsteps of Liu Su and Liu Xiaomeng, his thoughts had already drifted far away.
 

Contemplation.
 

It wasn't like the Cultivation methods he had imagined, which directly involved Qi Refining, Foundation Building, forming a core, and then achieving the same old path everyone took.
 

In the World of Dharma-Ending, before they even started Cultivation, they set a goal for themselves and moved unwaveringly toward that goal.
 

All methods, Dao Arts, and even techniques were merely means to achieve that goal.
 

It truly involved learning from heaven, earth, and nature.
 

So it couldn't be taken lightly at all...
 

Did he really have to follow Immortal Xuanji or his Master's example and use plants for Contemplation?
 

Actually, that wasn't so bad. Things like pine trees, resilient bamboo, or even the most ordinary grass on the ground—weren't they tenacious and capable of starting wildfires?
 

Using them for Contemplation didn’t mean he would actually become grass... but rather, he would embody the characteristics of grass—resilient, seemingly weak, yet able to survive anywhere, even in the harshest environments.
 

These ordinary things might seem weak, but in fact, they weren’t weak at all.
 

They could even be considered extremely strong.
 

But...
 

Fang Zheng felt that there was something more suitable for him.
 

He had been to three worlds: the ordinary realm in his previous life, the Spiritual Energy Revival Realm in this life, and the World of Dharma-Ending he had just visited.
 

If he used such ordinary things for Contemplation, it would be a waste.
 

There should be something stronger, more fitting for him...
 

But what was it?!
 

Fang Zheng didn’t know.
 

Or perhaps he already knew, but he just couldn’t remember.
 

Yun Zhiqing once said that Contemplation wasn’t about randomly picking something. It had to be something he genuinely believed was the strongest and understood extremely well.
 

He had to follow his true heart!
 

Immortal Xuanji believed that pine trees, evergreen through all seasons, unaffected by the cycles of the four seasons, were strong!
 

Yun Zhiqing believed that snow lotuses blooming in cold places, pure and untainted, unafraid of wind, frost, or snow, were strong.
 

These were what they truly believed in... what they aspired to...
 

Nine out of ten people in the world failed at Contemplation because they didn’t even know what kind of strength they admired most in their hearts.
 

Cultivating True Essence and Visualizing Origin!
 

These were the two biggest differences between cultivators and ordinary people.
 

What was the strength he aspired to?
 

Fang Zheng frowned...
 

"Little Aunt, look at him!!!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng pointed angrily at Fang Zheng, whose mind had wandered off, and complained to Liu Su, "We asked him to carry the bags, and he’s really just carrying the bags... like a pole. I asked him if the new clothes looked good, and he just said 'good' without even looking—I hadn't even changed yet!"
 

"Maybe he really has something on his mind. Alright... let’s go."
 

Liu Su glanced back to check. Although Fang Zheng’s thoughts were far away, he was still keeping up with them and even avoided the fire hydrant on the ground.
 

Reassured, she pulled Liu Xiaomeng forward.
 

They bought several sets of new clothes for Liu Xiaomeng... The girl was at an age where she was growing fast, and her old clothes were getting too small, so they needed all new ones.
 

But the girl had mischievous ideas—she even tried to buy underwear a size larger, which Liu Su immediately rejected.
 

Liu Xiaomeng could only look sadly at Liu Su’s... pride and silently shed tears... Praying in her heart that, sharing the same bloodline, she was likely the type who would develop later.
 

They visited a few more trendy women’s clothing stores.
 

Then...
 

They arrived at a new shop.
 

Liu Su directly took a piece of clothing and held it against Fang Zheng.
 

Fang Zheng snapped out of it immediately, swatting Liu Su’s hand away in surprise. "What are you doing... I don’t wear women’s clothes."
 

As he spoke, he noticed that the piece Liu Su had held against him was a black shirt—a men’s one.
 

He frowned and asked, "Liu Su, what do you mean by this?"
 

Liu Su said seriously, "Nothing much. During this time, Xiaomeng has eaten and drunk a lot at your place. Although I reduced your rent by half as compensation, if you calculate it, her expenses probably aren’t much cheaper than if you rented the place at full price, right?... And you’ve put in a lot of extra effort. So I thought I’d buy you a few sets of clothes as a thank you."
 

Fang Zheng spread his hands. "But I don’t lack clothes."
 

Liu Su said, "Nonsense. Xiaomeng told me your wardrobe is empty."
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

It was true. It was empty.
 

The things he took to the World of Dharma-Ending couldn’t be brought back... Fang Zheng had sacrificed plenty of clothes testing this.
 

Now, he had a bunch of modern clothes in the World of Dharma-Ending that he couldn’t wear... but in the Spiritual Energy Revival World, his clothes were...
 

Liu Su chuckled lightly, then said seriously, "We’re old classmates. I’m not going to give you money or anything—that’s too distant. Buying you a couple of outfits is my way of saying thanks. Xiaomeng will likely keep troubling you in the future."
 

Fang Zheng shook his head. "Really, it’s not necessary. I actually like Xiaomeng a lot—I’m happy to do it."
 

Liu Xiaomeng grinned, "Yeah, yeah, Abbot likes me, he’s willing... Little Aunt, you don’t have to be so formal. Okay, I’ll shut up."
 

Liu Su looked intently at Fang Zheng, exuding a surprising force of will. She said earnestly, "Just two outfits, as a thank you. Otherwise, I’d feel too embarrassed to trouble you like this again!"
 

Facing such intense pressure, Fang Zheng finally understood what Xiaomeng meant when she said earlier...
 

"If you really get together with her, you’ll be on the bottom for the rest of your life."
 

He realized what that sentence truly meant.
 

That soft, gentle female desk-mate from back then—had she really become so domineering now?
 

"Alright, just two outfits."
 

Fang Zheng quietly touched his wallet and sighed. "Don’t make them too expensive."
 

At most, he could buy her a small gift in return later.
 

Fang Zheng’s dwindling self-respect made it impossible for him to accept gifts from Liu Su without giving something back.
 

Well... this could probably be considered the last bit of pride of the weak.
 

Chapter 25: My Origin Source
 

Liu Su seemed afraid Fang Zheng would feel pressured.
 

The clothes she bought weren't too expensive... two sets together only cost a little over a thousand.
 

Fang Zheng breathed a slight sigh of relief.
 

Good, good, his wallet wouldn't die because of this. He planned to buy them anyway, so it didn't matter who paid.
 

They walked around the streets all morning.
 

At noon...
 

They didn't go to any fancy place, just ate burgers.
 

Xiaomeng was overjoyed.
 

For someone her age, no home-cooked meal, no matter how delicious, could compare to junk food.
 

Especially with her two favorite people by her side... yes, it was her dream scenario.
 

Liu Su swirled her cola casually, her gaze lingering on Fang Zheng for a moment. She asked, "Xiaomeng said you've been absent-minded lately. Is something on your mind? Or did you run into some trouble? If there's anything we can help with, don't be shy, just say it."
 

"Nothing much, just thinking. You know this old habit of mine—when I think, I tend to mutter to myself and retreat into my own world."
 

"Right, still the same old problem?"
 

"Not anymore."
 

Fang Zheng considered Liu Su a friend for many years, and even... ever since he stopped looking at her with special expectations.
 

Having a beautiful, wealthy friend like her was something to be proud of.
 

Even so, Fang Zheng didn’t plan to reveal to Liu Su that he already possessed a cultivation method...
 

Fang Zheng didn’t know much about Liu Su’s career. He only knew that she worked as a Martial Arts instructor at Xiaomeng’s school.
 

But that was probably just a side job to take care of Xiaomeng... what was her real profession?
 

He didn’t know.
 

But every time she left for several days and returned, she carried an extremely strange aura. It made people feel so overwhelmed they could barely speak. That feeling was like being caught by the teacher in elementary school while secretly reading a novel in class.
 

An absolute overwhelming presence.
 

Fang Zheng understood clearly.
 

An ordinary man's only crime is possessing a treasure.
 

This world first gave birth to Supernatural Abilities, then used those abilities to cultivate even stronger powers. That was the beginning of Martial Arts, which then developed into a complete system... it was a gradual process!
 

One could imagine that, perhaps thousands of years later, when Martial Arts reached its peak, someone might use it to attain the Dao and cultivate higher powers like True Essence or Spiritual Energy.
 

But he had skipped thousands of years just like that...
 

The World of Dharma-Ending was once prosperous, with abundant Spiritual Energy. Geniuses and extraordinary individuals emerged one after another, and Ascension to the immortal realm happened from time to time.
 

But extreme prosperity leads to decline.
 

So the World of Dharma-Ending declined, leaving behind powerful cultivation methods.
 

Just like the Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation he practiced. Although Yun Zhiqing gave it casually, if this method appeared in this world, its value wouldn’t just be priceless—it would be beyond any measure.
 

Because it was the essence crystallized over thousands of years, far surpassing this world!
 

Now he was just an ordinary person without enough strength. "An ordinary man's only crime is possessing a treasure"—this saying from ancient sages reflected deep insight into human nature.
 

Because of that.
 

Even though Fang Zheng knew that Aberrant Beasts were constantly coveting human flesh and that the Wastelanders coming through the Interdimensional Rifts wanted to wipe out humanity and take over this Spiritually Energy-rich world...
 

The situation for humanity wasn’t as good as imagined!
 

Even so...
 

Fang Zheng had no intention of selflessly sharing his cultivation method.
 

It was too dangerous.
 

Unless... he had power strong enough to deter everything.
 

Like why, in his previous life, countries didn’t easily start wars? Wasn't it because... because...
 

Fang Zheng’s pupils suddenly contracted. The bottled cola in his hand burst with a pop as he crushed it, splattering brown liquid everywhere.
 

"Ah!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng cried out, quickly covering her face.
 

But the cola evaporated halfway, dried up by scorching heat.
 

Liu Su glanced calmly at Fang Zheng, a look of surprise appearing on her face... The cola bottle hadn’t been opened and was full of gas. Crushing it bare-handed...
 

Fang Zheng’s strength wasn’t just average.
 

Could it be that he wasn’t an ordinary person as she thought, but had also awakened a Supernatural Ability?
 

But Fang Zheng just stared blankly, turned to Liu Su, then looked at Xiaomeng. "Sorry, I just remembered something I have to do. I need to go. Well, you can treat me this time. Next time, I’ll treat you to make up for it. Bye."
 

With that, he hurried out.
 

Liu Xiaomeng exclaimed, "Abbot..."
 

"Don’t call him. He probably really has something urgent to handle."
 

Liu Su’s expression turned serious. "He seemed to have a sudden realization. Maybe he finally figured out the problem that’s been bothering him."
 

Liu Xiaomeng asked curiously, "Did he finally figure out what anime he likes to watch? What kind of Young Maiden anime is it this time..."
 

Liu Su glanced at her. "Just eat your burger. Haven’t you always wanted to eat burgers but felt awkward asking Fang Zheng to treat you? Today’s my treat, you can eat as much as you want."
 

"Oh."
 

Liu Xiaomeng picked up her burger and took small bites. For some reason, it didn’t taste as good as before.
 

Meanwhile, Fang Zheng strode forward quickly.
 

He dodged people blocking his way... All this time, he had been absorbing Spiritual Energy and converting it into True Essence. Although it quickly dissipated, the residual energy nourished his body. His physical condition had improved greatly, and he could run very fast.
 

He didn’t go home.
 

He had a sudden realization.
 

Yes... how could he have forgotten.
 

It had to be what his own instinct recognized as the most powerful thing.
 

He couldn’t just name anything—it had to be something he truly believed in deep down, and he had to be able to touch and understand it concretely. Both elements were indispensable.
 

Was there still an answer to seek?
 

Did he even need an answer?
 

Why were so many ambitious politicians in his previous life able to maintain peace?
 

Why, in this world where Spiritual Energy Revival occurred, was it full of disasters? The Wastelanders and Aberrant Beasts were gradually tightening humanity’s living space.
 

Wasn’t the reason obvious... because in this world, even though new laws and principles emerged, the failure of old laws rendered humanity’s most powerful weapon useless!
 

Everyone believed that if that weapon still existed, even the mighty Wastelanders couldn’t withstand its earth-shattering power.
 

Yes, what he wanted to Contemplate, the most powerful weapon he truly believed in...
 

Regardless of his previous life or this one—or rather, having lived in both worlds and being influenced by both...
 

The most powerful weapon in his mind was beyond doubt.
 

What he wanted to Contemplate...
 

The Nuclear Bomb!!!
 

Chapter 26: The Way Aligns
 

If it were in the past...
 

The nuclear bomb was the most important thing. Not just him, but even national officials, or even Her Majesty the Empress of the Xia Ya Empire, probably could not see it easily.
 

But unfortunately... now was the era of Spiritual Energy Revival.
 

The laws of heaven and earth had failed.
 

The nuclear bomb, which once terrified the entire world, had now lost all its destructive power. It could only serve as an exhibit, displayed in an old museum for future generations to imagine its past glory.
 

Only a two-hundred yuan ticket was needed.
 

In a corner of Jielin City, there was an ancient museum.
 

It wasn't that the shop itself was ancient, but its name was "Ancient."
 

Clearly, it followed a retro style.
 

But if it really was going for a retro theme, what could be more fitting than this weapon that once symbolized the peak of a civilization?
 

After a quick run.
 

Looking up at the five large characters reading "Ancient Museum," Fang Zheng took a deep breath, bought a ticket, and went inside.
 

The museum was very large.
 

Inside, there were very few scattered people. Besides Fang Zheng, there were only two couples hugging and whispering in the corners, occasionally kissing each other.
 

It made sense. In this era where everyone valued martial arts, aside from couples killing time, why would normal people come to a place like this?
 

Fang Zheng didn't mind. He just walked straight ahead following the signs.
 

What was displayed inside were all things that once held boundless glory but had now lost their power—such as the AK47 Fire Kirin, the M4A1 Thunder God, and various other weapons.
 

Unfortunately, with the revival of new laws,
 

gunpowder had completely lost its effectiveness. Later, through the research of predecessors, weapons that used spiritual energy instead of gunpowder were developed, with power even greater than before.
 

But no matter how much these scientists studied, they could not restore the past might of humanity's strongest weapon, the nuclear bomb.
 

So now, the nuclear bomb could only lie quietly in the museum for people to imagine its former strength.
 

Fang Zheng stood at the very back of the museum, staring fixedly at the nuclear bomb inside.
 

These once highly destructive weapons no longer even had isolation layers; they were very close... because no matter how much you messed with them, they could no longer show their past power.
 

They were just a pile of junk; nobody would even buy them as scrap metal.
 

So naturally, there was no need to worry about them being stolen.
 

Fang Zheng stared fixedly at the huge nuclear warhead over two meters tall before him.
 

Its smooth body.
 

It didn’t look much different from ordinary missiles, just much bigger and more elegant.
 

But Fang Zheng knew... what was contained inside was a power that could once destroy the world.
 

Truly destroy the world, with no exaggeration.
 

He couldn't help but take two steps forward, wanting to reach out and touch the nuclear bomb.
 

Then... he was immediately stopped by the staff.
 

"Hello, the two hundred yuan only buys the right to view. If you want to touch it, you need to pay another two hundred yuan. And if you pay an extra fifty yuan, we can allow you to take photos as a souvenir."
 

The female attendant smiled brightly, her words very practiced. Clearly, she had said this many times before.
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

He sighed, feeling that the solemn atmosphere had instantly been stripped away.
 

He directly slapped four hundred-yuan bills on the counter.
 

The female attendant beamed and said, "Thank you for the tip. I'll take your photo right away..."
 

"No need. I'm not taking photos, and I didn't give you a tip. Explain the principles of this atomic bomb to me. The extra two hundred yuan is my thanks."
 

The female attendant immediately looked pained. "Sir, if I really knew how this thing worked, do you think I'd be working here as an attendant?"
 

"Then step away and don't bother me."
 

Fang Zheng took a deep breath.
 

Looking at the huge nuclear bomb before him, he suppressed the excitement in his heart and reached out to touch it.
 

In his mind, he recalled the knowledge he had learned in the past... In this era, chemistry and physics had completely transformed into new disciplines because most of the old principles no longer worked.
 

But it was different for Fang Zheng. In his past life, his grades were a mess.
 

But during this time, he had been diligently cultivating. True Essence was different from Spiritual Energy. Spiritual Energy spontaneously nourished the human body, so in this world, fatal diseases like cancer and leukemia had long disappeared.
 

But True Essence was something produced when Spiritual Energy was condensed to its extreme... As it circulated in Fang Zheng's body, it made his mind clearer than ever before.
 

Even though he had been a poor student in his past life, he could now strangely remember every word his chemistry teacher had said decades ago.
 

Including the teacher's introduction to the nuclear bomb.
 

A weapon that uses atomic nuclear fission and fusion reactions to instantly release an enormous amount of energy, causing destructive damage to the target.
 

And fission and fusion... The teacher had said a lot of complicated stuff back then.
 

But the meaning in his words was clear.
 

Fusion is when the smallest atoms undergo a fusion reaction under certain conditions, producing heavier atoms. During fusion, the static mass of the atomic nucleus changes, releasing energy.
 

Fission is when heavier atoms split, producing very light atomic nuclei, which are then struck by neutrons, causing an explosion.
 

The teacher had explained it all very logically back then, but unfortunately, Fang Zheng hadn't listened.
 

Now, his brain, cleansed by True Essence, could recall that scene vividly, even remembering the chemistry teacher's sigh clearly, because no one had been listening to that important information back then.
 

Or was it the physics teacher?
 

Fang Zheng couldn't even remember that.
 

But if that teacher knew that someone, decades later, had been inspired by his words to touch upon a rare Creation, he might sigh... Why was it this poor student who remembered this knowledge?
 

Gently stroking the nuclear bomb, he thought of all those incredibly complex formulas.
 

Most of it was just reciting from the textbook... But Fang Zheng strangely associated...
 

Fusion and fission were actually just processes of going from separation to union, and then from union to separation.
 

A strange thought suddenly emerged in his mind.
 

Spiritual Energy and True Essence.
 

Compared to Spiritual Energy, True Essence was more concentrated and heavier.
 

In other words... were they separated by a process of fusion?
 

And the fusion process must occur under high temperature or high pressure.
 

When he cultivated the "Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation,"
 

although, with the strong boost from Spiritual Energy, he had successfully condensed True Essence in just about an hour,
 

according to what Yun Zhiqing said, just the step of condensing Spiritual Energy into True Essence was enough to stop over ninety percent of those who wanted to pursue Cultivation.
 

Because when first cultivating, the body would endure extreme pressure.
 

So, in that sense... didn't the nuclear bomb align with the Great Way?
 

For a moment, Fang Zheng stood there dazed, as if he had fallen into some state of sudden enlightenment.
 

Chapter 27: Take as One Pleased
 

He kept his hand on the nuclear bomb, but his thoughts had quietly faded away.
 

As Fang Zheng stood there in a daze, massive changes were already taking place inside his body.
 

The "Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation," which he had been practicing for over half a month, started working on its own.
 

His body seemed to turn into a black hole...
 

It forcibly sucked all the surrounding Spiritual Energy into his body in an instant.
 

It passed through the extraordinary meridians and the Bridge of Heaven and Earth.
 

The "Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation" he practiced transformed his body into a high-pressure cooker with extremely strong pressure, compressing that powerful Spiritual Energy inside, condensing it, condensing it again, and then turning it into True Essence!
 

In the World of Dharma-Ending, to transform True Essence, one had to be inside a mountain sect.
 

Even at the Single Origin Peak, where Spiritual Energy was most abundant, converting True Essence required at least two hours of cultivation first, allowing the Spiritual Energy inside the body to reach saturation before slowly starting the conversion.
 

But here...
 

In just a few breaths.
 

Fang Zheng's body had already reached saturation.
 

If he hadn't been wearing long sleeves, and if the two couples nearby hadn't been busy kissing each other's lips, they probably would have noticed that Fang Zheng's body had swollen.
 

Too much Spiritual Energy caused swelling.
 

This was a very normal phenomenon... Here, Heaven and Earth Spiritual Energy had become the most common everyday thing, like oxygen, everywhere. Although important, no one paid much attention to it.
 

Because oxygen was never lacking, always abundant.
 

As the Spiritual Energy was converted into True Essence, the next moment, this powerful True Essence should have spilled out and decomposed back into Spiritual Energy.
 

Because Fang Zheng's body did not have a medium to hold this True Essence.
 

It was like pouring water into a bamboo basket... No matter how much water, it would only wash through and could not stay for long.
 

But this time, something unexpected happened.
 

The True Essence gathered and took shape, then flowed along the extraordinary meridians. When it reached the Dantian area.
 

It suddenly stopped.
 

It stayed there, like a little snake poking its head around, looking for a suitable home.
 

And this place was very suitable.
 

The powerful True Essence was originally too wild to bear.
 

But when it got here... it seemed like there was a vague, intangible force that kept it trapped here.
 

The Cultivation Method kept working, and outside, endless Spiritual Energy was still being forced into the black hole inside Fang Zheng's body.
 

Spiritual Energy turned into True Essence.
 

Then, it circulated inside Fang Zheng's body and stayed in the Dantian area.
 

His Dantian became a black hole at that moment.
 

Like something illusory, and since it was illusory, it could naturally hold everything in the world.
 

Endless True Essence was forced into the Dantian and stayed there.
 

Suddenly, a strong wind blew through the museum... Everything was blown upside down.
 

Even the two couples who were being intimate cried out in surprise, each getting a mouthful of dust.
 

Several staff members rushed over and held onto the ancient exhibits that were tilting.
 

The manager hurried to close the door... wondering quietly to herself, this isn't a hallway, where did such a strong wind come from?
 

But they did not notice.
 

At this moment.
 

Within a hundred meters, a thousand meters, ten thousand meters, even a hundred thousand meters...
 

As Fang Zheng's body became a black hole.
 

The amount of True Essence he could hold became limitless.
 

As the only person in this dimension who could directly use the Spiritual Energy in the air, no matter how weak his Cultivation Level, he was the only one who could actively absorb Spiritual Energy.
 

No one could compete with him; the entire world's Spiritual Energy was for him to take as he pleased.
 

At this moment.
 

The entire Jielin City instantly fell into a vacuum state.
 

Along with it, the mist that was slowly moving in the sky was suddenly sucked dry.
 

"Huh?!"
 

Liu Su, who was drinking cola, suddenly looked up at the sky.
 

"What's wrong, Little Aunt?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng, who was holding a chicken leg and eating with a greasy mouth, asked in confusion.
 

"Nothing, I just suddenly felt a bit short of breath."
 

Liu Su looked up, a serious expression on her face, staring at the sky that seemed much lower.
 

She pretended to reach for her phone, took a detector from her bag, and pressed it quietly.
 

Then she showed a surprised expression and muttered, "How is this possible?"
 

"Captain, the Spiritual Energy has started to decrease."
 

In an office building.
 

It was crowded, with staff running back and forth everywhere.
 

But unlike ordinary companies, everyone here moved lightly and quickly, and those sitting at desks had sharp eyes, their fingers typing so fast they almost left afterimages.
 

Suddenly!
 

A young bald man sitting in front of a computer and quickly writing code looked up, a happy expression on his face, and shouted, "Captain, great! The Spiritual Energy seems to have reached saturation and is now starting to decrease..."
 

"What?"
 

A curly-haired woman who had been half-asleep, dozing in her office chair, suddenly sat up straight. Her mountainous figure made the young man blush and quickly look away.
 

Normally, this easygoing captain would have teased her shy subordinate.
 

But now...
 

She was so overjoyed she forgot everything and asked, "Are you sure the Spiritual Energy is weakening?"
 

"Yes, centered on Jielin City, the old city area has decreased the most, then it spreads outward, stopping about a hundred miles around Jielin City. The Spiritual Energy is continuously dropping and is almost back to normal levels!"
 

"Great!!!"
 

The curly-haired woman slapped her thigh and said happily, "The Spiritual Energy in Jielin City has been rising non-stop lately, almost doubling in concentration, attracting Aberrant Beasts from nearby to the city... I've been worried that if the Spiritual Energy gets too dense and creates an Interdimensional Rift in Jielin City, given the city's location, it would be terrible. I never thought heaven would help me. I haven't even found the reason for the sudden rise in Spiritual Energy, and now it's dropping. Ahahaha... I really am a lucky general. No doubt about it, tonight, I'm treating at Linyan Tower. Call my precious disciple, and let's all get together, not going home until we're drunk!"
 

She laughed proudly.
 

But just as she was laughing...
 

She suddenly frowned, "Wait, how did such strong Spiritual Energy disappear so suddenly? Did some expert help out?"
 

In another dark basement in the city.
 

"What's going on?"
 

A figure in a black robe, completely hidden in black, suddenly became furious. He looked up at the sky and said angrily, "What exactly happened? Seven years, a full seven years! I spent seven years working hard to raise the Spiritual Energy in Jielin City. Just when I was about to succeed, why did it suddenly drop again? Seven years of effort..."
 

He angrily roared at the sky!
 

"Who, who did this? I'm going to kill him!"
 

Chapter 28: The Real Grotto-Heaven Blessed Land
 

Fang Zheng did not know that his moment of enlightenment in the museum had caused such a big reaction outside.
 

He was now completely immersed within himself, no longer sensing any foreign objects inside.
 

Powerful Spiritual Energy surged like waves, all flowing into his body.
 

His Dantian seemed to have become a bottomless pit, able to take in any amount of thick True Essence.
 

The previously almost empty True Essence had all gathered inside him.
 

The highly concentrated True Essence appeared from nothing...
 

Inside Fang Zheng's Dantian.
 

It gradually began to change.
 

A barely perceptible bullet slowly formed within his Dantian.
 

What damn bullet.
 

It should be a Nuclear Bomb.
 

Fang Zheng closed his eyes, his mind sinking into his Dantian.
 

He could clearly see that his Dantian had transformed from solid to empty. What was once a constantly moving mass of flesh, under the transformation of Spiritual Energy, had become an empty space surrounded by ethereal, clear Spiritual Energy.
 

Like a Minor World...
 

But this Minor World was desolate, surrounded by Spiritual Qi Mist. The only thing clearly visible was a Nuclear Bomb floating in the void.
 

Is this my Origin Space?
 

Fang Zheng scratched his head in confusion, thinking that this was different from what his Master had told him.
 

Wasn't it said that when Contemplation first succeeds, the envisioned thing is just a phantom? To make it manifest, one needs extremely hard and diligent Cultivation.
 

That part was right... now this Nuclear Bomb, well... not much bigger than a bullet, very faint, which is normal.
 

But he had never heard of Cultivation coming with extra space?!
 

These days, does successful Contemplation come with a free house?
 

That misty space seemed to be completely constructed from Spiritual Energy.
 

If he was different from other cultivators, it was probably that the place he envisioned was actually a place with denser Spiritual Energy than even the highest grade Grotto-Heaven Blessed Land.
 

Was it because the Spiritual Energy was too dense, and his Realm was too low, so he couldn't merge all the Spiritual Energy into the Nuclear Bomb? That's why the Nuclear Bomb looked so ridiculous, and the excess Spiritual Energy around couldn't be expelled, thus condensing into this misty space?
 

Fang Zheng felt this was the only explanation.
 

For details, he planned to wait until his Master came out of seclusion to ask her... Yun Zhiqing might not be a good teacher, but as a cultivator, she was definitely among the most talented.
 

She should be able to give him answers.
 

Thinking this, Fang Zheng opened his eyes.
 

He sniffed and immediately smelled a foul odor.
 

A thin layer of mud had formed on his skin... it seemed like a mix of sweat and grime.
 

He looked around, seeing the broken glass and the exhibition items tossed into chaos by the strong wind.
 

It seemed he had accidentally caused a commotion here; he needed to leave quickly...
 

Thinking this, he quickly stepped forward.
 

Then he directly bumped into the window. The thick bulletproof glass shattered loudly with his impact.
 

Sharp glass shards pricked his body, causing a slight stinging sensation.
 

But his skin wasn't broken.
 

Had his speed increased that much?
 

Fang Zheng stood on the street, slightly dazed for a moment, then without hesitation, quickly ran away before people heard the noise and looked over.
 

Fast!
 

Very fast... he could clearly feel that with the appearance of the phantom Nuclear Bomb inside him, it was like he evolved from an old car into an F1 race car.
 

Although his speed was much faster.
 

Even while running quickly, Fang Zheng's vision and reactions kept up perfectly.
 

The earlier collision was just a misjudgment.
 

But once prepared, he could clearly see every surprised expression on people's faces ahead.
 

And the disgusted expressions of the young maidens nearby covering their noses...
 

He could even see the fluttering edges of their skirts as they moved.
 

Since when was his eyesight this good?
 

Moreover, he felt his body had undergone significant changes.
 

Inside, he truly possessed True Essence now.
 

But the changes weren't just that.
 

Fang Zheng rushed at high speed into a secluded alley and came out from another corner.
 

He took a deep breath.
 

Slowing his pace, he hailed a taxi and gave his address.
 

Then, under the driver's disgusted look, he offered double the fare!
 

The driver immediately changed his attitude.
 

Back home...
 

He immediately took a shower.
 

Warm water washed over his body, rinsing off the mud. It felt like it was also washing off a layer of skin that had wrapped around him for many years.
 

He put on his pajamas.
 

Drying his wet hair, Fang Zheng sat at his desk and opened his notebook.
 

The notebook contained all his experiences and insights since he started Cultivating the "Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation".
 

Of course, it was written haltingly, not in the language of this world, but in the script of the World of Dharma-Ending he had just started learning. Even if someone saw it, no one could understand.
 

So he wrote with difficulty...
 

But it recorded all of Fang Zheng's Cultivation insights.
 

Now, he quietly wrote down the changes he had discovered.
 

First, his body.
 

His former slight potbelly was gone.
 

His 200-degree pseudomyopia was now so good he could probably use his eyes as binoculars.
 

His skin had improved a lot too; previous scars had fallen off with the mud.
 

With his skin so fair and tender now, Fang Zheng felt he could challenge the 98-point beauty Liu Su.
 

Was successful Contemplation so miraculously effective? It was almost like a beauty treatment.
 

Now, he could clearly feel his body had changed from a leaky basket to a tight bucket. True Essence flowed like a river inside him, while the Nuclear Bomb was like a leaf floating on the river, bobbing up and down, constantly absorbing his True Essence.
 

And the external Spiritual Energy was continuously being fused into True Essence.
 

The Nuclear Bomb's fusion ability greatly increased his True Essence conversion speed.
 

From this perspective, light atoms fusing into heavy atoms and Spiritual Energy fusing into True Essence really had intriguing similarities.
 

Just like his Master Yun Zhiqing's True Essence was bone-chillingly cold and had healing abilities... his Origin Source, although small—no, a man shouldn't say small?
 

His Nuclear Bomb, although faint, already had its initial characteristics.
 

And it was a passive skill... good, very good!
 

Moreover, the world felt very different to him now.
 

Before, he just thought the air was particularly fresh.
 

Thick Spiritual Energy, for a mortal like him, could prolong life, but that was it—just living a few decades longer than in his previous life.
 

After all, with limited ability, even if delicacies were placed before him, he couldn't eat them.
 

But now it was different.
 

He could clearly sense the presence of Spiritual Energy in the air.
 

Those light, ethereal things seemed very friendly to him, actively clinging to his side. Even the Spiritual Energy activity around him...
 

Fang Zheng clenched his fist.
 

In his palm, a hazy mass slowly condensed.
 

This was True Essence condensation.
 

A slight gleam appeared in Fang Zheng's eyes.
 

He had traveled with Su Heqing for nearly a month, eating and living together. He had often listened to her explain Cultivation knowledge.
 

True Essence was very precious.
 

Especially in places where Spiritual Energy wasn't very dense, using a little meant having less.
 

So when she used a big move, she almost collapsed. If her subordinates hadn't been there at the time, honestly, in her state then, it was hard to say who would have been exploiting whom!
 

But here...
 

In just a few breaths, the True Essence he had just used was completely replenished.
 

Fang Zheng was convinced.
 

Indeed, this Spiritual Energy Revival world was the most suitable Blessed Land for cultivators to practice in!!!
 

Chapter 29: Do Not Steal Others' Fruits
 

After finishing the hamburger,
 

Liu Su took Liu Xiaomeng and drove a sports car to a bustling office building.
 

The first floor was a large hall with many people coming and going.
 

Liu Su found an empty seat and asked Liu Xiaomeng to sit down, saying, "Be good and don't wander off. I'll be back soon."
 

"Oh."
 

In front of Liu Su, Liu Xiaomeng was indeed very well-behaved.
 

Holding the packed popcorn chicken, she happily picked at them one by one, as if cracking sunflower seeds.
 

Liu Su turned and took the elevator.
 

She reached the floor and stepped inside.
 

Inside was a busy office space that looked just like a normal company.
 

However, the curly-haired woman commanding the scene with a loudspeaker disrupted the busy atmosphere. She shouted loudly, "GOGOGO, move faster! The Spiritual Energy rose sharply for a while and then suddenly dropped. Neither of these is normal! Everyone, find the source of the Spiritual Energy fluctuation immediately. I want it at the fastest speed! Hurry up, if you're men, move faster for me!"
 

Under her command,
 

everyone typed code, exchanged files, and discussed in low voices.
 

It seemed everyone was incredibly busy, not even having time to stand still.
 

Looking at the sexy but unrestrained woman who didn’t seem like a typical lady,
 

Liu Su let out a soft sigh.
 

Zhao Ange.
 

Liu Su's Master and the one who guided her.
 

It was a pity... even at her age, she still had such an impulsive personality.
 

Liu Su walked over.
 

Facing the person who had saved her when she was young, Liu Su’s usually tense expression softened slightly. She asked quietly, "Isn’t the drop in Spiritual Energy a good thing? Was it necessary to call me here specially?"
 

"Good? What’s good about it?"
 

Zhao Ange lamented, "Xiaosu, didn’t you learn the law of conservation of energy? So much Spiritual Energy, almost enough to open an Interdimensional Rift, couldn’t just vanish without a trace. It must still be there, just in a different form. The problem is we can’t find it... Actually, I had suspected that someone with ill intentions might be trying to forcibly open an Interdimensional Rift in Jielin City. Although dangerous, I had some idea about it, which is why I dared to give you a break. But now, even I don’t know what’s going on. This time, things have truly gone beyond my control..."
 

Liu Su frowned and said, "Maybe a Grandmaster passed by and drove the Spiritual Energy away?!"
 

"Don’t even mention Grandmasters; even a Celestial Being could easily drive it away. But in just a few minutes, and without leaving any trace? Do you think those high and mighty Grandmasters are that amazing?"
 

Zhao Ange sneered and said, "Besides, all Grandmasters are recorded by the empire. If they really acted, think of the credit they’d get. How could they leave quietly? Wouldn’t the reward of nutrient fluids be tempting? Are they really that indifferent to fame and gain?!"
 

"So then?"
 

"I’d rather the situation be worse, as long as it’s within my control. But now... if it’s a good thing, then great. But if it’s bad, it’s a disaster beyond our control."
 

Zhao Ange’s face turned serious as she said, "Liu Su, you need to be prepared. You must understand what the worst possibility could be!"
 

Liu Su stayed silent.
 

She understood, of course.
 

An Interdimensional Rift.
 

If an Interdimensional Rift erupted in Jielin City, the destruction of the city and the deaths of 500,000 people would be just the beginning.
 

The Wastelanders are currently at war with Yuanxing. The reason humans can resist the Wastelanders isn’t because humans are amazing, but because the Wastelanders have limited channels and can’t transport too many troops at once.
 

Now, all Interdimensional Rifts are heavily guarded, and with the advantage of timing, location, and unity, humans can barely survive!
 

If the Wastelanders really gained another channel,
 

the current stalemate would likely change.
 

And the existing balance could very well be broken.
 

Liu Su frowned and said, "I thought it was the doing of those guys from the west, but even they aren’t stupid enough to let the Wastelanders destroy our Xia Ya... The Wastelanders’ strength is beyond what any single country can handle. If we fall, they’ll die too."
 

"Exactly! That’s why I was so sure before. I was luring the snake out of its hole. Even if there were some sacrifices, as long as we caught the mastermind, it would be worth it. But now, things have slipped out of my control."
 

Zhao Ange said gravely, "As I said, if this person is a friend, it’s a blessing for our Xia Ya, and Jielin City could be spared. But if this person is an enemy... we must prepare for the worst. Liu Su, do you think they’re a friend or an enemy?"
 

Liu Su stated firmly, "Whether they’re a friend or an enemy, we’ll only know after we find them."
 

"Right! Come, look!"
 

Zhao Ange waved her hand.
 

But... nothing happened.
 

Liu Su: "..."
 

A vein bulged on Zhao Ange’s forehead as she yelled angrily, "Zhang Xuan, you idiot! If you embarrass me like this again, believe me, I’ll storm into your house and blow up your wife?!"
 

"S-sorry, Captain!"
 

The previously balding young man looked miserable and hurriedly operated the device in front of him.
 

A huge virtual map appeared before Zhao Ange.
 

It showed circles of ripples spreading outward...
 

"The Spiritual Energy was drawn from the outside in. Even the Spiritual Energy outside Jielin City was instantly sucked in. Based on the residual fluctuations, we can roughly determine it’s within this area!"
 

Zhao Ange pointed to the center of the ripples and said, "At that time, the person must have been right here."
 

Liu Su frowned and said, "Three Streets? That’s so many people. How are we supposed to find them?"
 

"No choice! The technicians are just too useless. For now, we can only narrow it down to this size. Given more time, they might be able to pinpoint it further."
 

Beside them, Zhang Xuan muttered under his breath, as if saying it was already impressive to lock down such a large area in such a short time.
 

Zhao Ange ignored him and said seriously, "Zhang Xuan and the others will keep working to narrow down the range and track the Spiritual Energy. But that’ll take too long. I’ll go ask Thunder Sovereign for help later. But since you know the area well, while Thunder Sovereign searches openly, you search secretly. That should speed things up a lot. We must find them as quickly as possible... What worries me the most now is..."
 

Zhao Ange paused.
 

She was most worried that the Spiritual Energy had been absorbed by someone.
 

If that were the case, the disappearance of the Spiritual Energy would make perfect sense.
 

And the enemy’s goal would have already been achieved.
 

With so much Spiritual Energy, if she couldn’t figure out where it went... it would always be a ticking time bomb!
 

Unfortunately, Zhao Ange didn’t know.
 

In another place,
 

inside a luxurious living room,
 

everything was smashed to pieces.
 

Amid furious roars, "What? You can’t find them? Keep looking! I don’t believe it... Who did this? Damn it, acting right at the critical moment! The person must have planned this for a long time to steal my fruits. I will not let them get away with it!!!"
 

Chapter 30: The First Step Is Always the Hardest
 

Fang Zheng did not know that he had merely succeeded in Contemplation and officially became a genuine cultivator.
 

Yet, his success had captured the attention of almost all the upper-class figures in Jielin City…
 

He was even more unaware that, unconsciously, he had thwarted a conspiracy targeted at Jielin City. In fact, the conspiracy had been in preparation for a full seven years but had ended up working to his advantage for nothing.
 

At that moment, Fang Zheng was already lying in bed, filled with joy.
 

He tossed and turned for quite a while before finally feeling a bit drowsy. Eventually, he fell into a deep sleep with a smile on his face.
 

He woke up.
 

It was in his familiar room.
 

The room had an antique charm, giving off an elegant vibe.
 

He pushed the door open.
 

Outside was a scene of tranquil solitude, as if plucking chrysanthemums by the eastern fence while leisurely gazing at Nan Shan.
 

Nine Veins Peak was vast!
 

The entire mountain peak only housed Fang Zheng, Yun Zhiqing, and Li Yun. And now, Yun Zhiqing had gone into seclusion.
 

So, only two people remained.
 

It felt somewhat lonely and desolate.
 

Fang Zheng stepped outside.
 

His ears were immediately met with the rhythmic sound of wood being chopped.
 

In the corner of the courtyard.
 

A sturdy figure was splitting firewood barehanded.
 

A massive log, almost as thick as a person’s embrace, was cleanly split in two with a single chop of his hand… the cut was so smooth that his palm seemed even sharper than a blade.
 

From Fang Zheng’s perspective at that moment.
 

He could not detect any traces of True Essence. Clearly, the man was achieving this feat purely through his own physical strength.
 

Such physical prowess was no less impressive than that of a High-rank Martial Master.
 

Fang Zheng had always believed that the difference between cultivators and Martial Artists was akin to that between mages and warriors—one specialized in long-range attacks, the other in close combat.
 

But now it seemed that cultivators… were clearly proficient in both.
 

“Kid, you’re awake? That’s quite rare.”
 

Li Yun smiled, his gaze falling on Fang Zheng, then his pupils abruptly contracted!
 

The descending hand chop suddenly veered off and slammed directly into the wooden stump below.
 

With that one strike… the thick wooden stump split cleanly into two halves.
 

But he had no time to mourn the loss of the stump that had served him for years, as he stared intently at Fang Zheng.
 

Spiritual Energy surrounded his body, his aura light and ethereal. Just standing there, he carried an otherworldly air.
 

This was clearly…
 

Li Yun exclaimed in astonishment, “You succeeded in Foundation Building Contemplation?!”
 

He was genuinely shocked.
 

How long had it been since Yun Zhiqing taught Fang Zheng the Cultivation Method?
 

Especially since this kid was such a lazybones… he barely ate and slept all the time.
 

He would just get up in the morning, and within a couple of hours, he’d be back in bed, sleeping for several more hours.
 

Although Fang Zheng claimed that sleeping was his way of cultivation… Yun Zhiqing believed him, but Li Yun had always scoffed at the idea.
 

Now, however…
 

Was he really cultivating all along?
 

How long had it even been?
 

Less than half a month. He remembered it took Miss two months to cultivate True Essence, and then, to succeed in Foundation Building Contemplation, she spent over half a year on a snowy mountain, observing the snow lotus’s resilient bloom amidst the blizzards.
 

Only then did she succeed in Contemplation.
 

Even so, she was considered a prodigy among the younger generation of the Shushan Sect. Otherwise, she might not have been able to inherit Nine Veins Peak from her father. Of course, part of it was due to Nine Veins Peak no longer being as glorious as it once was!
 

But this kid…
 

If half a year made someone a prodigy, what did half a month make him?
 

Li Yun asked in disbelief, “How on earth did you manage it?!”
 

“I don’t know either. I just did the Contemplation and succeeded. Maybe it’s because I cultivated enough True Essence for Contemplation much faster than ordinary people, so I saved a lot of time.”
 

Fang Zheng naturally wouldn’t reveal the details, attributing everything to his so-called Immortal Xian Xuan Body.
 

Li Yun gave Fang Zheng a deep look, ultimately accepting this explanation.
 

He asked, “So, why did you come to me?”
 

Fang Zheng said, “I should be considered a genuine cultivator now, right? Since I’ve become a cultivator, shouldn’t I learn some defensive techniques? Like Dao Arts or something…”
 

“That makes sense.”
 

Li Yun said seriously, “Since you’ve succeeded in Contemplation, you’re now a Qi Refining First Stage cultivator. Though your level is quite low, you can indeed learn some basic Dao Arts.”
 

Hearing this, Fang Zheng felt a surge of excitement and asked, “So, where should I go to learn Dao Arts?”
 

He couldn’t help but think of Su Heqing.
 

Although she held ill intentions toward him… that sword technique of hers was dazzlingly beautiful, something he couldn’t help but admire.
 

And now, he was finally a cultivator too.
 

Although his level was still low, the first step is always the hardest… as long as he took that first step.
 

Fang Zheng was fully confident that he could reach their Realm in the shortest time possible.
 

But in response to Fang Zheng’s eagerness, Li Yun shook his head and said, “I don’t know.”
 

Fang Zheng: “Huh?”
 

“Don’t look at me, I really don’t know.”
 

Li Yun sat down on the doorstep, gesturing for Fang Zheng to sit beside him…
 

He sighed, “Miss is your Master. Once you become a cultivator, it’s her duty to guide you. But the problem is, Miss is in seclusion for at least two months. Neither she nor I expected that you’d succeed in Foundation Building Contemplation and become a genuine cultivator in just half a month. Now that Miss is unavailable, how can you be taught?!”
 

Fang Zheng frowned and said, “What about you?”
 

“Don’t look at me, I don’t have any Dao Arts for you to learn.”
 

Li Yun said, “I’m not a genuine cultivator. In fact, I’m stuck at the Contemplation stage. My aptitude is limited, and I simply can’t succeed in Contemplation. So, strictly speaking, I might not even be considered a cultivator.”
 

Fang Zheng exclaimed in surprise, “But you fought one against three earlier and beat those three servants until they couldn’t get up.”
 

“They aren’t genuine cultivators either. What genuine cultivator would work as a servant?!”
 

Li Yun sighed, “The master was kind and allowed me to cultivate… but I lacked the aptitude. However, after years of Contemplation, the True Essence circulating in my body gradually strengthened my physique. That’s how I gained decent combat ability. But I can’t perform Dao Arts, nor can I wield Magic Treasures. Otherwise, why do you think I’m just a servant and not a Shushan Disciple?”
 

“Then what should I do?!”
 

“If this were any other peak, it wouldn’t be a problem. The Master wouldn’t need to personally teach Dao Arts… the Senior Brother would handle it. But what they teach are the most basic ones. As for the profound ones… well, here, you’re the only one. You are the Senior Brother yourself. And Miss’s room might not have low-level Dao Arts. After all, Qi Refining First Stage is really too low.”
 

Li Yun frowned and asked, “By the way, what exactly did you Contemplate?”
 

“Well… you’d better see for yourself.”
 

Fang Zheng didn’t know how to explain the Nuclear Bomb.
 

He slowly released his True Essence.
 

A swirling cloud of orange energy condensed in his palm.
 

“Such high temperature! So you Contemplated fire?”
 

Li Yun’s face showed a hint of astonishment, and he looked at Fang Zheng with newfound respect. “You actually dared to reach into the flames. Fang Zheng, I’m starting to see you in a new light. Not bad.”
 

“Fire?!”
 

Fang Zheng was taken aback for a moment before he realized.
 

The so-called Nuclear Bomb, when it explodes, aside from Radiation, emits extreme light and heat.
 

From that perspective…
 

In the early stages, it did share similarities with fire.
 

Except that the highest temperature of ordinary fire was around 3,000 degrees, while the core temperature of a nuclear explosion was… how much again?
 

Ten million or twenty million degrees?
 

He wasn’t quite sure.
 

But since his Cultivation Level was still low, calling it fire wasn’t far off.
 

Thinking this, he nodded in agreement.
 

That’s right, what he had Contemplated was undoubtedly fire.
 

Chapter 31: Don’t Let Go of the Thigh
 

When he found out that Fang Zheng had conceived flames through Contemplation!
 

Li Yun was quite surprised.
 

After all, flames weren’t like snow lotuses or ancient pines—things that exist in reality.
 

Although flames are tangible, you can’t actually touch them… If it weren’t for the scorching sensation of Fang Zheng’s True Essence, Li Yun would hardly have believed that Fang Zheng could actually conceive something as magical as flames through Contemplation!
 

Flames weren’t unheard of, but this kind of scorching flame, with its violent feeling as if it were about to burst at any moment, made even Li Yun feel a sense of dread.
 

“Honestly, given your current situation, even someone like me who has lived over a hundred and twenty years has never seen anything like it, let alone Zhiqing, who has never been a Master. So it’s not her fault for being unprepared.”
 

Li Yun said seriously, “But if you truly want to learn Dao Arts, there’s only one place you can go…”
 

“Where?!”
 

“The Library Pavilion.”
 

Li Yun explained, “The Library Pavilion is located on Xuantian Peak, and it contains everything. All the Cultivation Methods and Dao Arts of our Shushan Sect are kept there. Although the Qi Refining First Stage is quite low, there should still be Cultivation Methods you can read.”
 

Fang Zheng asked, “For free?”
 

Li Yun shook his head. “Of course not. It requires Sect Contribution Points. So you’ll first need to go to the Sect Main Hall and accept some tasks assigned by the sect to earn Contribution Points.”
 

Fang Zheng frowned. “I have to complete tasks?!”
 

Li Yun said, “No kidding. The Shushan Sect has over three thousand Disciples. Do you think their daily Spirit Stone expenses and Natural Treasures just grow out of the ground? Cultivation Methods are reusable items. Letting Disciples view them for a fee, and having the Disciples collect Natural Treasures that are then consumed by them in turn—these Disciples get both training and Cultivation Methods, and it also covers the sect’s expenses… Three birds with one stone, how great! That’s why many Masters deliberately don’t teach their Disciples Cultivation Methods, making them obtain the methods themselves, so they understand how hard cultivation is nowadays.”
 

“Do you think I can complete the sect’s tasks?”
 

Fang Zheng sighed. “I may have True Essence in my body now, but aside from running a bit faster and jumping a bit higher, I don’t have any other special abilities… If it’s just pulling weeds or hoeing the ground, that shouldn’t be a problem, but anything else…”
 

“So I suggest you wait. The biggest problem isn’t the difficulty of the tasks—it’s whether you can even read! Do you expect the Library Pavilion to have everything made into Jade Slips for you? If you want to go there, learn to read first!”
 

Li Yun said seriously, “And you’ve just stepped into Qi Refining… Hmm…”
 

He gave Fang Zheng a careful look.
 

Just stepped into Qi Refining?
 

Why did this kid seem like a powder keg standing there, as if he might explode at any moment? The sharpness of the True Essence inside him actually made Li Yun feel a bit uneasy.
 

This didn’t seem like the Qi Refining First Stage at all.
 

It looked more like someone who had been practicing for two or three years and had already reached the Qi Refining fifth or sixth stage.
 

Was the flame really such a magical Origin Source?
 

Many Disciples in the sect had succeeded in flame Contemplation, but none were as sharp as this kid… It must be another marvelous effect of the Immortal Xian Xuan Body.
 

After some mental gymnastics,
 

Li Yun came up with a reasonable explanation for Fang Zheng’s various peculiarities and advised, “There are many capable people in the sect. If you really ask someone else about Dao Arts, they might not refuse to teach you. But if you do that, others might misunderstand and think your Master isn’t even capable of teaching Dao Arts… You get it, right?”
 

“I understand.”
 

Fang Zheng naturally understood—this wasn’t like school where you could casually ask anyone to teach you. Since he had already taken a Master… he could only hold tightly to Yun Zhiqing’s long, capable thigh.
 

Without her permission, rashly asking others for guidance,
 

to put it nicely, it’s called learning from many sources; to put it bluntly, it’s like digging for food behind your Master’s back—disrespectful and ungrateful.
 

“So I suggest you wait a bit longer. Once Zhiqing comes out of seclusion, she’ll be a Condensation Realm Cultivator. With that level of Cultivation Level, she’s fully qualified to be a Peak Master, so being a Master shouldn’t be difficult. You’re living on this mountain, not fighting with anyone—what’s the harm in waiting a couple of months? Use these two months to focus on stabilizing your Cultivation Level. That girl Zhiqing really hates owing favors. If she finds out you delayed for two whole months because of her, she’ll definitely feel guilty. By then, she might even teach you advanced Dao Arts!”
 

Li Yun spoke very earnestly.
 

Unfortunately, there was one thing he got wrong.
 

Fang Zheng wasn’t staying on Nine Veins Peak the whole time—he still had to linger in Jielin City.
 

But Jielin City, being a human settlement, was a place he had lived in for a year or two… To be honest, it might even be safer than Nine Veins Peak.
 

Considering this, aside from Fang Zheng’s recent development of True Essence making him eager to learn Dao Arts immediately, there didn’t really seem to be any urgent reason why he had to learn these skills right away.
 

Should he wait, then?
 

Otherwise, if he asked someone else to teach him… judging by Li Yun’s tone, it might be possible, but doing so would likely upset his Master.
 

Regarding this woman who wasn’t much older than him,
 

Fang Zheng had a good impression of her, especially since she had taught him the "Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation" and, because he couldn’t read, had painstakingly made a Jade Slip for him.
 

This realm was different from the Spiritual Energy Revival Realm Fang Zheng came from. Here, Spiritual Energy was scarce, and True Essence was lacking—replenishing it wasn’t so simple.
 

From this perspective… Fang Zheng felt quite indebted to Yun Zhiqing. Calling her "Master" was something he did willingly.
 

So he decided to wait.
 

During this time, he would focus on improving his Cultivation Level!
 

The Qi Refining First Stage was indeed still too weak.
 

Fang Zheng turned and headed back.
 

Li Yun asked, puzzled, “What are you doing?”
 

“Sleeping—oh, no, going to Cultivate.”
 

Li Yun immediately felt a surge of respect.
 

Before, he had thought this was just Fang Zheng’s excuse for being lazy, but now he didn’t dare think that way anymore.
 

This was a hardworking person.
 

Fang Zheng returned to his room but didn’t go to sleep right away.
 

Instead, he picked up the Thousand Character Classic from this realm that Li Yun had found for him earlier and began carefully copying the characters.
 

Using a brush,
 

each character had been thoughtfully marked with pinyin by Li Yun. Fang Zheng copied them one by one, character by character.
 

Having just arrived in this realm, his spirit was still quite alert.
 

Plus, whether he went back now or ten hours later, it would still be just one sleep’s worth of time over there.
 

Here, the Spiritual Energy was thin and not suitable for Cultivation… so he might as well use the time to learn characters.
 

Just as Li Yun had said, in his current situation, even if a peerless manual were placed in front of him, he wouldn’t be able to understand it.
 

He copied with great care,
 

long past the mindset of studying for his parents’ sake—Fang Zheng knew that the faster he mastered these characters, the more it would benefit his own Cultivation!
 

Anyway, the time he had now didn’t need to be used for Cultivation and was entirely his to use.
 

Just as he was thinking this…
 

He couldn’t help but frown slightly.
 

He felt the thin mist within that small space inside his body slowly spreading outward through his body. The originally thin Spiritual Energy in the room instantly became abundant, filling the space, and was then absorbed by the active "Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation."
 

The progress of his Cultivation was almost as fast as in the Spiritual Energy Revival Realm.
 

Could it be that…
 

this small space existed because the Spiritual Energy I absorbed was too dense? Even the Nuclear Core Origin couldn’t absorb it all, but since my body was no longer a bamboo basket but a bucket, this Spiritual Energy was forcibly trapped inside me?
 

And now…
 

Fang Zheng was overjoyed.
 

Did that mean my Cultivation time could practically double?!
 

More importantly… with the Spiritual Energy from this small space, even if I left this Grotto-Heaven Blessed Land, I wouldn’t have to worry about lacking Spiritual Energy and feeling weak in my limbs.
 

Chapter 32: Cultivators Are Amazing!
 

He hadn't expected that successfully stepping into the Qi Refining Stage would bring such a benefit... a Grotto-Heaven Blessed Land hidden within his own body for Cultivation!
 

Fang Zheng was naturally ecstatic.
 

Originally, he had just planned to study these characters a bit and then leave.
 

But this unexpected windfall made Fang Zheng stay much longer than planned.
 

For a full twenty-plus hours, aside from ten hours spent taking care of personal matters... he basically devoted every other minute to Cultivation.
 

Outside the door.
 

Li Yun felt the incredibly rich Spiritual Energy seeping through the crack under the door. Unable to help himself, he sighed deeply, murmuring, "The Immortal Xian Xuan Body is indeed extraordinary... to have accumulated such thick Spiritual Energy within him. This is probably several times denser than that of Xuantian Peak! If only I knew earlier, I should have had Zhiqing go into seclusion next door to this kid. Maybe her breakthrough time could have been shorter, her chances greater."
 

He secretly made up his mind.
 

Once the young lady came out of seclusion, he would definitely persuade her to move next to this kid... the closer, the better.
 

With such rich Spiritual Energy, even just getting a little exposure would bring unimaginable benefits during Cultivation.
 

And this was just from sensing the energy outside the door…
 

Inside the room, the density of Spiritual Energy actually far exceeded Li Yun's imagination.
 

Even Fang Zheng himself couldn't explain how he had absorbed so much thick Spiritual Energy...
 

He had Cultivated for nearly a full day.
 

Yet this Spiritual Energy showed absolutely no signs of weakening.
 

And that originally ethereal Nuclear Bomb inside him seemed to possess an incredibly strong capacity; it simply swallowed all that thick Spiritual Energy.
 

After a day of Cultivation.
 

He felt absolutely no discomfort or strain. He had truly absorbed it all.
 

It must be the fusion miracle of the nuclear bomb!
 

Even though the Nuclear Bomb was still illusory, Fang Zheng felt, perhaps it wasn’t an illusion, that it seemed just a tiny bit larger than before!
 

His internal True Essence had also made significant, tangible progress.
 

Qi Refining First Stage!!!
 

Judging by this Cultivation speed, he could probably already challenge the Second Stage of Qi Refining right now.
 

Fang Zheng estimated silently. At this speed, by the time Yun Zhiqing came out of seclusion, she might find him already at the Qi Refining Third Stage.
 

Hmm… was this rate of progress acceptable?
 

Could it satisfy his Master?
 

As he thought…
 

Fang Zheng suddenly let out a loud… Burp!
 

He had eaten nothing all day, but he didn’t feel hungry at all. Instead, he felt a bit... full?
 

Was it because he absorbed too much Spiritual Energy?
 

Fang Zheng got down, paced around the room for a few minutes to help his digestion… feeling a bit better physically, he then lay down on the bed.
 

He hadn't slept for over twenty hours and had been Cultivating intensely; his spirit was utterly exhausted.
 

But once asleep...
 

Though it felt only a moment, Fang Zheng felt as if he had slept a long, satisfying sleep, without even a single dream.
 

When he opened his eyes, he saw the familiar white ceiling overhead.
 

His ears picked up faint sounds of hurried footsteps and hushed conversation...
 

It seemed Xiaomeng and Liu Su had returned.
 

Fang Zheng didn't go out. Instead, he got up slowly and put on his clothes first.
 

The previous feeling of exhaustion had vanished completely… it felt like he could Cultivate for another twenty-plus hours without issue.
 

He sat cross-legged once more.
 

Quietly, he began circulating the cultivation method, the Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation!
 

Through the wide-open window,
 

Waves of thick Spiritual Energy surged towards him.
 

Like raging waves, they crowded into his body.
 

Most was directly absorbed, transforming into True Essence, becoming part of the Nuclear Core Origin... The remaining small part didn't become True Essence, but instead replenished the depleted Spiritual Qi Mist inside him from his previous Cultivation session.
 

In other words, it was like he carried a refill pack with him.
 

As long as he returned to this world undergoing Spiritual Energy Revival to Cultivate, it automatically refueled.
 

He just didn’t know how much 'fuel' this pack contained.
 

Three hours later.
 

Fang Zheng opened his eyes. Divine light seemed condensed within them, True Essence swirling faintly around his entire body, giving him an ethereal, floating quality.
 

Fang Zheng knew this wasn’t an illusion.
 

It was a residual effect from his prolonged Cultivation, causing the spiritual energy around him to become incredibly active, creating this divine, floating sensation!
 

Illusion... it was all illusion.
 

If he encountered an enemy now, this supposedly ethereal immortal would just be throwing wild punches in a brawl.
 

But considering his physical strength now...
 

Fang Zheng remembered the demonstration Liu Su had given him earlier.
 

He clenched his fist and punched forward forcefully.
 

Crack!
 

A sharp sonic boom sounded, though not as piercing as Liu Su’s. It was mixed with heavier, rougher noises.
 

He was probably still far inferior to Liu Su.
 

But Fang Zheng was still overjoyed.
 

Who was Liu Su? Fang Zheng had seen many Martial Artists, but without exception, every one of them would unconsciously become respectful and hesitant in her presence.
 

He once asked her if she had reached the Martial Venerable Stage... she said she was still a bit off.
 

Liu Su never boasted. If she said ‘a bit’, she likely meant ‘a bit’.
 

Based purely on his untrained judgment, even if her strength wasn't on par with Su Heqing, she could probably still exchange a few moves with her.
 

Fang Zheng didn't dare fantasize that a few days of Cultivation could make him comparable to someone like her.
 

But he could say with certainty that his strength had probably surpassed even Tyson from his previous life.
 

That man… a world-class boxing champion.
 

And he, Fang Zheng, just yesterday, had been a weakling with limp arms and legs. Now, he could throw a punch that created a sonic boom!
 

What’s more, Cultivators didn't forge their bodies like Martial Artists, tempering bones and cleansing marrow; that was just a side effect... purging impurities from within.
 

Even so, his physique had already reached this level.
 

If he were to obtain high-level Dao Arts…
 

His power would be…
 

Fang Zheng, this reserve cultivator who had only become a Cultivator a day ago, possessed strength that probably already surpassed the Martial Artist rank.
 

He figured only those unique Extraordinary Martial Artists could match him now!
 

To think, this was just from a single day!
 

“Why bother training as a Martial Artist? Cultivation is obviously the path to the future!” Fang Zheng muttered as he got up and walked towards the living room.
 

He could hear clearly now... more than just hearing; simultaneously with the sounds, vivid images formed in his mind.
 

It felt like ears had eyes now.
 

Even places his physical eyes couldn't observe, he could perceive every detail.
 

Could this be what cultivators called Spiritual Sense?
 

It must be...
 

Fang Zheng could clearly sense that just outside his door... Liu Su had changed into practical sportswear, accompanied by a smiling Liu Xiaomeng.
 

They were just about to knock on his door.
 

It was a fantastic feeling.
 

Fang Zheng could actually tell that Liu Xiaomeng was wearing a pure white pleated skirt now, her smooth waist-length hair tied into a ponytail that hung playfully behind her, looking tall and graceful... cute, with a budding beauty.
 

He opened the door.
 

Then, saw Liu Su in her sportswear and Liu Xiaomeng in her pure white pleated skirt standing there, chuckling at him.
 

Liu Su asked in surprise, “Were you on your way out?”
 

“No, I just heard your footsteps.”
 

Fang Zheng kept his face expressionless, but his heart was fully aware.
 

Cultivators... were amazing.
 

Chapter 33: Miss, Please Behave Properly
 

Liu Su had left again.
 

It seemed like there was a very urgent task she had to do... Before leaving, she entrusted Xiaomeng to Fang Zheng.
 

Fang Zheng sighed, realizing he had become this little girl's personal babysitter.
 

Luckily, she was well-behaved and sensible, and even when she acted naughty, it was within tolerable limits... Fang Zheng liked this little girl quite a bit, so he didn't mind much.
 

"But..."
 

"Xiaomeng, your Little Aunt's birthday is coming up soon, right?"
 

Fang Zheng didn't turn around, but he could still see Liu Xiaomeng bouncing on his bed, occasionally pulling the covers over herself... She was playing with her phone under the blanket, seeming quite content.
 

This special ability to see clearly without using his eyes was something Fang Zheng found himself somewhat addicted to.
 

"What, you want to give her a birthday gift?!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng didn't take her eyes off her phone, her legs wiggling back and forth under the blanket, causing it to bump up and down, showing she couldn't stay still.
 

She said casually, "That's right, it's in a few days... An old woman who can't even get married by twenty-five, giving her a birthday gift is no different from twisting the knife. Are you trying to get back at her for rejecting you? Or are you..."
 

She turned her head, a fierce glint in her eyes, "You still haven't given up on becoming the landlord of this building? I told you, this house is mine; you can't take it."
 

"What nonsense are you thinking?"
 

Fang Zheng was writing words from the World of Dharma-Ending on paper, adding notes in Chinese characters next to them to help remember them better.
 

At the same time, he said, "In the past, I'd just give her a random red envelope, not too big—if it was too big, she wouldn't accept it... But since she gave me a few pieces of clothing before, I feel kind of bad. So, I thought for her birthday, I'd give her a proper gift to return the favor."
 

"That's right, that's right!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng suddenly became happy. "I told my Little Aunt before, her taking care of me means I owe you a favor. I said I'd pay you back for everything later, but she went and bought you clothes anyway... Yes, return the favor to her. Every debt has its debtor; I'll pay you back bit by bit for taking care of me these past two years, and for the years to come."
 

Fang Zheng looked at Liu Xiaomeng, who wasn't even looking at her phone now, and felt confused.
 

He felt like this little girl's excitement was a bit strange, always flaring up suddenly for no reason.
 

"Does she like anything in particular?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng thought for a moment and said, "Recently, Ferrari released a new sports car, a limited edition. My Little Aunt really likes it, but it's limited, so even if you had the money, you might not get it... Of course, even if she could buy it, she wouldn't. She's saving up lately, planning to buy another building in the new development next door."
 

Fang Zheng felt a dark line cross his face; in that moment, he deeply felt the huge gap between rich and poor.
 

Never mind the sports car, but buying a whole building at once...
 

He asked, surprised, "She's buying another building? Why? Isn't this one enough for you two to live in?"
 

"Probably to prepare a backup plan for me."
 

At this moment... Liu Xiaomeng was still smiling, but her smile carried a hint of sadness.
 

She sighed, "Money keeps losing value, but property only goes up. Even if she's gone someday, as her only heir, I could live off the rent and not starve. So, for her, the more properties, the better. That way, even if she's not around in the future... forget it, let's not talk about it."
 

Fang Zheng looked at Liu Xiaomeng's gloomy expression.
 

He suddenly felt... that at this moment, this little girl seemed much more mature than he had imagined.
 

And did Liu Su often face such danger?
 

Or perhaps... did Martial Artists have to bear such heavy responsibilities?
 

Fang Zheng's heart couldn't help but tremble. He had always known that the threat of Wastelanders and Aberrant Beasts had never gone away.
 

But now, hearing Xiaomeng's somewhat sad words, he understood... why he could live so carefree.
 

He also felt a bit heavy-hearted and didn't want to continue this topic. Changing the subject, he asked, "Never mind whether I can afford a car—she won't even accept a slightly bigger red envelope from me. Is there something cheaper that could still return the favor... Ideally, it should be slightly more valuable than the clothes she gave me, but not too much... just enough to get the idea across."
 

"There actually is something."
 

Liu Xiaomeng's eyes rolled around as she smiled and said, "There is, there is. Come on, I'll take you."
 

"You're coming too?"
 

"Of course! I'm your strategist!"
 

"Yeah, the strategist who got me killed before I even started... thanks a lot."
 

Liu Xiaomeng muttered, "Well, you did figure out your own feelings, right? I did it for your own good. Anyway, you and my Little Aunt really aren't a good match—not just you, but nobody is. She plans to never get married."
 

Fang Zheng asked, surprised, "Why?"
 

"No reason. That's not something you should know... It's about her privacy; how can I just talk about it? Let's go."
 

Liu Xiaomeng didn't want to say more on the subject and pulled Fang Zheng outside.
 

Liu Su had forbidden her from going out alone.
 

She also didn't like going out alone.
 

But if she was with Fang Zheng, that was a different story.
 

Having finally seized the chance to drag the homebody Fang Zheng out, Liu Xiaomeng wasn't about to let it slip away.
 

The neighborhood was in a great location. Just outside the residential area was a bustling downtown, perfectly balancing quiet and activity—a prime spot.
 

Once on the street, Liu Xiaomeng was like an unleashed wild dog, happily dashing ahead of Fang Zheng, fluttering around like a butterfly, running joyfully down the street.
 

She looked left and right.
 

She was curious about every shop but only glanced for a while before pitifully returning.
 

She had no money.
 

She couldn't enjoy the delicious-looking milk tea or fluffy cakes.
 

It couldn't be helped—Liu Su was extremely strict with her, giving her only a small amount of pocket money each month. Liu Xiaomeng tended to spend lavishly and was usually broke by the second or third of the month, after which she'd mooch off Fang Zheng.
 

That's how their strong friendship had formed.
 

Watching the little girl's pitiful expression.
 

Fang Zheng sighed in amusement. With such a wealthy family, he really didn't understand why Liu Su controlled Xiaomeng's spending so tightly... But although Xiaomeng was mischievous, she knew her limits. Even though she looked at Fang Zheng with puppy-dog eyes, she never asked outright.
 

She just waited for Fang Zheng to offer.
 

Fang Zheng took her into a cake shop.
 

He bought a small cake, and the overjoyed Liu Xiaomeng gave him a sweet kiss, planting a loud peck on his cheek.
 

Then, happily, she sat down on a shaded chair by the roadside and began eating the cake, taking small bites.
 

Fang Zheng sat quietly across from her, watching Liu Xiaomeng eat.
 

His Spiritual Sense, however, had already drifted far away...
 

At home, he couldn't really tell.
 

But here, he could determine the exact range of his Spiritual Sense and its many details!
 

After all, it was like having an extra eye, one that could see in 360 degrees with no blind spots... It was incredibly useful.
 

Fang Zheng awkwardly turned his head away. Damn, it really had no blind spots—he could adjust the angle however he wanted. That girl in the skirt over there... please behave properly!!!
 

Chapter 34: I'll Admit Defeat This Time
 

In that short while, Fang Zheng had figured out his range.
 

Within a radius of fifty meters, he could see everything—every rustle of the wind, every drop of rain—as long as he wanted to see it, and as long as there was a gap, there was nothing he couldn't look at.
 

Well, a gap was enough.
 

"What kind of expression is that on your face?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng, who had been squinting while savoring the sweetness of her cake, looked up and noticed Fang Zheng's face had a strange expression—a little red, a bit excited, and somewhat awkward...
 

"Do you want a bite but feel too shy to ask?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng looked at the spoon in her hand; the cake on it had a crescent-shaped bite taken out by her.
 

She pursed her lips and handed the spoon over. "Here, you can have a bite... No, half a bite."
 

"No, thanks."
 

Fang Zheng coughed dryly a few times and sighed. "Girls these days, they really look polished on the outside, but inside... they're so messy."
 

Liu Xiaomeng’s outstretched spoon froze mid-air. "I was just being a little stingy. Do you have to say it like that? Fine, I’ll give you two bites."
 

"I wasn’t talking about you. I was lamenting society."
 

Fang Zheng scratched his head helplessly.
 

He couldn't block it out...
 

He just couldn't block it out.
 

It seemed his Spiritual Sense was tied to his hearing—whatever he heard, he saw.
 

And the angle seemed adjustable too.
 

It looked like he’d just have to be careful and control it from now on. This damn summer... I hate summer.
 

He sighed. "Hurry up and eat. After you’re done, come with me to buy a gift."
 

"Okay, I’ll finish it right now."
 

Realizing Fang Zheng didn’t want her cake, Liu Xiaomeng muttered under her breath for a moment, then started eating in big mouthfuls.
 

The gift she mentioned was cosmetics.
 

According to her, her Little Aunt often faced dangers, and getting hurt was unavoidable. Even if the wounds healed, the scars wouldn't fade.
 

So good cosmetics were really important.
 

"The body lotion my Little Aunt uses often has a great effect on reducing scars, and it’s almost used up. She asked me to buy a new one... But her birthday is coming up, so if you buy her a bottle, she’ll definitely accept it."
 

After finishing her cake,
 

Liu Xiaomeng used her "puppy-dog eyes" tactic to get a cup of bubble tea, which she held in her hands while drinking. With her other hand in Fang Zheng's pocket, she explained as she drank.
 

Fang Zheng asked, "Is it expensive?"
 

"Not really, just about a thousand yuan. A bit more expensive than your clothes, but it fits your budget."
 

"Oh, if I give her this gift, then you don’t have to buy it for her, right? The money she gave you... I guess you weren’t planning on returning it, huh?"
 

Fang Zheng looked at Liu Xiaomeng with admiration. "Such a little girl, yet so crafty."
 

Liu Xiaomeng’s sweet smile froze instantly.
 

Her eyes darted around, and she stammered, "Nonsense! I did take the money, but... you’re not giving her ten bottles, just one. It’ll be used up in a month or two, and then I’ll still have to buy more."
 

"And then you’ll figure out a way to get more money, right? For now, you’re a little rich lady."
 

Fang Zheng said, "Don’t think I don’t know—you’re the type to live for today and forget about tomorrow."
 

Liu Xiaomeng gritted her teeth. "One barbecue meal downstairs, drinks on you."
 

"I think I should have a good talk with your Little Aunt about children's allowances, especially for girls. If they get too much money, what if they turn bad?"
 

"Two meals!"
 

"This is a serious issue. I’ve always thought your Little Aunt’s strictness with you is right. You’re too flighty... you need a leash."
 

"Three meals! I’ll cover all the drinks, but I get to order!"
 

"Deal!"
 

Fang Zheng laughed. "Girls should be raised with plenty, and it’s normal for them to have some pocket money... Your Little Aunt must know that too. Otherwise, given her careful nature, wouldn’t she take the money back? If she gave it to you, she must trust you to manage it yourself."
 

Liu Xiaomeng looked at Fang Zheng with a pout.
 

"Alright, let’s go. At most, I’ll buy you some cosmetics too."
 

"Thank you, Master!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng immediately brightened up, happily grabbing Fang Zheng’s arm. "I was going to take my time shopping, but since you’re so sincere, I won’t waste your time. Let’s go, straight to our destination!!!"
 

So, if he hadn’t offered to buy her cosmetics, he’d have had to walk around more?!
 

Fang Zheng sighed. "Little girls like you should use less makeup."
 

"Master, are you saying I’m naturally beautiful and don’t need makeup? How sweet... a monk with such a sweet tongue, have you forgotten your vows?"
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

Having an insider made things easy.
 

Liu Xiaomeng knew her Little Aunt extremely well. After visiting just two stores, she found the body lotion Liu Su often used—reasonably priced, beautifully packaged, and perfect as a gift.
 

As a bonus, he bought Liu Xiaomeng a facial cleanser. Even though Fang Zheng thought her fair little face didn’t need it... he couldn’t resist her delight.
 

Especially since her mouth was so sweet—calling the shop assistant "sister" over and over—which made the auntie so happy she gave them a 25% discount. Originally 1,500 yuan, with the added cleanser, it ended up being much cheaper.
 

Hmm... the little girl was considerate; not driving a hard bargain was part of it.
 

After buying the items,
 

Fang Zheng looked at the still-energetic girl and thought of how strict Liu Su usually was with her. It really was pitiable, and he admired how she managed to hold back.
 

Usually, after 7 p.m., she never went out... She had never seen the night scenery of Jielin City.
 

It must be tough for such a playful age.
 

Feeling a surge of pity, he said gently, "How about I treat you to karaoke?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng paused, turned her head... blinked her cute eyes in disbelief, and said, "Really?"
 

Fang Zheng spread his hands. "I’m old-fashioned and don’t know what you young people like to do. From what I remember, karaoke seems popular. Of course, if you want to do something else, I’ll treat you... You helped me a lot today. Without you, I’d probably have just bought a few pounds of boar meat and some ribs as a birthday gift. The cost might be similar, but the level is way different!"
 

"Glad you know it. But I don’t know what people my age do for fun either, so let’s just go to karaoke."
 

Liu Xiaomeng tugged Fang Zheng’s arm happily. "Anyway, since you’re with me today, I can let loose. I’m sure Little Aunt won’t blame me."
 

Fang Zheng nodded repeatedly.
 

Watching the girl walking ahead of him, counting "one, two" and marching like a soldier, full of joy—clearly, she did want to have fun... It was just that her Little Aunt was too busy, and without anyone to accompany her, she didn’t dare go out alone.
 

He couldn’t help but feel puzzled. Although Jielin City wasn’t a first-tier city, it was still very bustling, and the public security had been good in recent years. So why did it feel like both Liu Su and Liu Xiaomeng lived with a hint of constant fear?
 

Never mind, he’d take her out to play more often from now on.
 

Two hours later,
 

Fang Zheng, weak-limbed and pale-faced, was helped out of the KTV by Liu Xiaomeng.
 

The ambiguous glances from the staff around them were mixed with admiration and reverence, as if they deeply respected Fang Zheng for managing to exhaust himself like that. Especially when they saw the little girl beside him, their looks grew even more suggestive.
 

Fang Zheng didn’t care about that. He said coldly to Liu Xiaomeng, who was supporting him with a silly grin, "Liu Xiaomeng, I’ll admit defeat this time. The mountains don’t change, the rivers keep flowing. In this life and the next, don’t ever let me see you in a KTV again!"
 

Chapter 35: I Found Them
 

Liu Xiaomeng's singing was something beyond terrible.
 

Despite having such a sweet voice, once she started singing, it became a deadly ghostly sound.
 

Fang Zheng did not even dare to go outside, worried that others might think he was hitting her.
 

Well, in every sense.
 

If someone misunderstood and called the police... that would be extremely awkward.
 

The consequence was.
 

After leaving the KTV, they rested for quite a while in the shopping mall on the second floor. Liu Xiaomeng even took the initiative to spend her own money to buy Fang Zheng a cup of Oolong tea.
 

Only then did he recover.
 

"Forget it, it's my fault for misjudging your skill!"
 

Fang Zheng sighed and said, "You must be hungry by now, right?"
 

"Actually, I'm a little thirsty."
 

Liu Xiaomeng looked at the Oolong tea in Fang Zheng's hand and swallowed.
 

"After singing for two hours, of course you're thirsty! You little mic hog..."
 

After all, he was a cultivator. Even though he was only at the Qi Refining First Stage, even the lowest cultivator was still a cultivator, connected to heaven and earth, far above a Martial Artist.
 

Yet, he actually couldn't compete for the microphone against a little girl who wasn't even a Martial Artist.
 

Fang Zheng handed the Oolong tea to Liu Xiaomeng and said, "Let's go. The third floor is the food street. My treat today."
 

Liu Xiaomeng's eyes instantly sparkled.
 

He took Liu Xiaomeng to the third floor and treated her to a meal of candied ribs. The price was naturally not cheap, but looking at the girl's happy, squinting, charming expression, Fang Zheng felt quite pleased.
 

It was just spending a bit of money...
 

Since becoming a cultivator,
 

although he was still an unqualified Cultivator, Fang Zheng's mindset had changed a lot. Money?
 

To him, it was no longer so important.
 

In at most a year, money would be something easily obtainable for him... Compared to that, making this cute little girl happy by spending some money was more than worth it.
 

After that, he accompanied the little girl for a long stroll around the plaza.
 

When they came out...
 

the sky was completely dark.
 

"It's past nine o'clock."
 

Liu Xiaomeng patted her head and said, "Oh no, we had too much fun and didn't notice the time... It feels like we just left home, but we've actually been playing for over eight hours? I'm not supposed to go out after seven!"
 

"Don't worry, I'm the one who brought you out. I won't tell your Little Aunt. Besides, with an adult like me here, what do you have to be afraid of?"
 

Seeing Liu Xiaomeng's somewhat nervous look, Fang Zheng smiled and rubbed her head... then she immediately swatted his hand away.
 

Liu Xiaomeng grabbed Fang Zheng's arm and said, "How about we take a taxi back? My treat."
 

"Okay."
 

Seeing Liu Xiaomeng's somewhat timid look, Fang Zheng didn't mind. He figured she was just being very obedient to her Little Aunt. It was her first time playing until late at night, so she felt a bit uneasy. Although Xiaomeng was mischievous, this little girl was well-behaved, obedient, and principled. Compared to her peers who stayed out all night, she was much better.
 

Seeing the little girl was a bit nervous, he naturally didn't mind spending a little money on a taxi.
 

Holding several bags in one hand, and with the other hand holding Liu Xiaomeng's small hand... or rather, being held by her.
 

The two walked out.
 

For them, going home at this time was already very late... but for some people, the night was just beginning.
 

The crowd was noisy, shoulder to shoulder, coming and going in a continuous stream.
 

At this hour, it was hard to get a taxi.
 

They stood by the street for a long time, but no taxi stopped. Finally, they realized they were less than three blocks from their neighborhood.
 

Fang Zheng sighed and said, "Let's not bother with a taxi. We can just walk back."
 

"Okay."
 

Liu Xiaomeng also relaxed a lot, especially since this bustling area was full of pedestrians. White-collar workers and staff who had worked hard all day were out looking for fun. It was even more lively than during the day.
 

With so many people around, she naturally felt safer.
 

So, she went from holding Fang Zheng's arm to holding his hand.
 

Then she looked up mischievously and said, "Master, just now... how did it feel? Did your Buddhist heart tremble? Was your Zen mind unsettled?"
 

Fang Zheng said with a stern face, "Sorry, I didn't feel anything. To be honest, I didn't even need to feel; just by looking, I could tell. I really doubt if you and your Little Aunt are actually related?"
 

His meaning was clear, full of disdain.
 

Immediately, Liu Xiaomeng gritted her teeth in anger, wanting to retort... but the attack hit too close to home, leaving her no way to dodge or refute.
 

For a moment, she could only fall silent.
 

In her heart, she was quietly thinking about how best to counter Fang Zheng.
 

But before she could think of a way,
 

suddenly.
 

Fang Zheng stopped in his tracks.
 

As a result, Liu Xiaomeng, who was half a step behind him, suddenly bumped into his back.
 

"What are you doing? You said you didn't feel anything! Are you playing these little tricks on purpose now? Believe me, I'll call the police?!"
 

"Don't talk."
 

Fang Zheng held Liu Xiaomeng's hand tightly.
 

His previously relaxed expression had now turned as cold as iron.
 

He gripped so tightly that it even hurt Xiaomeng's hand a little.
 

And on his face was an expression of unprecedented seriousness.
 

He slowly turned his head and looked towards a dark alley.
 

Inside it...
 

there seemed to be something.
 

From the moment they left the plaza, his Spiritual Sense had detected something watching them, but it was too far and the environment too chaotic to perceive clearly.
 

But now, although there were more pedestrians, these things were no longer hiding. Instead, under the cover of darkness, they were getting closer and closer to him and Xiaomeng.
 

The dark alley had no light at all, deep and gloomy like the entrance to hell.
 

It seemed even if you shone a light inside, it wouldn't provide any illumination...
 

But Fang Zheng knew clearly.
 

His Spiritual Sense ignored angles and could also ignore light and darkness.
 

He saw clearly that in the dark alley, several creatures resembling hounds, but at least two or three times larger in size, even taller than Liu Xiaomeng, were staring fixedly at them.
 

At this distance, Fang Zheng could even clearly see their ferocious fangs protruding from their lips and the drool slowly dripping.
 

I noticed them.
 

They noticed me too!
 

Aberrant Beasts!
 

Fang Zheng stood still. He knew the origin of these Aberrant Beasts. They were originally just pets kept at home. But during the Spiritual Energy Revival, these pets were the most sensitive. They mutated first, biting their owners, and then by eating their owners' bodies, they gained a considerable period of evolution.
 

Because interpersonal relationships were indifferent,
 

even if the owners were bitten and devoured, it often went unnoticed for a long time.
 

By the time they were discovered, these Ghoul Hounds had already become strong. An ordinary strong man; five or six probably couldn't defeat one of these mutated Ghoul Hounds!
 

After that, this type of Aberrant Beast was passed down, each generation stronger than the last.
 

Once fragile pets, now, after a hundred years of evolution, they were already Level 4 Aberrant Beasts. Moreover, because they had lived in human society for thousands of years, they were far more cunning than ordinary Aberrant Beasts and knew how to avoid camera surveillance and the searches of Martial Artists.
 

Although their strength was far less than that of Level 5 Aberrant Beasts, and they were even at the bottom among Level 4 Aberrant Beasts, their cunningness was even more terrifying than that of ordinary Level 5 Aberrant Beasts!
 

"Fang Zheng... what's... wrong?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng couldn't help but shiver and hugged Fang Zheng's arm.
 

Watching Fang Zheng stare intently at the dark alley, she couldn't see anything, but she could clearly feel greedy eyes fixed on her.
 

She just didn't know what they were wary of, that they didn't dare to charge out.
 

Chapter 36: I Was The Class Heartthrob
 

Fang Zheng became almost certain by now.
 

His Spiritual Sense clearly showed that, although the surroundings were bustling with people, those Ghoul Hounds' eyes were fixed firmly on him and Xiaomeng.
 

Their targets were the two of them.
 

That gaze felt very familiar—it was one of greed and desire.
 

He just didn't know what they were wary of, keeping them from suddenly rushing out to attack... but they had followed him for a long time, and judging by the covetous look in their eyes and their drooling mouths,
 

clearly, driven by hunger, their instinctive caution was rapidly diminishing.
 

"Master, what's wrong?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng seemed to sense something. She clung tightly to Fang Zheng's arm, a hint of fear in her voice, and asked, "Is there... an Aberrant Beast?!"
 

"Xiaomeng, keep walking forward. Don't look back, don't run, and don't scream!"
 

Fang Zheng knew the habits of Ghoul Hounds very well. They inherited traits from their dog ancestors—dogs that bite... when facing them, one shouldn't run, turn their back, or show any sign of weakness.
 

He stared right back at them.
 

This could make them hesitate.
 

Moreover,
 

although Ghoul Hounds were Level 4 Aberrant Beasts, their strength wasn't even at the bottom among Level 4. Now that he had successfully achieved Contemplation and became a genuine Cultivator, even without knowing any Dao Arts, just relying on his enhanced physical body, he might hold them off for a while, giving Xiaomeng a chance to escape before he fled himself.
 

!!!!!!
 

Fang Zheng's heart shook violently. He suddenly realized... how familiar the gaze of these Aberrant Beasts was.
 

It was exactly the same covetous look the deer and rabbits gave him when he first crossed into the World of Dharma-Ending.
 

Those animals craved his Spiritual Energy—what did these creatures crave?
 

Was it True Essence?
 

Spiritual Energy had a strong effect on Aberrant Beasts, and True Essence was the ultimate compressed and concentrated form of Spiritual Energy, so its effect must be even greater.
 

Then what were they wary of?
 

Was it True Essence?
 

True Essence was an energy superior to Zhen Qi, and what he contemplated was Nuclear Energy, something so violent it could destroy the world.
 

Humans might not notice, but Aberrant Beasts were far more sensitive than humans; perhaps they sensed it.
 

Perhaps they both coveted this concentrated True Essence, far superior to Spiritual Energy, and worried that the owner of the True Essence might be too powerful an enemy, capable of killing them easily.
 

Time to test it!
 

Fang Zheng broke free from Liu Xiaomeng's hand and slowly walked toward the alley.
 

Inside him, that small Nuclear Core Origin trembled wildly. The Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation started circulating on its own, and the Spiritual Energy outside rushed into his body at an incredible speed, while the Nuclear Bomb, which usually devoured Spiritual Energy, began slowly releasing True Essence!
 

Both inside and outside.
 

Fang Zheng could clearly feel his body becoming much lighter... almost as if he were about to float.
 

An invisible black hole seemed to form around him; even the warm lamplight couldn't penetrate it... creating a faint haze around him!
 

Fang Zheng dared not float.
 

If he lost balance and fell to the ground, it would be a real disaster.
 

"Grr...!!"
 

Low growls echoed.
 

By now, five Ghoul Hounds had gathered, but facing the True Essence Fang Zheng emitted—which might not be strong, but had an instinctual pressure—they couldn't help but retreat a few steps.
 

Yet the greed in their eyes grew even stronger.
 

Just as he thought!
 

It was his True Essence that drew their craving but made them hesitate to approach.
 

Fang Zheng slowly walked forward. After a few steps, he paused and shouted in a low voice, "Xiaomeng, what are you doing? Hurry up and go!"
 

"I won't!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng's voice carried a sob.
 

She followed Fang Zheng's steps and grabbed his arm.
 

She stared intently at the dark alley; although she couldn't see the Aberrant Beasts, she could sense the nearly violent swirl of Spiritual Energy.
 

A life-and-death crisis had come so suddenly.
 

Even though the street around them was brightly lit, a chill settled in both their hearts.
 

Liu Xiaomeng asked softly, with a sob, "What should we do? Should I call Little Aunt?"
 

"Too late for that."
 

Fang Zheng said, "I have a way... you go first, blend into the crowd. These Ghoul Hounds are very cunning; they won't easily reveal themselves. I'll run after you. There's an armed police station about two hundred meters away; there should be armed police inside. I just hope the stationed officer is strong enough."
 

"You're not thinking of staying behind to block them for me, are you?"
 

Liu Xiaomeng whispered, "I'm telling you, if you plan to let these hounds eat you alone, I'll never forgive you!"
 

"Since I said so, I must be confident."
 

Fang Zheng smiled and slowly walked into the alley.
 

He couldn't stand still for too long, or they might think he was bluffing.
 

He couldn't help but feel grateful for the nine years of compulsory education. As a transmigrator, he craved power more than anyone, so he paid extra attention to courses about Aberrant Beasts and Cultivation.
 

For example, he knew the characteristics of these Ghoul Hounds very well.
 

Their fatal weakness was the nose!
 

No matter how fierce a Ghoul Hound was, once its nose was injured, it would fall to the ground in pain... losing all power to attack.
 

But how to attack?
 

With my clumsy punches, faster than a boxing champion's?
 

Or...
 

At this life-and-death moment, Fang Zheng's heart felt icy and clear.
 

He could even sense every flow of his True Essence clearly.
 

All around was wild Spiritual Energy, forcibly drawn into his body by him.
 

The True Essence grew stronger, and his mere Qi Refining First Stage cultivation level could barely contain such power.
 

If he cultivated now, he might instantly break through to the second or even third stage.
 

If he couldn't hold it, then extend it outward.
 

Fang Zheng raised his hand.
 

A faint heat haze spread from his palm. It was invisible, but he could clearly feel the True Essence gathering at the tip of his hand, as if holding a sharp blade.
 

Was this condensing energy into a blade?
 

No... the True Essence, so docile inside him, became wildly unstable once outside his body.
 

It felt as if it could split back into Spiritual Energy at any moment!
 

Fang Zheng felt he wasn't holding a blade but more like a lit cannonball...
 

Ready to fly out of his hand at any second.
 

Luckily, he could still control it.
 

He had to control it...
 

At the very least, this way he wouldn't be unarmed.
 

Fang Zheng walked slowly. Behind him, Liu Xiaomeng watched him with tear-filled eyes... stepping back gradually toward the armed police station.
 

She knew staying there would only burden Fang Zheng.
 

By then, the True Essence blade had formed in his hand, but Spiritual Energy continued to surge into his body. The Nuclear Bomb seemed to sense the threat.
 

It began releasing strange, indescribable waves centered around his body... Fang Zheng could feel that the True Essence blade in his palm seemed different now.
 

And also...
 

"Burp!!!"
 

The Spiritual Energy was too dense; he couldn't help but let out a burp.
 

Just a burp, but to the Ghoul Hounds, it sounded like the snarl of a sleeping tiger, making them jump in fright simultaneously.
 

Now!!!
 

Attack actively. If this True Essence blade could truly cut through anything, combined with my Spiritual Sense, which was almost like a 360-degree vision, plus my current strength surpassing a boxing champion's!
 

Even against five Ghoul Hounds, I might stand a chance; I was just nervous because I'd never fought before.
 

But Liu Su dared to fight... and from Xiaomeng's tone, she often got hurt because of it, yet she took it calmly. I was even more outstanding than her when we were young.
 

Could I not do it?
 

"I was the class heartthrob!!!"
 

Fang Zheng roared loudly and charged toward the Ghoul Hounds.
 

"Fang Zheng!!!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng cried out in panic, but she lowered her voice, afraid to disrupt Fang Zheng's plan.
 

Chapter 37: Awakening
 

"Fang Zheng!!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng screamed in panic. She knew calling for help was wisest, but suddenly she remembered something.
 

Her small, pretty face paled, yet she seemed to make up her mind.
 

She flipped around and charged toward Fang Zheng...
 

Her speed was frighteningly fast.
 

But Fang Zheng was even faster than she expected.
 

And someone... was faster than Fang Zheng!
 

Two figures descended from above. One wielded a sharp sword, the other a straight blade.
 

Seizing the moment the Ghoul Hound was stunned and relaxed.
 

They appeared right amid the pack of Ghoul Hounds.
 

Two soft swishing sounds.
 

Blood sprayed.
 

Two dog heads flew into the sky…
 

Clearly, these two were veteran Martial Artists, exceptionally skilled. They’d ambushed and killed two Ghoul Hounds instantly. Without hesitation, they lunged toward the other two.
 

"RAAAH...!!!"
 

The Ghoul Hounds facing Fang Zheng had been hesitant, but confronted by these fighters, they showed no doubt. With a growl… they tangled with the two Martial Artists.
 

Though caught off guard and losing companions earlier, now the beasts fought fiercely—their sharp claws and teeth became deadly weapons, snapping with eerie agility. Despite the Martial Artists having weapons, the narrow alley left no room to maneuver.
 

Within moments, both sides reached a stalemate.
 

"Run! Get the Martial Artist Association, call the police!!!"
 

The straight-blade wielder saw Fang Zheng pause mid-charge, confusion flashing across his face.
 

He shouted.
 

Distracted just for a second, his thigh was slashed open by vicious claws, leaving three fierce gashes.
 

Fang Zheng finally snapped out of it... Someone had been tracking these Ghoul Hounds all along!
 

Immediately, he spun around, snatched up Liu Xiaomeng, and scolded, "Stupid kid! Who said to come back? Run!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng wasn’t thin. She weighed around seventy or eighty pounds, a golden ratio for her small frame.
 

But Fang Zheng simply tucked her under his arm like a wad of cotton.
 

He scrambled outward... Someone was fighting for them. He wasn’t stupid enough to jump in.
 

He couldn't fight at all. Right now, he was like Zhang Wuji—but where Wuji had the profound Nine Yang Divine Skill to repel attacks, what good was his own True Essence?
 

Making him tastier prey?
 

Fang Zheng sadly realized that not only in the World of Dharma-Ending did cultivation make him special... but here in this Spiritual Energy Revival world, he was turning into Tang Monk too!
 

Damn Xiaomeng mocking him, calling him "Master Fang Zheng" over and over... Now her joke had come true!
 

"Wukong, save me!!!"
 

He screamed desperately.
 

"Master, watch out!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng shrieked too.
 

Fang Zheng didn’t need to turn. His Spiritual Sense clearly showed it: Three Ghoul Hounds. Tangled with one fighter while the second slashed at the straight-blade Martial Artist, who raised his weapon to block.
 

But the first beast performed a circus-like flip—stepping lightly off the blade and launching itself straight at Fang Zheng and Liu Xiaomeng.
 

Was it because they’d been exposed... Knowing escape in the human world was hopeless, so it gambled everything?
 

Devouring his flesh to evolve. Its only hope.
 

Damn, these beasts were more decisive than humans!
 

Fang Zheng roared. Clutching Xiaomeng under one arm, he swung his free hand like a blade at the airborne Hound.
 

Simultaneously, Xiaomeng raised both hands with a scream.
 

Instantly, a fierce gale erupted.
 

The wind slowed the Ghoul Hound’s lightning strike by just a fraction. Enough for Fang Zheng’s meter-long True Essence blade to slice through. It felt like cutting tofu... that supposedly iron-skulled Ghoul Hound cleanly split in half.
 

At the same time, his Nuclear Core Origin buzzed violently within him.
 

Just cutting it shouldn’t do this... It was like being blasted by impossibly intense heat.
 

True Essence was usually like ordinary Spiritual Energy... but Fang Zheng’s burned with ferocity.
 

The moment the blade struck...
 

No blood flowed. From its wounds, searing flames surged with violent explosion. The ghastly corpse instantly turned to ashes.
 

Then, the fierce wind whisked the remaining embers skyward... until nothing remained.
 

Meanwhile, Fang Zheng had put too much force into the swing. He hadn't expected the Aberrant Beast to be so fragile!
 

Coupled with still holding Xiaomeng...
 

He lost his balance completely.
 

Slamming flat onto the ground, tumbling messily with Liu Xiaomeng.
 

"Grr...!"
 

The remaining Ghoul Hounds whimpered. Seeing victory impossible, they tore free from the Martial Artists and bolted deeper into the alley... vanishing instantly!
 

"Don’t chase! There’s no light back there—Aberrant Beasts’ territory. If more lurk, we’re done!"
 

Zhao Qiongqi panted softly, lifting a hand to stop his partner from pursuing.
 

He sheathed his straight blade.
 

Then turned toward Liu Xiaomeng and Fang Zheng… especially Liu Xiaomeng…
 

Their expressions were almost numb.
 

Though just a little girl, she’d done what they couldn’t.
 

Raise her hands.
 

Then fierce winds erupted. And a Level 4 Aberrant Beast... turned to ash mid-air, scattered away, gone!
 

This... This...
 

"Is she... a newly awakened Ability User?"
 

The agents exchanged glances, watching Fang Zheng stand up and dust off the girl.
 

Meanwhile, the girl tearfully burrowed into his arms, weeping like a storm-drenched blossom...
 

Understandable.
 

They’d clearly seen: The man wasn’t a Martial Artist, yet charged the Ghoul Hounds to buy her time.
 

The girl refused to abandon him...
 

Father and daughter... right?
 

Pretty young dad.
 

"Hello. Martial Artist Association liaison, Zhao Qiongqi. My partner Li Si." Zhao Qiongqi approached, flashing his badge. "Could you come with us, please?"
 

He spoke politely—an instant Ghoul Hound killer? This girl was terrifying.
 

Fang Zheng and Liu Xiaomeng, hearts pounding after surviving death, frowned at the request. "What? Killing Aberrant Beasts illegal?!"
 

His tone was rough. Not how you’d address rescuers.
 

These two waited... They could’ve jumped in anytime, but timed it right after he startled the Hounds. Such precise timing meant they’d tracked these beasts long before... using him and Xiaomeng as unwitting bait to lower the Ghoul Hounds’ guard.
 

He understood needing the perfect moment... but as unwilling bait? He felt no gratitude.
 

"Not at all. It’s regarding your daughter..." Li Si ignored Fang Zheng’s hostility, smiling. "Congrats, sir. Awakening her Supernatural Ability so young? And one-shotting a Ghoul Hound? She must be at least a B-rank Ability User! Coupled with Martial Arts talent? Becoming an Extraordinary Martial Artist? Young lady... your future shines bright!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng snapped, "Daughter YOURS! May EVERY daughter in YOUR house be born a daughter... I’m his daughter? Really? Do we look alike? He’s my... my brother!!!"
 

"Xiaomeng! Is that how you talk to lifesavers?!" Fang Zheng pretended sternness. "So what if their eyesight’s bad? You shouldn’t say it!"
 

Zhao Qiongqi: "..."
 

Li Si: "..."
 

Chapter 38: Psychological Shadow
 

Ability Martial Artist Association!
 

Fang Zheng truly never expected that his first visit to this place would be in this manner.
 

And he even got to enjoy the treatment of a VIP room.
 

But at this time, Liu Xiaomeng was no longer by his side.
 

That little girl, who was so skilled at acting spoiled, throwing tantrums, being cute, and pretending to be foolish… had actually awakened a Supernatural Ability?
 

Awakening a Supernatural Ability between life and death… Was it because he had been in a life-and-death crisis back then?
 

Thinking back to the fierce wind that had scraped his face earlier.
 

Fang Zheng suddenly felt… Did Xiaomeng essentially save him?
 

She blew away the remains of that Ghoul Hound with a gust of wind… Otherwise, that Zhao Qiongqi would probably have already noticed something strange.
 

Thank you, Xiaomeng.
 

He glanced at Zhao Qiongqi beside him.
 

He was accompanying him in the Association.
 

Noticing Fang Zheng's slightly uneasy gaze, Zhao Qiongqi thought Fang Zheng was worried about his daughter… no, his sister.
 

He smiled and said, "Don't worry, bringing her here is to test whether she has any Martial Arts talent. You should know which association holds more weight, the Martial Artist Association or the Ability Martial Artist Association. Also, newly awakened Supernatural Abilities need to have their levels assessed… It's just standard procedure, no danger involved."
 

Fang Zheng sighed and said, "I'm not worried. I just have a headache thinking about how to explain to her Little Aunt that Xiaomeng encountered danger because of me."
 

"Her Little Aunt?"
 

"It's me."
 

From the side, a clear, low voice sounded.
 

Liu Su, with a long sword case strapped to her back, pushed open the door of the VIP room and walked in.
 

Her neat short hair was slightly messy, and her breathing was still a bit hurried… Clearly, she had rushed over in a hurry.
 

As her only relative, upon hearing that something had happened to Liu Xiaomeng, she had undoubtedly dropped everything and rushed over immediately.
 

"Liu Su."
 

Fang Zheng stood up and called out her name, feeling somewhat awkward.
 

But Zhao Qiongqi was so shocked he was at a loss, exclaiming in astonishment, "Liu… Team Leader Liu! You… Oh right, that little girl's surname is Liu too, she is…"
 

Liu Su said calmly, "She is my niece."
 

Zhao Qiongqi laughed awkwardly, "Ah, I see, no wonder. To kill a Ghoul Hound with one strike right after awakening, Miss Liu is truly amazing. I thought it was innate talent, but it turns out a fierce aunt doesn't have a weak niece?!"
 

"If you don't know how to speak properly, then don't speak randomly. Comparing a woman to a tigress won't make anyone happy."
 

Liu Su waved her hand and said, "Go attend to your own business. I'll take care of things here."
 

"Yes!"
 

Zhao Qiongqi saluted, then turned and left. But as he closed the door, seeing Liu Su walk over to Fang Zheng's side, a glint of gossip flashed in his eyes.
 

But remembering Team Leader Liu's methods.
 

He didn't dare to peek and obediently closed the door.
 

In the large VIP room, only Fang Zheng and Liu Su remained.
 

Liu Su let out a deep sigh and sat down beside Fang Zheng, saying, "Didn't I tell you that Jielin City isn't stable lately, and not to go out unnecessarily?"
 

Fang Zheng said apologetically, "I'm sorry, I was the one who brought Xiaomeng out, and we ended up encountering this kind of thing."
 

No one understood better than him.
 

The aunt and niece only had each other; they were practically each other's whole world.
 

But because of him, Xiaomeng had been put in danger.
 

From this perspective, if Liu Su's temper was even slightly more impatient, it wouldn't be excessive for her to start hitting him right then and there.
 

"Luckily, it was a close call but no real danger, and she's fine. But I truly never expected that Xiaomeng would be willing to hang out with you outside until so late."
 

"Hang out…"
 

The way she said it made him feel like a criminal who lured underage girls.
 

Fang Zheng felt a bit embarrassed.
 

"Don't misunderstand. Just on that point, if you hadn't encountered the Ghoul Hound, I might even thank you."
 

Liu Su placed the sword case by her leg, gently stroking it, and said softly, "Xiaomeng is afraid of the city at night. Did you think it was me who didn't let her out? Actually, that's just an excuse. The real reason is that she doesn't dare to come out."
 

"What do you mean?"
 

"In our second year of junior high, I suddenly awakened my Supernatural Ability and transferred away."
 

Liu Su suddenly started talking about something unrelated. She said, "You remember, right?"
 

"I remember."
 

How could Fang Zheng not remember? The two who were once the closest suddenly went their separate ways.
 

By the time they met again, ten years had passed.
 

That hapless feeling was abruptly and forcibly cut short!
 

"Actually, back then, I wasn't transferring schools; I was recuperating from injuries."
 

Liu Su said, "Do you know how I awakened my Supernatural Ability?"
 

Without waiting for Fang Zheng to answer, she replied, "It was actually quite similar to the situation in Jielin City now. Back then, we all lived in Yunshui City. The Spiritual Energy in Yunshui City suddenly surged, and Aberrant Beasts crazily rushed towards the city… No one knew where they came from. During that time, we people living in the sunshine didn't know, but in the shadows, people died every day from Aberrant Beast attacks… That night, our whole family was having a dinner party at the villa, celebrating my birthday."
 

Fang Zheng asked, "And then?"
 

"And then, while we were completely unaware, a juvenile Black Dragon Serpent sneaked in, and we were attacked."
 

Fang Zheng exclaimed in surprise, "A Level 6 Aberrant Beast, if it's in its juvenile stage, should be around Level 4!"
 

"Yes, now for me, it's something I could kill with a single swing of my sword. But back then, for ordinary people, it was an almost unstoppable, terrifying enemy."
 

Liu Su smiled bitterly and said, "The Black Dragon Serpent was very smart. It first cut off the power, so the entire villa was pitch black… We couldn't see anything, and then we were attacked. Xiaomeng was still young then, only about three or four years old, but old enough to understand things. For a child, watching her own parents being dragged into the darkness by a giant serpent and then strangled to death… can you imagine how much torment that was? Especially since the juvenile Black Dragon Serpent was quite small and could only eat one person at a time. It would wait until it digested before going for the second one. For two whole hours… my dad, my brother, my sister-in-law… and then, it was me…"
 

Fang Zheng stared wide-eyed, looking at Liu Su in disbelief!
 

Liu Su said, "It's quite laughable, really. I didn't awaken when my parents died, I didn't awaken when my brother and sister-in-law died… but just when I was about to die, I awakened the Fire Ability…"
 

Fang Zheng said softly, "Black Dragon Serpents fear fire."
 

"That's why Xiaomeng and I managed to escape with our lives, becoming the only two survivors. But… my leg was broken from being constricted, and it took a long time to recover from the injuries. But in your understanding, I had transferred schools, quietly and without a word. I know that even now, when you have class reunions, no one has contacted me. Because those classmates think that after I awakened my Supernatural Ability, I left without even saying goodbye, as if I had flown up the branch and become a phoenix, looking down on all of you. You think I became arrogant and forgot my old friends. But the truth is, I was severely injured from being mauled by the juvenile Black Dragon Serpent. Just recuperating took half a year. But the one who was hurt even more… was actually Xiaomeng!"
 

Liu Su said quietly, "Watching her parents being eaten alive… for a child, what a huge blow that must have been. You can probably imagine."
 

Chapter 39: Why Am I So Fated with A?
 

Liu Su paused and said, "Xiaomeng and I were the only survivors in our family. I was hospitalized for half a year to recover from my injuries and couldn't move, so Xiaomeng had to stay with relatives for a while. No one cared whether she was mentally hurt. Those relatives were only interested in our property. They took advantage of Xiaomeng's inheritance rights and stripped our entire family business down to a shell... Of course, that was nothing. After escaping with our lives, money didn't matter that much... But they didn't care about Xiaomeng at all. By the time I got out, Xiaomeng had already suffered deep psychological trauma."
 

She gently stroked the sword tube, as if only it could give her a sense of security.
 

She said softly, "She's afraid of the dark, afraid of being alone. The smallest noise would make her jumpy, and she couldn't sleep through the nights. Do you wonder why a girl her age is so small? It's because she wasn't getting enough nutrition—she couldn't eat well or sleep properly... I stayed with her every day, keeping watch over her 24/7 without leaving her side. I even took her with me to the bathroom and during cultivation. Only then did her condition get a little better. But even now, she can't sleep without the lights on."
 

Fang Zheng didn't speak. He recalled the moment the two of them became close.
 

It seemed to be during a blackout... when Liu Su wasn't around.
 

At that time, the little girl had sneaked into his room, trembling all over like a stray kitten in winter.
 

He thought she was just afraid of the dark, so he let her stay. He slept by the bedside to guard her, and after that, she treated him differently.
 

Later, because his job was special and he stayed at home all year round, she could always find him whenever she wanted to... Back and forth, the two grew familiar.
 

So, was it because she had witnessed her parents being dragged into the darkness and eaten that she became afraid of the dark?
 

Remembering how Xiaomeng had looked uneasy when they left the square earlier, staring at the pitch-black night sky... it turned out she had been scared inside.
 

But she hadn't seemed particularly scared.
 

Was it because I was always available when she called, so she felt secure?
 

She really has a lot of confidence in me, silly girl. Do you even know that if I hadn't become a Cultivator, both of us might have ended up as food for Ghoul Hounds.
 

Just as he was thinking...
 

A little girl's dissatisfied complaint came from afar.
 

"No way, you must have made a mistake. Absolutely wrong! No, I want to try again!"
 

Fang Zheng and Liu Su turned to look and saw Liu Xiaomeng on the corridor outside the window, puffing her cheeks as she complained to the white-coated researchers.
 

"Don't tell her these things. If she's not afraid, then that's fine. It's good that she can overcome her psychological shadow!"
 

Liu Su smiled and said, "Based on my later deductions, the nature of the Black Dragon Serpent is to save the best for last... From this perspective, Xiaomeng wasn't attacked because her sensitivity to Spiritual Energy should be higher than mine. But she couldn't awaken her Supernatural Ability for a long time, probably due to her psychological trauma. Now that she can awaken, it seems I really have to thank you, Fang Zheng."
 

With that, she turned and walked out.
 

Leaving Fang Zheng watching her retreating figure...
 

Fang Zheng truly hadn't expected her to have such a brutal past.
 

So, she frantically hoarded properties and made a will in advance because she was afraid that if she died again, Xiaomeng would be left all alone... so... that's why...
 

He suddenly felt a bit ashamed.
 

Liu Su clearly held a fairly high position in the Ability Martial Artist Association. It seemed she had always been responsible for protecting the people of Jielin City.
 

To rely on a woman for protection.
 

Fang Zheng secretly made a resolve... he must master powerful Dao Arts as quickly as possible.
 

Even if it's just the Qi Refining First Stage, I must grasp power soon. From Liu Su's tone, it seemed like Jielin City today was experiencing the same situation as Yunshui City back then.
 

Could the fate of Yunshui City be a warning for Jielin City?
 

Fang Zheng rubbed his face, recalling the migration that year and the collapse of Yunshui City.
 

He stopped overthinking, stood up, and followed behind Liu Su.
 

"Xiaomeng!!!"
 

Liu Su called out.
 

"Little Aunt!!!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng called out happily, rushing over quickly and throwing herself into Liu Su's arms, complaining, "Little Aunt, their machine is faulty!"
 

"What happened, Section Chief Zhou Zheng?"
 

Liu Su looked at the man in the white coat.
 

Zhou Zheng appeared to be in his forties or fifties. Though a researcher, he treated Liu Su with respect. He said seriously, "Captain Liu, it's like this: Miss Xiaomeng's Supernatural Ability affinity has been tested, and it's A rank!"
 

Liu Su nodded approvingly. "Not bad at all! I'm only B rank. A rank is already an excellent result. In the past ten years in Jielin City, there have only been a bit over a hundred who awakened A-rank Supernatural Abilities!"
 

"But before the test, he clearly said I should be at least S rank!"
 

Liu Xiaomeng puffed her cheeks and said, "And now it's only A. I... I, I, I... having an A-cup is one thing, but my Supernatural Ability is also A? Am I just that fated with A?"
 

Zhou Zheng couldn't help but twitch his mouth, barely holding back a laugh.
 

He explained, "Actually, based on Deputy Captain Zhao's description, being able to kill a level 4 Aberrant Beast, a Ghoul Hound, with one strike right after awakening—that kind of power really should be S rank. But Miss Xiaomeng is A. We can only explain it as her survival instinct being particularly strong, causing her to perform exceptionally. Still, A is very good. Wind-type Spiritual Energy affinity at A rank—if she practices suitable Cultivation Methods and Martial Arts Techniques, in at most a year, Miss Xiaomeng could become a Martial Master, and a Hybrid Martial Artist at that, with strength far surpassing ordinary Martial Masters!"
 

Hybrid Martial Artist.
 

Fang Zheng knew what that meant.
 

It was said that the earliest form of Martial Arts came from a group of naturally awakened Ability Users who, after reaching their peak, deeply studied their own powers and developed methods to allow ordinary people to possess Supernatural Abilities.
 

That was the early stage of Martial Arts Techniques.
 

Now, after a hundred years of development,
 

later generations could practice based on Martial Arts Techniques and, in the later stages, possess strength comparable to natural Ability Users.
 

But if one awakened a Supernatural Ability naturally and then practiced Cultivation Methods later, although they might not necessarily surpass pure Martial Artists in the end... their initial progress was undoubtedly much faster.
 

However, there was some friction between Hybrid Martial Artists and Martial Artists.
 

For example, Hybrid Martial Artists prided themselves as the original founders of Martial Arts...
 

While Martial Artists looked down on the arrogance of Hybrid Martial Artists, especially since Martial Artists had a deeper foundation and purer physiques, giving them a greater chance to catch up later and reach the peak!
 

They mocked Hybrid Martial Artists for having physical issues predetermined from the start, not knowing to develop themselves, and only practicing Cultivation Methods created by other Ability Users. But since everyone's Supernatural Ability was different, practicing those Methods often didn't perfectly match their own physique, so their future achievements couldn't compare to pure Martial Artists!
 

Otherwise, the Ability Martial Artist Association and the Martial Artist Association wouldn't be managed separately.
 

Liu Xiaomeng threw a tantrum for a long time, or rather, acted spoiled...
 

In any case, Zhou Zheng seemed to originally want to ask for more details about Liu Xiaomeng killing the Ghoul Hound, but in the end, she managed to dodge the topic.
 

But looking at the clever, spirited glint in the little girl's eyes,
 

Fang Zheng felt...
 

Could this little girl be doing it on purpose?
 

Chapter 40: Ammo Is Useless if It Can't Be Fired
 

A pitch-black room.
 

There were no windows, and the surroundings were dark, gloomy, and cold.
 

There was no extra furniture either... only a table and two chairs facing each other.
 

On one of the chairs sat a figure, who had been waiting for a long time.
 

On the other side.
 

The chair moved as the later arrival sat down, sounding somewhat displeased and saying, "Why did you choose this place for the meeting?"
 

"Because we agreed earlier to act in secret."
 

"..."
 

It was the first time he had heard that acting in secret meant meeting in a room without light.
 

Especially since this room was, annoyingly, located in a busy area.
 

He sneered, "Aren't you afraid the Martial Artist Association will find out that you, Madwoman, have come to this city? If she discovers you, you'll be beaten to death!"
 

"That's not something you need to worry about. Besides... since I dared to come, I naturally have full confidence in getting away safely."
 

The later arrival didn’t seem to want to talk more about this. He paused and said, "I didn't come here to chat with you. So, has the real culprit been found?"
 

"Found, but also not found."
 

"What do you mean?!"
 

He instantly became furious. "The Soul-Summoning Flower was given to me by you. I spent years cultivating it, and just when it was about to succeed, the rich spiritual energy suddenly disappeared... Are you joking with me? Or was this your scheme from the beginning? You used me to grow the Soul-Summoning Flower and then took it back just before it succeeded?"
 

"Calm down. You should know we wouldn’t do that. It was truly an accident, and we’ve found the source of the accident."
 

"What do you mean?!"
 

"The spiritual energy in Jielin City was almost reaching saturation. Our goal was nearly achieved... Then, in just over ten minutes, most of the spiritual energy in the entire Jielin City vanished instantly. It was as if a black hole had sucked up all the surrounding spiritual energy. We found the source of that black hole—it was on a street. But because the spiritual energy was too turbulent, the exact spot was washed away by the violent energy. Even a ghost or god wouldn’t be able to find it now."
 

"Then why mention it?"
 

"But last night, another black hole was discovered—much smaller, thousands or tens of thousands of times smaller than the first one. It was so small it quickly dissipated!"
 

The dark figure chuckled sinisterly and said, "Our people arrived immediately. Then, while the Ability Martial Artist Association was handling the aftermath, we erased the spiritual energy fluctuations there. Now... only you and I know this information. As for who passed by that night, I think you should be able to find out through the recordings, right? But that’s beyond our capabilities. That’s why I said we found the source but not the target!"
 

"Is it a person?"
 

"Don’t know. But it’s identical, or at least connected. If it’s inconvenient for you to act, find that person, and we can take care of it for you. But you have to do the finding. Better hurry. We managed to hide it this time, but next time, I can’t guarantee Madwoman won’t find out."
 

The dark figure said, "We’ve already given you the clues. If you still can’t catch it... we’ll have to reassess whether you’re still qualified to cooperate with us. Goodbye. Solve this black hole crisis and start over. We have plenty of time. Or maybe you’ve already mastered the trick and won’t take as long as last time."
 

After saying that, his figure slowly faded away.
 

The large room was left with only that single figure.
 

Sitting quietly there, unmoving.
 

Meanwhile.
 

Fang Zheng and Liu Xiaomeng had already gotten into Liu Su’s fiery red sports car and were driving home.
 

Liu Su had come to pick up Liu Xiaomeng.
 

According to her, since Xiaomeng had successfully awakened her Supernatural Ability, it was no longer suitable for her to stay in her old class learning ordinary knowledge.
 

She now needed to learn about Martial Arts and gradually start developing her Supernatural Ability...
 

"Fortunately, during this period, the number of discovered Martial Artists has increased geometrically compared to a few years ago. If every student with Martial Arts talent had to transfer schools, the Martial Arts Academy would probably be overcrowded. So, every city now has Martial Arts programs. Students can focus on Martial Arts without giving up their regular subjects like math and science. It’s not as troublesome as when I had to move. They might just need to change classes. But it’s good—I’m still working as a part-time mentor at No. 1 High School. Even though I don’t handle much and it’s mostly just a title, I’m still officially on the roster. So, this shouldn’t be too troublesome. The real trouble will come later."
 

Halfway through.
 

Liu Su stopped, frowning as she drove, as if thinking about something.
 

But she didn’t say anything more.
 

When they got home.
 

She seemed to have something on her mind. Waving goodbye to Fang Zheng, she took Xiaomeng home, saying that since Xiaomeng had just awakened, she would likely be very tired and needed plenty of rest.
 

Fang Zheng returned to his own home.
 

He sat back at his desk.
 

Looking at his diary... it was filled with strange, scribbled symbols.
 

After much effort during this time, although it was still difficult, he could read it if he tried hard enough. After all, he was an adult and had studied systematically. Recognizing some words wasn’t too hard.
 

The conditions were now ripe.
 

He could read.
 

This was the most crucial part.
 

Fang Zheng felt like he was an ammunition depot—full of powerful ammunition but without a weapon to fire it.
 

It was time to arm himself.
 

Jielin City was tightly sealed off, but now, even Level 4 Aberrant Beasts like Ghoul Hounds had appeared.
 

And many of them at once... Plus, Liu Su had been especially busy lately.
 

Maybe because he was an ordinary person, she didn’t go into detail with him, but she did mention Yunshui City.
 

Yunshui City, where Fang Zheng went to middle school... Later, because Yunshui City fell, his family had to move away.
 

They had no choice but to leave their hometown and abandon the city where they had lived for many years.
 

Before they left, Yunshui City had changed. The spiritual energy there suddenly became extremely turbulent and abundant, attracting countless Aberrant Beasts from the surrounding areas. No one knew how they managed to sneak in.
 

In the end, the entire Yunshui City almost became a paradise for Aberrant Beasts.
 

Now, it’s a wilderness, known as the Aberrant Beast Forest.
 

Exactly why it turned out this way remains a mystery... Could it be that Jielin City is heading the same way?
 

Fang Zheng clenched his fist lightly.
 

Protecting a city is the City Guardian General’s responsibility. He didn’t have that kind of power.
 

But like what happened today... he must have a way to protect himself!
 

Chapter 41: This Doesn't Follow the Rules!
 

He took a bath and went to sleep!
 

Then...
 

When he woke up again, he was in a place full of Spiritual Energy.
 

The room was made of wood, and thriving tender sprouts already grew from the gaps in the window frame. It seemed this old, withered wood, under the wash of overly rich Spiritual Energy, had begun to bloom with a second spring.
 

Luckily, he had the excuse of his Immortal Xian Xuan Body. He didn't need to say anything; others would fill in the blanks themselves. Otherwise, with this strangeness, even if he had eight mouths, he wouldn't be able to explain it clearly.
 

Fang Zheng let out a soft sigh...
 

He pushed the door open and went out.
 

He immediately paused, looking at Li Yun, who was sound asleep curled up in the corner by his door.
 

A bit puzzled, he nudged him and called out, "Uncle Li, what are you..."
 

Li Yun woke with a start. Lifting his head and noticing Fang Zheng's strange gaze, he smiled somewhat awkwardly. "Ahahaha, the Immortal Xian Xuan Body is so amazing. The Spiritual Energy in your room is so dense. I could feel it even outside the door, almost surpassing that of Xuantian Peak. It must be even richer inside... Fang Zheng... I wanted to ask you something. Would you mind sharing a room with someone?"
 

"Sorry, I mind very much."
 

Fang Zheng thought for a moment and said, "If you're really short on Spiritual Energy, Uncle Li, there's an empty house next to mine. You can move in there. But I'm not used to sharing a bed with anyone."
 

Li Yun made a "tsk" sound.
 

He muttered under his breath, "Mind my foot. If the young lady had asked, you'd probably have agreed in a heartbeat."
 

Fang Zheng pretended not to hear him and asked, "By the way, Uncle Li, I wanted to ask... about the rewards for completing Sect tasks... You can exchange them for Dao Arts, right?"
 

"What, kid, you want to learn magic?!"
 

Fang Zheng sighed. "I just had a dream. I dreamed I was being chased by several dogs. I had plenty of True Essence, but I couldn't use any of it. I got bitten terribly..."
 

Uncle Li asked, "And then?"
 

"So I decided I want to learn Dao Arts. I don't need many, but I must have some. Otherwise, if someone bullies me, I won't be able to fight back!"
 

Fang Zheng said, "But you're right too. Since I've already taken a Master, it wouldn't be good to seek guidance from others. And I'm new here and don't know anyone else to ask. So, I plan to accumulate contribution points by completing Sect tasks... and then go learn some low-level Dao Arts. Just one or two will do."
 

"I see. Alright then. The Sect Main Hall is on Xuantian Peak. Take this token and give it to the Senior Brother inside the hall!"
 

Li Yun handed Fang Zheng a small token with the number nine on it!
 

It probably indicated he was a disciple of Nine Veins Peak.
 

"This is your disciple identity token. It proves who you are. But remember, when you go, you must act within your capabilities. Most disciples at the Qi Refining First Stage are still in the phase of isolated training and aren't really qualified to go out gaining experience. Your situation is special, but don't forget, right now you don't know anything. You're just a beginner who has recently cultivated True Essence. The True Essence you're so proud of, everyone has it, and theirs is stronger than yours."
 

Fang Zheng said seriously, "It's precisely because I know my own weaknesses that I want to improve my combat strength."
 

"Very good. But you don't need to belittle yourself either. Your True Essence is special. The destructive power of fire True Essence is far greater than other types. Plus, due to your Immortal Xian Xuan Body, even though you're only at the Qi Refining First Stage, in terms of pure intensity, it's already not inferior to that of a fourth or fifth stage cultivator. If you really want to accept tasks, I have a few suggestions for you."
 

"What suggestions?"
 

Fang Zheng looked at Li Yun, feeling like he had turned into a newbie guide... He really owed him thanks. If it were left to his irresponsible Master, he'd probably be completely in the dark right now.
 

"You'd better claim to be at the Qi Refining Fifth Stage. The First Stage is too low. For a fifth-stage cultivator, your Cultivation Level is a bit weak, but it's still within the normal range. Also, don't take any combat-related tasks. It's best to act within your abilities."
 

"Won't others see through my disguised Cultivation Level?"
 

Li Yun raised an eyebrow. "Who could see through your Cultivation Level?!"
 

"They can't?"
 

Fang Zheng was a bit surprised. This didn't match his expectations. In the stories he knew, one would just look at the other person and, 'Aha! So you're a Martial Artist at the third level of Fighting Power, I'm at the fourth level, you're simply no match for me!'
 

Then the third level guy would beat up the fourth level guy.
 

And so on, series after series.
 

Everyone could see each other's levels clearly at a glance.
 

How come for him...
 

Li Yun said dismissively, "The Contemplation of the Origin Source is endlessly varied. Take you, for example. What you Contemplate likely isn't ordinary fire, but the legendary Sun True Fire, or perhaps the Samadhi True Fire—flames with extremely special properties. That's why you, just at the first stage, possess a True Essence amount comparable to around the fourth stage. But you're not the only special one. For instance, the young lady, when she was at the Qi Refining First Stage, already possessed the strength of the Qi Refining Third Stage. And in a very short time, she fully mastered her Cultivation Level and advanced to the Qi Refining Third Stage. She probably isn't much worse than you. Still, you are quite special, one in ten thousand, I'd say. They can only roughly judge your strength. But as for your specific Realm, unless someone vastly more powerful than you might discern some clues, if you don't tell them, who would know?!"
 

"Then if I want to gauge an enemy's strength, how can I see through their Cultivation Level?!"
 

"If you reached the level of the Sect Master, you might be able to judge someone's Cultivation Level based on the flow patterns of their True Essence, thanks to absolutely powerful Cultivation Level and rich experience. Or if the Origin Source you Contemplate is special and grants you mystical perception abilities. Otherwise... you can only compare True Essence and sense how much stronger or weaker they are compared to you."
 

"But in that case, what if someone lies about their Cultivation Level..."
 

Li Yun sneered, "Looking for death? It's like with Sect tasks. If a task is rated for the Cave Void Realm, and a Qi Refining Cultivator accepts it, that's ten deaths with no survival. Lies can deceive others, but can they deceive oneself? You don't need to worry about others seeing through your Cultivation Level. What you really need to worry about is... how you're going to get to Xuantian Peak!"
 

Fang Zheng raised an eyebrow. "What, doesn't Xuantian Peak allow visitors?"
 

"No, Xuantian Peak stands a thousand ren high, suspended in the sky. Although there are massive iron chains anchoring it, you're merely at the Qi Refining First Stage. You don't have the ability to fly with a Magic Treasure, and you don't own a Magic Treasure either. You can only fly using your True Essence, which consumes even more True Essence. The peak of Nine Veins Peak is steep, but at least there's a path. Xuantian Peak... have you figured out how you're going to get up there?"
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

"What Qi Refining stage do I need to be at to fly up there?!"
 

"Xuantian Peak is a thousand zhang high. To have enough Cultivation Level to fly up there, you'd need at least the third stage. After all, flying with an object gives you some support. Flying directly is twice the effort for half the result. So, at the very minimum, you need the third stage to fly up to the peak safely and sound!"
 

Fang Zheng said seriously, "I understand. I'll go back and Cultivation overtime immediately!"
 

Li Yun shook his head helplessly...
 

He often chatted with Fang Zheng and had gotten used to his strange turns of phrase.
 

He naturally understood what 'overtime' meant here.
 

But the path of Cultivation was not something that could be achieved overnight... He had just broken through to the Qi Refining First Stage. If he were an ordinary disciple, wanting to advance to the Qi Refining Second Stage without two months of hard Cultivation was basically impossible.
 

Moreover, the Spiritual Energy on Nine Veins Peak was sparse. It would probably take three or four months.
 

But this kid's current True Essence intensity was already at the level of the fourth stage. His speed should increase greatly. But wanting to advance to the third stage in just a few days was still an impossible task!
 

Forget it, let him go. A little delay might be good too!
 

Those tasks varied in difficulty, but even the simplest one probably wasn't something Fang Zheng, who could only fight by wildly swinging his arms, could complete.
 

It was too risky.
 

Chapter 42: Cultivation is Gradual... Isn't It?
 

After listening to Li Yun's words, Fang Zheng gained a clearer understanding of some common knowledge about cultivation.
 

Especially since Xuantian Peak was the main peak of the Shushan Sect; even standing at the most remote Nine Veins Peak, one could see the towering peak piercing the clouds.
 

There were no airplanes here for transport.
 

Seclusion!
 

Although he had only recently become a cultivator, Fang Zheng had never neglected his cultivation.
 

In fact, his progress was incredibly fast... in just these few days.
 

The strength of the True Essence inside his body had more than doubled compared to when he had just broken through.
 

He felt that, according to the description in the Cultivation Method, he should be able to try to advance his cultivation level to the Qi Refining Second Stage!
 

Although it was a bit early... his situation couldn't be judged by normal standards.
 

He could feel that during his Contemplation, even though he was at the Qi Refining First Stage, only a small part of the True Essence inside his body could be used by him.
 

The remaining part didn't require cultivation; he just needed to take it!
 

This was very convenient!
 

After saying goodbye to Li Yun.
 

He returned to his room, closed the door, and sat down cross-legged.
 

He took a deep breath and silently recalled the Qi Refining Second Stage Cultivation Method.
 

The Qi Refining First Stage was simply about absorbing Spiritual Energy and turning it into True Essence.
 

But the Second Stage involved moving through the major acupoints inside the body, which was more complicated... and while moving, it subtly strengthened the body.
 

In other words, just like studying, it was a gradual process.
 

But if the total amount of True Essence wasn't enough, then even completing one small cycle would be quite difficult!
 

A small cycle meant the True Essence circulating through the Ren and Du meridians.
 

Fang Zheng silently circulated his True Essence, carefully following the instructions in the Cultivation Method to avoid wasting too much True Essence.
 

But in fact, the first cycle was completed very easily.
 

The powerful Spiritual Qi Mist inside his body seemed endless and inexhaustible, and he already had abundant True Essence...
 

"This... this is the Qi Refining Second Stage?"
 

Fang Zheng knew that the Qi Refining First Stage was actually a process of accumulating True Essence; being able to maintain enough True Essence to complete one small cycle meant he had successfully entered the Qi Refining Second Stage.
 

This process could be long or short; those who took a long time usually succeeded in three or four months, while those with exceptional talent could complete it in at most one month.
 

How long had he been at the Qi Refining First Stage?
 

Fang Zheng thought about it; it seemed like only two or three days... and then he broke through?
 

And it was so easy?
 

Was it because he had lived in a place rich in Spiritual Energy since childhood and had enough support that his progress was so fast?
 

Fang Zheng raised his hand.
 

In his palm, a cluster of green flame-like Spiritual Energy burned slowly.
 

Compared to before, it was indeed more concentrated...
 

When True Essence circulated inside the body, it wasn't just about purification; it was also a process similar to training.
 

It was like in a factory, turning raw materials into finished products; the more steps there were, the more expensive the final product!
 

The True Essence after circulation was naturally stronger than before circulation!
 

Well, this was a process of processing True Essence!
 

Fang Zheng felt his analogy was very accurate.
 

Then, since it was so simple... why not try the Qi Refining Third Stage!
 

Fang Zheng closed his eyes.
 

He continued to silently think about the Third Stage Cultivation Method.
 

Storing a Cultivation Method in a Jade Slip was a very luxurious practice, as it used up a lot of True Essence, but the benefit was... many thoughts could be stored inside it.
 

This meant that Yun Zhiqing's cultivation experience, including the mistakes she had made along the way, were clearly described in the Jade Slip; as long as he pressed it to his forehead, he could see everything.
 

In the room.
 

The released True Essence became even richer.
 

Outside the house...
 

Li Yun took two deep breaths and instantly felt refreshed. He praised, "What an amazing kid. The Immortal Xian Xuan Body is so ridiculously powerful... such dense Spiritual Energy, almost as rich as the old Nine Veins Peak. It's been so long since I breathed in such rich Spiritual Energy."
 

As he said this, he moved a lounge chair and lay down comfortably at Fang Zheng's door, as if guarding him.
 

Of course, if Fang Zheng noticed, he could use this excuse to cover up, and maybe even get some gratitude.
 

Time passed minute by minute.
 

How long had Fang Zheng been cultivating? He didn't know.
 

When he got tired, he slept.
 

After waking up, he returned to the present world, where the Spiritual Energy was even richer.
 

He still worked hard on his cultivation...
 

Feeling his True Essence becoming richer and richer.
 

Of course, that was secondary... what surprised him even more was...
 

As his cultivation Realm improved.
 

He could feel the space for storing True Essence inside him getting bigger and bigger. From only having the Dantian store True Essence before, to later, all the major acupoints in his body were filled with True Essence.
 

This was an improvement in his upper limit.
 

The small Nuclear Bomb in his Dantian, which had been as small as a bullet, had now grown to the size of a grenade.
 

Qi Refining Fourth Stage!
 

Before, Li Yun had asked him to pretend to be a cultivator at the Qi Refining Fourth or Fifth Stage. He probably never imagined that in just half a month...
 

There was no need to pretend anymore; Fang Zheng was now a genuine Qi Refining Fourth Stage cultivator.
 

Aside from the natural Second Stage breakthrough, in half a month... he had advanced two more stages.
 

It wasn't exactly half a month.
 

Fifteen days in the Spiritual Energy Revival Realm, plus more than ten days in the World of Dharma-Ending, added up to a little over a month.
 

But even so...
 

This was probably the fastest progress in the entire history of the Cultivation World.
 

But Fang Zheng also knew that it might not be entirely his own merit.
 

During his Contemplation, the True Essence he achieved in an instant was extremely powerful; even Li Yun had commented that it was at least at the Qi Refining Fourth Stage level.
 

And now, this powerful True Essence had been completely controlled and stored in his major acupoints!
 

Along with the Spiritual Qi Mist, it was also providing him with incredibly strong Spiritual Energy!
 

Meaning... while absorbing Spiritual Energy from the outside, he was also passively absorbing the Spiritual Energy that already existed inside his body, almost like having a double buff and accelerated cultivation.
 

And the Spiritual Qi Mist was almost endless!
 

After cultivating for so many days, it still showed no sign of decreasing!
 

Fang Zheng guessed that during his Contemplation, when the Nuclear Bomb formed, fusion and fission happened at the same time in that moment. The powerful fusion energy instantly gathered all the surrounding Spiritual Energy into his body, but because his body couldn't hold it all, it split back into Spiritual Energy and scattered in his Dantian. Since it was all marked with his own imprint, it was easily absorbed by him.
 

This was an unrepeatable achievement, one that even he couldn't replicate.
 

Because he couldn't contemplate a second Origin Source... it wasn't like he could contemplate a Nuclear Bomb and then a Hydrogen Bomb and an Atomic Bomb, right? That would be self-deception... wasn't that just nonsense?
 

In other words, as long as this mist remained, he could cultivate at more than twice the speed of an ordinary person!
 

Fang Zheng didn't continue cultivating any further.
 

Because the Cultivation Method given by Yun Zhiqing only went up to the Qi Refining Fourth Stage.
 

She had considered things quite thoroughly, describing all the restrictions and taboos clearly, so that even if Fang Zheng was a cultivation idiot, he could cultivate on his own.
 

But this undoubtedly added to her burden, and also, limited by her own Cultivation Level... she couldn't engrave the entire Cultivation Method into the Jade Slip.
 

Considering that the Qi Refining Fourth Stage would be enough for Fang Zheng to cultivate for over a year.
 

She would be out of seclusion in just two or three months, which was plenty of time.
 

But as it turned out, this seclusion directly caused a gap in the subsequent Cultivation Method.
 

Fortunately, Fang Zheng wasn't in a hurry...
 

It wasn't like he had persecution paranoia; no one was targeting him. He wanted to learn Dao Arts just to give himself some means of self-protection.
 

After all, the fall of Yunshui City happened gradually over a few years.
 

Even if Jielin City really faced a crisis, it wouldn't reach him for a while.
 

Thinking this, he stood up.
 

Around his body, the Spiritual Energy moved very cheerfully, as if gradually resonating with the True Essence inside Fang Zheng!
 

Then, his body slowly floated up, hovering in the room.
 

Although it was still a bit hard to keep his balance, but...
 

Feeling the True Essence that was several times stronger than before.
 

Fang Zheng felt... it was enough.
 

Tomorrow, he could go and accept missions.
 

Thinking this, he took off his clothes, lay down on the bed, and slowly closed his eyes to sleep.
 

Chapter 43: This Senior Brother's Realm Is Too High
 

"Be careful on the road!"
 

When Fang Zheng told him he had reached the second stage of Qi Refining, Li Yun sadly realized he wasn't shocked at all—in fact, it felt somewhat expected!
 

During cultivation, the overflowing Spiritual Energy was so dense... It seemed understandable how rich the True Essence he absorbed was, and how rapid his progress had been.
 

He actually hadn't noticed that Fang Zheng's cultivation had reached the Qi Refining Fourth Stage.
 

He could only tell that Fang Zheng had indeed become much stronger than before.
 

And so.
 

Fang Zheng took the map Li Yun gave him.
 

He followed the narrow mountain path and headed down the mountain.
 

In this realm, Mount Shu was extremely grand and majestic, with mountains connected one after another without end.
 

Even though the Shushan Sect only occupied a very small part of Mount Shu... even so, the mountain seemed close but was actually far away.
 

He traveled for a full four hours.
 

Until there was no more road ahead.
 

He looked up at the high peak suspended in the sky... by some unknown method, the entire mountain floated in the air, bound by countless iron chains.
 

It looked as if the mountain had flown up into the sky on its own, and the chains were merely there to prevent it from floating too high.
 

The art of Formations was truly miraculous.
 

Fang Zheng closed his eyes, slowly condensed the True Essence within his body, and his feet gradually left the ground.
 

A breeze blew, and he swayed back and forth for a moment...
 

After all, he wasn't a bird, and maintaining balance was still quite difficult.
 

So, he had to take it slow.
 

An ordinary person might worry about depleting their True Essence with no way to replenish it, but for Fang Zheng, this wasn't a problem at all.
 

He drifted slowly upward into the sky.
 

He seemed quite at ease, as if strolling through a garden!
 

Of course, he didn't dare stray too far from the iron chains.
 

Although the True Essence consumption was immense, with the Spiritual Qi Mist inside him sustaining it, he wouldn't run out of energy.
 

But if he lost his balance even once, he might become the first transmigrator in history to die from falling.
 

Fang Zheng had made up his mind: at the first sign of imbalance, he would immediately grab hold of the chains and slide down... It might not look graceful, but it was better than dying!
 

His speed was a bit slow.
 

But he wasn't in a hurry, just leisurely drifting upward...
 

The sensation of his feet leaving the ground and flying into the sky felt quite novel to him.
 

He gazed at the mountains and lands below, watching the once-majestic peaks grow smaller and smaller.
 

He felt a sense of grandeur, as if standing atop the highest peak and looking down on all others.
 

"Senior Brother, you're in quite a good mood."
 

Suddenly, a rather odd voice sounded behind him.
 

Fang Zheng turned around and saw a young man, about twenty years old, standing on a radiant Flying Sword, with cloud rings trailing behind him from his rapid flight...
 

He stopped beside Fang Zheng, his movements clearly much more relaxed and effortless than Fang Zheng's.
 

Yet the look in his eyes as he regarded Fang Zheng was full of admiration!
 

As the main peak of the Shushan Sect, Xuantian Peak was naturally exceptionally bustling and busy, with people riding Magic Treasures flying in and out almost constantly.
 

But someone like Fang Zheng, using his own True Essence to slowly lift himself upward...
 

This way of wasting True Essence was truly unique.
 

Seeing the other wore a dark blue daoist robe and was so open about being here, Fang Zheng guessed he must be a disciple of the Shushan Sect, though he wasn't sure which peak he belonged to.
 

He cupped his hands and said, "I am Fang Zheng, a disciple of Nine Veins Peak. May I ask, Junior Brother, you are..."
 

"I am Sun Ziliang, a disciple of Bajing Peak!"
 

Sun Ziliang introduced himself, then asked in surprise, "Nine Veins Peak? Are there still disciples at Nine Veins Peak?!"
 

Fang Zheng paused, then laughed awkwardly, "The Lord of Nine Veins Peak saved my life."
 

"So it's to repay a kindness... That's quite a sacrifice."
 

Sun Ziliang exclaimed, then seemed to realize his words were inappropriate. He laughed a few times and changed the subject, "Senior Brother, why are you taking it so leisurely? Why not ride a Magic Treasure up the mountain?"
 

Fang Zheng subtly rolled his eyes, thinking, If I had a Magic Treasure, wouldn't I be using it?
 

He said calmly, "Junior Brother, it seems you've always been deeply focused on cultivation, right?!"
 

Sun Ziliang replied gravely, "Of course! I lack natural talent, so I must make up for it with diligence, to live up to my Master's teachings and expectations!"
 

Fang Zheng sighed, "Always striving, Junior Brother's world must revolve solely around cultivation. Have you ever stopped to truly appreciate these beautiful mountains and rivers? To smell the wildflowers, to see the scenic views along the way, to broaden your heart and mind... You must know, isolating yourself to create something will always be inferior. Reading ten thousand books is not as good as traveling ten thousand miles. But if you only rush on your journey, even if you travel a hundred thousand miles, you're just a messenger."
 

"This... Senior Brother, you make a good point!"
 

Sun Ziliang said, astonished, "My Master always tells me to travel and broaden my horizons, but I really only traveled for the sake of traveling. I never thought to appreciate the beauty of our Mount Shu like you, Senior Brother, even at the cost of depleting True Essence... Thinking about it now, I've lived on Mount Shu for over ten years, but every day I'm so busy rushing around, I've never truly stopped to admire the majestic and magnificent scenery of our Mount Shu!"
 

With that, he also put away his Flying Sword.
 

He landed beside Fang Zheng, then couldn't help but frown slightly, showing a hint of distress. The True Essence consumption... was dozens of times greater than riding a Flying Sword!
 

But seeing Fang Zheng's composed demeanor,
 

he couldn't help but feel admiration. This Senior Brother was truly remarkable... amidst the rapid consumption of True Essence, he appreciated the grand scenery to temper his mind and character?
 

He himself was entirely unaffected, while Sun Ziliang felt pained and twitchy.
 

Indeed, the difference in realm was clear at a glance!
 

He tried hard to focus his mind on the majestic peaks of the Shushan Sect.
 

He saw the continuous mountains, the clusters of emerald green... It was so... so painful.
 

No, he mustn't dwell on the pain. He needed to appreciate the beauty—this was the marvelous work of nature itself. How could he not examine it carefully?!
 

Sun Ziliang fell into a duet of distress and inner conflict.
 

Half an hour later.
 

A panting Sun Ziliang, his face pale with exhaustion, landed on Xuantian Peak with Fang Zheng.
 

He immediately took several deep breaths...
 

Looking at Fang Zheng's relaxed and easygoing expression, he was filled with admiration. Such profound cultivation, such a steadfast mind!
 

It seemed he still needed much more training. After completing his task now, he would immediately return to cultivate and restore his True Essence!
 

He quickly bid farewell to Fang Zheng and hurried toward the Sect Main Hall!
 

Fang Zheng had no idea that his offhand excuse would create a peculiar sight on Xuantian Peak.
 

Every few days, someone would forgo external aids and forcefully use their True Essence to fly up to Xuantian Peak... This extravagant behavior made that person the laughingstock of the entire Shushan Sect.
 

Unexpectedly, the repeated cycle of depleting and replenishing True Essence
 

also caused his cultivation to progress rapidly... He quickly became the Senior Brother of Bajing Peak, which could be considered an unexpected gain.
 

By now, Fang Zheng had stepped onto the plaza in front of the Sect Main Hall.
 

The open platform stretched for miles around, bustling with noisy fellow disciples!
 

The Shushan Sect had over three thousand disciples, and on average, more than a thousand stepped into this hall daily!
 

Looking at the lively hall, crowded like a marketplace...
 

The powerful True Essence unintentionally radiating from within made his heart feel heavy.
 

Fang Zheng couldn't help but sigh softly.
 

He had felt quite proud before—as the only cultivator from the Spiritual Energy Revival Realm, he took pride in his rapid progress.
 

But now, facing so many fellow disciples, how many could he actually defeat? Probably no more than ten?
 

In a sect of three thousand people, his rank was likely 2900+.
 

So weak... What was there to be proud of?!
 

Chapter 44: The Quest NPCs Always Need To Be More Formidable.
 

The Sect Main Hall was crowded with people.
 

It was the place that best displayed a sect's strength...
 

Fang Zheng felt like he'd stepped into a game. Figures hurried out after receiving quests, and others, exhausted from completing tasks, dragged themselves back to turn them in.
 

Which made sense.
 

Natural Treasures were incredibly scarce in this world. Without disciples working tirelessly to search for valuable herbs and treasures outside, how could the Shushan Sect possibly support over three thousand disciples?
 

They probably would have exhausted their resources long ago.
 

Whoever set these rules did a good job. It guaranteed disciples practical experience, kept the sect running, and maximized their understanding of how difficult cultivation truly this was.
 

One move, multiple gains.
 

Watching the bustling figures all around, Fang Zheng knew these quests weren't like in a game, where you could finish dozens in no time.
 

Completing just one in several days was considered very smooth sailing…
 

Especially since they had to balance their own cultivation practice.
 

So, although the Cloud Platform was lively, it didn't feel overly crowded.
 

This was Fang Zheng’s first visit. He felt a bit at a loss. Following the footsteps of other disciples, he made his way towards the great hall ahead.
 

Inside the great hall…
 

Countless wooden tablets hung in the air, shimmering with innumerable points of light, bathing the hall in a golden radiance.
 

Through a specific opening in the hall's ceiling, new wooden tablets flew in from time to time.
 

Small writing covered each tablet, seemingly hard to make out clearly…
 

But the disciples focused intently on the tablets above. When someone spotted a desirable task, they immediately raised a hand. The tablet would fly into their grasp, and they’d leave with it.
 

Watching them, Fang Zheng tried sweeping the area with his Spiritual Sense.
 

Sure enough, the writing on several tablets became clear!
 

"Mischievous fox demons harming villagers in Woodleaf Village, many lives lost, village chief already dead. Slay the fox demons! Reward upon completion: 300 Contribution Points! Note: Fox demons very powerful. Take care, gauge your strength!"
 

"Gather nine Cloudmist Immortal Flowers from Tongyou Valley. Reward upon completion: 200 Contribution Points plus two Spirit Stones! Note: Flowers must be whole. No missing or withered petals!"
 

"An ancient, extremely lethal cursed artifact sealed by Shushan experts in Wuling Valley years ago is stirring again. Cultists seem to be attempting its release. Go now! Slay the cultists! Investigate the aftermath! Reward upon completion: 800 Contribution Points! Note: Artifact can corrupt minds. Only accept if possessing a calming Magic Treasure!"
 

Tiny tablets, yet the words on them were incredibly clear.
 

But some tablets remained stubbornly blurred, impossible to read…
 

Fang Zheng frowned.
 

He was about to use his Spiritual Sense for a closer look.
 

A pleasant voice sounded beside his ear: "Junior Brother, no need to look further. Those tablets have Restriction arrays. Trying a task beyond your Cultivation Level might get you killed. This stops disciples from aiming too high."
 

Fang Zheng turned around.
 

Behind him stood a woman in white robes. She had refined features and a slender figure. She seemed as serene and graceful as an orchid blooming in a secluded valley.
 

Except… a yellow gourd hanging at her waist disrupted that tranquil aura, giving her a slightly carefree, easygoing air.
 

She smiled faintly. "I see you've been standing here quite a while, Junior Brother, not picking a task. Your face is unfamiliar. Is this your first time here?"
 

Fang Zheng nodded and asked, "Senior Sister, may I ask…?"
 

"I am Yao Jinshen, a disciple of Xuantian Peak. Respected by my peers as their Elder Senior Sister. I’m chiefly responsible for managing the Sect Hall’s tasks and answering any questions."
 

Yao Jinshen looked Fang Zheng up and down carefully. She frowned. "You're only at Qi Refining Fourth Stage, Junior Brother, yet your True Essence feels surprisingly rich. Must mean the source power of your Visualization must be quite impressive. But… starting Sect Quests at only Qi Refining Fourth Stage? That seems… a little too early!"
 

Fang Zheng felt a jolt.
 

Shocked, he asked, "You can tell my Cultivation Level?!"
 

Li Yun had told him before that unless someone’s Realm vastly surpassed yours, fellow disciples usually couldn’t see through each other’s Cultivation Levels.
 

This woman looked around twenty-five or twenty-six. Did that mean…
 

Yao Jinshen smiled slightly. "I've cultivated a bit longer than most of you. Over the years, I found not being able to instantly gauge others' Cultivation Level incredibly inconvenient. Imagine wandering outside and accidentally provoking a Condensation Realm master? That would end badly. So, I worked day and night to develop a method to see it clearly. Nothing amazing."
 

Fang Zheng nodded, understanding inwardly. Ah, Elder Senior Sister… the quest distributor NPC. Makes sense she'd be a level stronger.
 

He explained, "My Master has secluded herself for Cultivation. I want to study some Dao Arts, but there's no one to teach me. So, I need to get into the Scripture Depository myself!"
 

Yao Jinshen looked genuinely shocked. "You don't know any Dao Arts?! Then how are you planning to complete quests?!"
 

"And if I don’t complete quests, I won't earn Contribution Points! Then I can't learn the Dao Arts!" Fang Zheng sighed. "Master’s seclusion leaves no other choice..."
 

Yao Jinshen lamented, "True, Sect Dao Arts shouldn't be freely shared. Even passing them directly to another disciple is against the rules… Honestly, your Master isn't being responsible at all. Who is he? I'll report this to the Sect Master. He can reprimand him harshly. How can he seclude himself without preparing suitable Dao Arts for his disciple!"
 

"It was an urgent seclusion. Unexpected. ‘He’ didn't mean it."
 

"You’re quite forgiving."
 

Yao Jinshen's look softened considerably. She asked, "So, what kind of task do you plan to take?"
 

"Preferably something without fighting. All I know how to throw are wild punches."
 

"Good idea! It’s best to avoid fights whenever possible!" Yao Jinshen sighed deeply. "Why do you think the Heavens' Spiritual Energy declined? Because ancestors fought and killed! The Spiritual Energy of Heaven and Earth is finite! They absorbed vast amounts, breaking through to lofty Realms… Couldn't they just cultivate peacefully? They cared so little for their own lives… Died without giving that energy back. Wasted it all." She paused. "Though… if you truly want non-combat tasks for Junior Brother, I’m afraid there aren't any. Our Shushan Sect protects the peace of countless people all around Mount Shu. About half the Sect Quests involve demonic threats. The rest require gathering rare herbs… But the herbs usually have spirit beasts guarding them. Trying to pick their cherished possessions? They’re not going to just let you take them. A fight is inevitable. Mmm… I do have a suggestion though."
 

She casually flicked her wrist and pulled out a thick stack of Spirit Talismans!
 

"Junior Brother, your Elder Senior Sister has some Talismans! Take this Diamond Battle Talisman, for example. Tear it apart, and you’ll be utterly invulnerable to weapons for dozens of breaths! Truly miraculous! This one? Swift Wind Step Talisman. Stick it on your leg, and your speed multiplies tenfold! Comparable to flying with a Magic Treasure… But in forests and hills, it's way more nimble and convenient than flying! Perfect for escaping– Ah, no! I meant… it pairs perfectly with the Diamond Talisman! Using both makes escaping far more manageable!"
 

She held up each Talisman, explaining excitedly. "This is Ember Immunity Talisman – makes you fireproof. This one's Water-Roamer Talisman – jump into water if an enemy’s persistent; lets you hold your breath the time it takes for one incense stick to burn! This? Turbulent Tide Talisman! If an enemy chases you into the water, this stirs up currents and muddies visibility! And… if that doesn't work? Use this Phantom Double Talisman! Create a lifelike double yourself! The two of you flee in opposite directions! Doubles your escape chances!"
 

Watching his Elder Senior Sister chatter animatedly, Fang Zheng felt like this Senior Sister's character suddenly seemed unhinged.
 

Chapter 45: Changing the Name Instantly Made It Sound Grand
 

Fang Zheng was already speechless.
 

He stared blankly as this Elder Senior Sister introduced him to many Spirit Talismans: how to escape when encountering an enemy, how to protect himself while fleeing, where to hide, the first backup method if hiding didn't work, the second backup method if the first was useless, and even the third backup method if both backups one and two failed!
 

There was even one Spirit Talisman called the Heavenly Tribulation Avoidance Talisman.
 

"We cultivators defy the heavens," she said. "You never know when a Heavenly Tribulation might strike. Although in over ten thousand years of history, there have only been three cultivators who were struck dead by heavenly lightning while sleeping during a storm, if it really happens to you... it's best to be fully prepared."
 

Yao Jinshen seriously handed the thick stack of Spirit Talismans to Fang Zheng and said, "With the protection of these talismans, Junior Brother, you should be able to return safely while picking spiritual flowers and herbs!"
 

Fang Zheng exclaimed in shock, "Senior Sister, are you... giving all these to me?!"
 

"Nonsense! Ahaha, Junior Brother, you're so humorous."
 

Yao Jinshen said, "Naturally, I'm selling them to you."
 

Seeing Fang Zheng's face instantly darken, she laughed and said, "Don't worry. My main concern is really your safety, so they are free for now. If you don't use them, all is well. After completing your mission, just return the items to me. I am your Senior Sister, after all; I won't charge you interest. But if you do use any, each Spirit Talisman costs three Spirit Stones—the standard price. I'm taking good care of you; honestly, I'm just covering the cost!"
 

Fang Zheng stared fixedly at Yao Jinshen.
 

His expression softened a little.
 

He didn't know if three Spirit Stones for one talisman was expensive or not.
 

But he could return them if unused.
 

If a situation arose where he truly needed to use them, his life might be on the line. At that point, never mind three Spirit Stones, even a hundred Spirit Stones—if he had them—no one would hesitate to pay.
 

Yao Jinshen explained, "Actually, the main purpose is to look out for fellow disciples. If you truly possess Dao Arts and combine that with your Qi Refining Fourth Stage strength... you can barely manage some lowest-level missions. Ah, actually, I don't really recommend that you take on missions too early; it's too dangerous. Going out to wander without having reached the Condensation Realm—what if you encounter a powerful evil path cultivator? What would you do then?"
 

Fang Zheng: "..."
 

Condensation Realm... wasn't that the realm his Master was preparing to break through to?
 

Cultivation was the process of continuously refining the Origin Source toward reality.
 

Qi Refining, Foundation Building, Cave Void, Condensed Reality, Refining the Truth, Divine Transformation, and the even higher Great Perfection—returning to simplicity!
 

In this era of declining Spiritual Energy, the Condensation Realm... was already the level of a peak master.
 

This Senior Sister was a bit strange, huh.
 

Ignoring her lament, Fang Zheng joked, "Aren't you afraid, Senior Sister, that I might take these Spirit Talismans and refuse to acknowledge the debt?"
 

"Let me reintroduce myself. Yao Jinshen, true disciple of the Sect Master Immortal Xuanji, Elder Senior Sister of Xuantian Peak. Although I don't want to be, I've always hoped my Master would take another disciple to inherit the Shushan Sect, so I wouldn't have to be in the public eye, attracting countless schemes and resentment. But my Master refuses, so there's nothing I can do!"
 

Yao Jinshen chuckled and said, "So I'm truly not afraid you won't pay up, unless you don't want to stay in the Shushan Sect anymore."
 

Understood, she was a female crown prince!
 

But she seemed easy to talk to. Looking at the thick stack of Spirit Talismans in his hand, Fang Zheng said seriously, "Senior Sister, I wonder if you have any mission recommendations that are simple, offer high Contribution Points, and have little risk?"
 

"Junior Brother, you really suit my taste. I like that kind of mission too."
 

Yao Jinshen sighed and said, "Unfortunately, those kinds of missions are discovered early by those with high Cultivation Levels and snatched up... For you... hmm, I do have one mission here."
 

She beckoned.
 

A wooden plaque fell into her hand.
 

Fang Zheng took it. The plaque shimmered with a faint mist; even up close, it was hard to see clearly.
 

He scanned it with his Spiritual Sense.
 

"Pick Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushrooms, the more the better. Contribution Points will be provided based on quantity, with a minimum of 100 points and a maximum of 800 points!"
 

"Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushroom, what is this?!"
 

Yao Jinshen asked in surprise, "Junior Brother, you don't recognize it?"
 

Fang Zheng shook his head and said, "I'm not very familiar with these Natural Treasures..."
 

"Then you must be careful not to pick the wrong ones. Let me find an illustration for you."
 

Yao Jinshen casually flipped her hand and produced a thread-bound ancient book.
 

She slowly turned the pages and said, "This mission can be simple or difficult... Immortal Cloud Mushrooms are easy to obtain. Our Shushan Sect occupies less than one-tenth of Mount Shu, and in the wild mountains, many spiritual grasses and flowers grow. Although Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushrooms are guarded by flying snakes, snakes being what they are, if we float gently in the air and expend some True Essence, we can pick them while the snakes are off guard. But the tricky part is, we need Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushrooms. 'Jade Dew' is dew formed from condensed Spiritual Energy. Moistened by Jade Dew, the Immortal Mushroom's effects are undoubtedly better. But the timeframe for action is tight, so naturally the difficulty is higher. However, if you, Junior Brother, are careful and cautious and make good use of the Spirit Talismans I gave you, getting the minimum reward shouldn't be a problem. Oh, found it. This is what the Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushroom looks like."
 

Saying this, Yao Jinshen handed the book to Fang Zheng.
 

Fang Zheng leaned in to look and saw that the Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushroom was round overall, with a stem below, resembling a small umbrella. It looked quite plump.
 

His expression turned odd, and he asked, "This... this is a mushroom?!"
 

"What, is there a problem?"
 

Yao Jinshen asked, confused.
 

"No... no problem. It's just that I've seen this thing before. Well, we don't call it that where I'm from; we usually call it shiitake mushroom."
 

Fang Zheng casually closed the book.
 

He looked at the words on it.
 

He could recognize them now.
 

Heaven and Earth Treasure Mirror!
 

Yao Jinshen nodded and said, "When used in Alchemy, this item does have a unique fragrance, making one's mouth water. 'Shiitake' is quite fitting. Since you recognize it, Junior Brother, I suppose you won't make a mistake."
 

Fang Zheng thought to himself that he would have to wake up early tomorrow to buy fresh ones at the market.
 

He asked seriously, "Senior Sister, if I wanted a copy of this book, where could I get one? Just in case, so I don't return empty-handed from a mountain of treasures!"
 

"Enter the Library Pavilion, and you can get it for 100 Contribution Points."
 

Yao Jinshen said seriously, "Indeed, this matter requires an early start. You can go tomorrow, Junior Brother. If you encounter danger or evil sect members... hmm, you can also use the communication talisman among these Spirit Talismans to request my rescue. But before asking for my help, you'd better first figure out the enemy's Realm. If they've reached the Cave Void Realm, then don't call me, lest I end up in danger too."
 

Fang Zheng asked, "This Junior Brother is bold to ask, but may I ask, Senior Sister, what is your Realm?!"
 

"Late Cave Void Stage. Why, is there a problem?"
 

Yao Jinshen asked, puzzled.
 

"No... nothing."
 

Forget it, never mind her.
 

Better hurry back, get a good night's sleep, and wake up early tomorrow to buy shiitake mushrooms... oh no, to buy Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushrooms!
 

Changing the name made it instantly sound grand.
 

Maybe I should buy a few pounds of other mushrooms too, like common mushrooms, king oyster mushrooms, oyster mushrooms, lion's mane mushrooms, etc.
 

Who knows, maybe over here they are rare and precious Natural Treasures too!
 

Chapter 46: What Kind of Weird Move Is This?
 

After much effort, he returned to Nine Veins Peak.
 

He greeted Li Yun and said everything went smoothly.
 

Then, Fang Zheng went back to his own room and fell into a deep sleep again.
 

He woke up in the realm of Spiritual Energy Revival.
 

Fang Zheng quickly grabbed his wallet, rode his electric scooter, and set off.
 

Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushroom!
 

The highest reward was 800 Contribution Points. According to that somewhat strange Elder Senior Sister, with his Qi Refining Fourth Stage realm, it was more than enough to exchange for Dao Arts.
 

But the condition was that he could get the full 800 task Contribution Points.
 

Although Fang Zheng thought...
 

Was 800 Contribution Points really that hard?
 

Arriving at the vegetable market, after some bargaining, he came back with a large bag of shiitake mushrooms... He specifically picked the largest ones, almost half the size of a human face, still covered with freshly picked dew.
 

Perfectly meeting the requirements for Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushroom!
 

With the Spiritual Energy Revival, shiitake mushrooms nowadays were almost half the size of a human face... And to make sure he met the requirements, Fang Zheng also bought even bigger flower mushrooms, almost larger than a human head.
 

The price was indeed not cheap, over three hundred dollars.
 

But thinking about the future reward...
 

Fang Zheng couldn't help but sigh. No wonder so many people made huge fortunes by reselling goods... This back-and-forth was almost like getting something for nothing!
 

Returning to his room, he soaked the mushrooms in water.
 

This made them look even plumper.
 

Fang Zheng sat cross-legged and began his cultivation.
 

The Qi Refining Fourth Stage was completely different from the first stage he was at before.
 

Not only was the True Essence inside his body much stronger, but his affinity with the surrounding Spiritual Energy was also greater... Unfortunately, Fang Zheng had never seen a Martial Artist in action, so he didn't know what level of Martial Artist his current realm corresponded to.
 

But previously, using the skill of gathering qi into a blade to kill that Ghoul Hound was done with such ease.
 

No matter how weak the Ghoul Hound was, it was still a level 4 Aberrant Beast. He figured he should now have strength no less than a Martial Master, right?
 

As for the specifics... he would need an enemy to test it out.
 

Thinking this, he glanced at the door.
 

A slightly odd expression appeared on his face.
 

It had been half a month since the last attack incident.
 

Xiaomeng had undoubtedly discovered that he possessed considerable combat ability... Well, others didn't know; they all thought the Ghoul Hound was turned to dust by her fierce wind.
 

But Xiaomeng, who was closest to him at the time, must have noticed something.
 

He originally thought she would eagerly come to cause trouble for him, or simply demand benefits as hush money...
 

But unexpectedly, she had been so quiet during this time. The number of times he had seen her could be counted on one hand, let alone having a conversation with her.
 

He had also run into Liu Su by chance during this period, but upon asking, he found out she had been grounded.
 

Grounded... Did she do something wrong?
 

Fang Zheng was a bit worried. Under normal circumstances, he might have gone to see her.
 

But right now...
 

Forget it, he would wait until after he obtained the Dao Arts.
 

Thinking this, Fang Zheng continued his cultivation.
 

In the blink of an eye, three days had passed...
 

A full three days.
 

Fang Zheng forcibly held himself back from setting off. According to that Elder Senior Sister, this task was very difficult.
 

If he just accepted the task and then went to turn it in immediately, combined with his state of knowing nothing... Well... It would be too flashy.
 

Waiting three days should be about right.
 

Thinking this, Fang Zheng held the handles of the large and small bags of mushrooms in his hands.
 

Slowly, he fell into a deep sleep.
 

When he woke up again...
 

It was the familiar, simple wooden house.
 

The beams still bore tender green buds, adding a bit of vitality to the plain room.
 

Fang Zheng sat in the room, picked out most of the shiitake mushrooms, then took out some flower mushrooms and king oyster mushrooms as backups.
 

The remaining majority, about four or five catties of flower mushrooms and shiitake mushrooms.
 

He carried them and went out.
 

He never expected that shiitake mushrooms could be considered Natural Treasures in this realm... He had been careless.
 

Actually, besides using Contribution Points to exchange for Dao Arts, there was another method!
 

"You... What have you done? Where did you get these things?!"
 

Seeing Fang Zheng appear before him, Li Yun, who was chopping wood, was stunned. His gaze was completely drawn to the mushrooms in Fang Zheng's hands...
 

He said in shock, "Jade Bone Fragrant Mushroom, White Jade Lingzhi, and... Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushroom, you... you just went out a few days ago and actually brought back so many Natural Treasures? Fang Zheng, be honest, which Peak Master's daughter did you charm?"
 

And then...
 

He reached out and picked up a Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushroom, gently applying force.
 

Water from the soaking dripped down... making his pupils suddenly contract.
 

He hurriedly used his clothes to catch the dripping Spiritual Liquid, exclaiming in astonishment, "This is the first time I've seen dew drip down like this!"
 

"I just got them by chance."
 

Fang Zheng replied casually and asked, "Master is in seclusion, but she still needs to eat, right?"
 

Li Yun explained, "She can go without eating, but it would consume more True Essence to maintain bodily functions, which would be more loss than gain. So I bring her some simple, plain food every day."
 

"Then what if Master usually ate these things..."
 

"Eat them? That's too wasteful, isn't it?!"
 

Li Yun said in shock, "Such Natural Treasures, if not used for Alchemy, then cooking them to eat... This, this, this... No, no, that's too much of a waste of heaven's gifts. If the young lady finds out, she will surely blame me when she comes out. How about we plant these things in the ground? It could make our living place much richer in Spiritual Energy. Or we could take them to Single Origin Peak for Alchemy. That would maximize the effectiveness of these items."
 

Using mushrooms for Alchemy?!
 

What kind of weird move is this?
 

Fang Zheng said, "I've never been to Single Origin Peak, so you can handle these things, Uncle Li... Well, if any Elixirs are produced, give them to Master. It should help her!"
 

"Are you serious?!"
 

Li Yun looked at Fang Zheng seriously.
 

"Of course."
 

"Fang Zheng, be honest with me, where did you get these things?"
 

Li Yun frowned and said, "You have an Immortal Xian Xuan Body. I heard the blood in your body is full of endless Spiritual Energy; getting a single drop is better than any Natural Treasure. You didn't use your own blood, did you...? If that's the case, it's really not necessary. The young lady took you as her disciple not for your blood. Doing this harms your own Cultivation Level, which is not what the young lady hopes for. You must know, you are the Senior Brother of Nine Veins Peak. Even though you don't have any junior brothers or sisters below you now, in the future, the peak will surely flourish. After the young lady passes away..."
 

"After Master passes away, I won't have many days left either. Just getting a taste of power before I die?"
 

Fang Zheng smiled and said, "It's fine, I know my limits... In fact, look at my Cultivation Level; is it affected at all?"
 

"Alright, if you know your limits, then that's good."
 

Li Yun looked deeply at Fang Zheng and said, "If these things are used to produce Elixirs, Single Origin Peak will take a thirty percent cut. Of the remaining seventy percent, you'll get forty percent, and the young lady will keep thirty percent... Then the young lady will probably have to think about how to compensate you. Kid, you're in luck. According to unwritten rules, to train disciples' independence, aside from unique skills, a Master doesn't teach disciples overly profound Dao Arts or Cultivation Methods. They have to use Contribution Points to exchange for them themselves. But if there is outstanding contribution, that's naturally an exception... Yours is certainly outstanding enough. I'll go to Single Origin Peak now. There should be news in a few days at most. Well, I already brought food today. Tomorrow is the young lady's meal time. Remember not to forget to bring food to the young lady. There are steamed buns in the kitchen; steam two and bring them in with some pickles!"
 

"So simple?!"
 

Li Yun said solemnly, "We Cultivators should understand the will of heaven and be hardworking and plain. What kind of Cultivator seeks only to satisfy their taste buds?!"
 

"Alright, tomorrow, I've noted it."
 

Fang Zheng thought to himself that turning in the task was completed today.
 

There was plenty of time. Immediately, he patted his chest and agreed.
 

Chapter 47: The Journey of Upgrading Equipment
 

"Senior Brother, it's you again... You're in a good mood today."
 

Sun Ziliang was working hard to train himself. When he saw Fang Zheng floating upward slowly, moving much more calmly than before, he happily greeted him.
 

Fang Zheng responded casually, thinking to himself that he had no choice but to fly up this way because he lacked a Magic Treasure.
 

Why are you floating there?
 

He had completely forgotten the excuse he made earlier.
 

After chatting for a few sentences...
 

He hurriedly walked toward the main hall.
 

In the bustling hall, a table stood out abruptly in the corner.
 

In front of the table.
 

The Elder Senior Sister who had earnestly advised him before was now leisurely holding a gourd, taking small sips as if drinking wine... Compared to the busyness of others, her relaxed demeanor made her look... somewhat like someone you'd want to punch!
 

Of course, only if you could beat her.
 

This woman didn't look very old, and her true age was unknown... but her actual Cultivation Level was probably not much lower than his Master's.
 

In other words.
 

She was at least a Martial Venerable expert.
 

Fang Zheng couldn't help but sigh, feeling that those lofty Martial Venerables from the Spiritual Energy Revival Realm had become mere measuring tools here.
 

"Oh, Junior Brother, you're back so soon?!"
 

Noticing Fang Zheng, Yao Jinshen showed a slight look of surprise on her face, then her expression froze.
 

She stared intently at the bag of mushrooms in Fang Zheng's hand!
 

No, they were Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushrooms!
 

There weren't many.
 

Eight pieces... but each one was soaked and swollen, looking quite thick and heavy. With a slight squeeze, water could be wrung out.
 

That was water filled with rich Spiritual Energy!
 

Drops of dense Spiritual Energy water were even dripping down from the bag...
 

She exclaimed in shock, "Junior Brother, you... where did you get Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushrooms with such rich Spiritual Energy?!"
 

"Just a coincidence, a coincidence!"
 

Fang Zheng smiled and asked, "Senior Sister, how do I submit the task?!"
 

"Just hand the items, your identity token, and the task token to me!"
 

Fang Zheng passed the things over.
 

Yao Jinshen took them and carefully examined the mushrooms... She gasped, "Just as I thought, they're all High-Grade. Junior Brother, you've really surprised your Senior Sister. How did you manage it?!"
 

Fang Zheng replied casually, "Simple, I brought realgar with me!"
 

Yao Jinshen asked curiously, "Snakes are afraid of realgar, but are Teng snakes afraid too?"
 

"I don't know. Even though I was careful, for some reason, they didn't attack me. So I could carefully pick them, and the quality naturally turned out better."
 

While taking out these mushrooms—no, Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushrooms—one by one to appraise them, Yao Jinshen asked casually, "As far as I know, Jade Dew Immortal Cloud Mushrooms grow in very tight clusters. Since you could pick freely, didn't you gather more?!"
 

Fang Zheng retorted, "Don't you understand the principle of not draining the pond to get all the fish, Senior Sister?"
 

Yao Jinshen was taken aback. She looked at Fang Zheng with a hint of surprise and admiration, saying, "Junior Brother, your Cultivation Level isn't high, but your Realm is quite elevated... That really surprises me. Impressive!"
 

"How many Contribution Points do I get?"
 

"Full Contribution Points, 800 points. Congratulations, Junior Brother!"
 

Yao Jinshen held the token, and a faint light flashed.
 

She returned the items to Fang Zheng.
 

Fang Zheng took them... and saw two ancient small characters glowing faintly below the nine marks.
 

He recognized them as the characters for "eight hundred"!
 

He didn't expect Sect tasks to be so easy to complete. It seemed he could often visit the market from now on.
 

He asked seriously, "Thank you for your guidance, Senior Sister. May I ask where the Library Pavilion is?!"
 

"Exit the hall, turn right onto a small path. The Library Pavilion is at the end. You can enter with your token. But think carefully—Contribution Points are precious, and if you learn too many Dao Arts, being scattered and not focused might delay your Cultivation!"
 

Fang Zheng asked, "Does Senior Sister have any suggestions?!"
 

Yao Jinshen thought for a moment and said, "Then I'll speak frankly even though we're not close. What is your Origin Source?"
 

Fang Zheng said, "It's roughly fire!"
 

"Fire is violent and highly destructive. Given your Realm, I recommend you go to the east side of the second floor. There are some fire-related techniques there!"
 

Yao Jinshen smiled and said, "Fire is relatively common among Visualize Origin sources, so there are more Dao Arts... You have quite a few choices, but 800 Contribution Points won't get you anything too advanced. Make do for now. When your Master comes out of seclusion, he can tailor something specifically for you, which will be much more convenient."
 

"Thank you, Senior Sister!"
 

Fang Zheng replied and bowed once more before turning to leave.
 

"Junior Brother!"
 

Yao Jinshen called out to stop Fang Zheng.
 

Fang Zheng asked curiously, "What is it, Senior Sister?"
 

"Nothing, Junior Brother, you're quite a tough one."
 

Yao Jinshen gave a strange laugh and said, "I lent you so many Talismans before, and you just swallowed them all up?!"
 

Only then did Fang Zheng suddenly remember. He slapped his forehead and said, "Ah, my memory! But I might take on more tasks in the future. Why not leave these Talismans with me for protection? Don't worry—if I use any, I'll compensate you according to the price, Senior Sister!"
 

"Cut it out. Do you think it's easy for Senior Sister to craft a few Talismans? I lent them to you because it was your first task and you didn't have enough means to protect yourself. Now that you've completed it, are you going to return them properly, or should Senior Sister search you?"
 

Yao Jinshen smiled meaningfully, "If a delicate weak girl like me has to get close to you... and my pure body is no longer untouched, how many Spirit Stones would you have to compensate me to heal my emotional trauma?!"
 

So, compensating with Spirit Stones would do?
 

This Senior Sister was no pushover.
 

Fang Zheng returned the Spirit Talismans.
 

Yao Jinshen counted them meticulously and sighed, "Another time with no gains... You junior brothers are all so stingy. How is Senior Sister supposed to survive like this?"
 

Fang Zheng ignored her.
 

He turned and left.
 

The Library Pavilion wasn't far. Following the path Yao Jinshen pointed out, it took about an hour to walk there... The scenery along the way was beautiful, even more so than Nine Veins Peak.
 

It seemed Xuantian Peak truly lived up to being the main peak. In terms of scenery alone, it far surpassed any place he knew!
 

Walking while enjoying the view wasn't boring at all.
 

Seeing the tower-shaped building ahead...
 

Fang Zheng stepped inside.
 

At the entrance, an old man checked his token and let him in.
 

Fang Zheng asked respectfully, "Elder, where can I find the Heaven and Earth Treasure Mirror? I'd like to exchange for one!"
 

The old man replied, "100 Contribution Points. Exchange it with me!"
 

Fang Zheng nodded and handed him the token.
 

When he got it back, it only had 700 Contribution Points left, and he had one more book.
 

Fang Zheng flipped through it casually—it was exactly the same as the one Yao Jinshen had before.
 

He nodded with satisfaction, carefully tucked the book close to his body, and planned to read and memorize it thoroughly after returning.
 

A workman must first sharpen his tools if he is to do his work well.
 

This time, he wouldn't have to worry about entering a treasure mountain empty-handed.
 

He walked further into the book tower.
 

His heart was full of anticipation...
 

Today was the journey of upgrading his equipment!
 

Chapter 48: The Dragon-Slaying Skill
 

Library Pavilion.
 

From the outside, it looked like a tall, majestic tower that didn't seem to cover a very large area.
 

But once inside.
 

It opened up wide, revealing its own vast world inside.
 

The huge hall, aside from the stairs in the corner leading to the second floor… everywhere else had countless bookshelves, all neatly packed and arranged with books!
 

It seemed that this floor alone probably held no less than ten thousand books!
 

And from the outside… this library tower likely had at least eight floors!
 

Fang Zheng secretly marveled; just filling it with so many books showed how advanced the cultivation civilization must have been in this realm.
 

He casually picked up one book.
 

"Spiritual Energy Absorption Method"!
 

He opened it and glanced inside… then realized these books indeed had Restrictions, allowing only the first two pages to be read.
 

But a small clue could reveal the whole picture.
 

It seemed to be about how to draw more Spiritual Energy from thin energy environments outside of Grotto-Heaven Blessed Lands, to replenish one's True Essence.
 

It was a very practical little trick!
 

Though only two pages, Fang Zheng was somewhat of a cultivator now. Though his foundation was shallow, he could barely understand it…
 

After reading for quite a while.
 

Fang Zheng finally understood… it was indeed quite ingenious and practical, and 300 Contribution Points would be quite worth it.
 

If he couldn't travel to another world, then this book would be a must-buy, at least to prevent himself from fainting due to lack of Spiritual Energy.
 

But now.
 

The toughest times were already behind him.
 

Fang Zheng casually put the book down… and walked toward other sections.
 

The Dao Arts section, Cultivation Method section, Martial Skills section, and also the Alchemy section, Artifact Refining section, etc… were all clearly divided.
 

Fang Zheng walked past them one by one.
 

He entered the Dao Arts section.
 

He started flipping through the books one by one.
 

Indeed, these all explained how to cast Dao Arts.
 

"Nine Heavens Thunder," "Myriad Thunder Heavenly Tribulation," "Boundless Ocean"… just from the names, it was hard to believe these were low-level Dao Arts. He really wondered how powerful the high-level ones must be.
 

Fang Zheng was truly amazed; these names, if placed in a world of Spiritual Energy Revival, would probably be considered heaven-grade Cultivation Methods!
 

But when he opened them, it was…
 

Very simple.
 

Even with his reading ability, it wasn't too hard to understand, and the price wasn't high either, just two or three hundred Contribution Points.
 

Although only the beginning parts could be seen.
 

But even the beginnings mostly involved some very complex theoretical knowledge of Dao Arts.
 

And this was exactly what Fang Zheng lacked the most.
 

Right then, Fang Zheng wasn't in a hurry; he just slowly started reading.
 

He had just started learning the writing of this realm, so reading was still quite difficult for him, so he read very slowly.
 

But after reading a few books.
 

He was surprised to find that his understanding of the characters had greatly improved… was it true that reading was the best way to improve literary skill?
 

Moreover, he felt that many previously confusing points now made more sense after reading these Dao Arts books, as if things were becoming clearer through association.
 

"Young man, are you a disciple of Nine Veins Peak?!"
 

Suddenly, the old man sitting leisurely at the entrance, sunbathing, spoke up and asked.
 

Fang Zheng put down the low-level Dao Art "Blazing Heaven Inferno" in his hand, nodded, and said, "This disciple is indeed from Nine Veins Peak."
 

"Then you can go take a look on the second floor!"
 

The old man said calmly, "The first floor mostly has basic stuff, for those loose disciples. Some peaks have many disciples, and the Master can't attend to everyone, sometimes overlooking those with poorer aptitude. To prevent them from having no one to turn to for guidance, so many basic things are placed on this floor, allowing them to learn here. But Nine Veins Peak has been in decline for many years. I suppose even if there are disciples, there won't be many. You might as well ask your Master about these things. The second floor has some good items; you should go take a look!"
 

"Thank you for your guidance, Elder!"
 

"No problem, I'm just idle, so I mentioned it. Your Master is…"
 

"My Master is Yun Zhiqing!"
 

The old man was startled, then shook his head and laughed, "Yun Zhiqing, that little girl is already old enough to take disciples? Ah… time flies… decades have passed in the blink of an eye. Alright, go on up. You don't have many Contribution Points anyway, don't waste them."
 

"Yes!"
 

Fang Zheng responded, and as he turned, he unintentionally glanced at a corner of the first floor where several particularly old bookshelves stood. The books on them were covered in dust, completely different from the clean and tidy elsewhere, looking quite out of place.
 

"Elder, may I ask what this is…"
 

"Oh, this? These are the wisdom of predecessors from the past. Inside are extremely powerful methods, miraculous Cultivation Methods and Dao Arts, even Alchemy techniques, Artifact Refining secrets, and such!"
 

The old man said casually, "It's a pity that now with Spiritual Energy Depletion, although these Dao Arts are powerful, they consume too much Spiritual Energy, so gradually no one reads them anymore. But since it's the wisdom of predecessors, we can't just discard them, so they're placed here. The Sect Master and others occasionally come to browse, reminiscing about the elegance of the predecessors. Ah… we were born in the wrong era!"
 

"Created by predecessors?"
 

A sharp light suddenly flashed in Fang Zheng's eyes, and he asked, "Elder, can these also be exchanged with Contribution Points?"
 

"Of course you can, but these are dragon-slaying skills, only useful for slaying dragons. Yet there are no dragons in this world anymore. If you exchange for these, wouldn't it be a waste?!"
 

"I just want to reminisce about the wisdom of the predecessors through these. May this disciple take a look at them?"
 

"Look if you want; it's up to you. I was just kindly reminding you. You're not my junior; how could I command you?"
 

The old man glanced at Fang Zheng, snorted lightly through his nose, and continued closing his eyes to sunbathe.
 

But Fang Zheng felt intensely excited…
 

What a joke!
 

Secret techniques of predecessors, lost their value because Spiritual Energy became too depleted, so they're just piled here?
 

Isn't this tailor-made for him?!
 

Immediately, he eagerly went to the bookshelf, carefully pulled out a book… gently blew on it, and dust flew everywhere.
 

"Be careful. Although they're old and useless, they're still the hard work of predecessors. If you damage them, you'll be punished by the Law Enforcement Elder!"
 

The old man said indifferently.
 

"Yes!"
 

Fang Zheng carefully brushed off the dust, looking at the several ancient characters on the cover.
 

He felt these characters were completely different from those in the Dao Arts books he had read before… just the handwriting itself carried an ethereal and delicate feeling!
 

An illusion!
 

It must be an illusion!
 

Just like touching a scrapped car and saying you can feel the car's pulse—it must be an illusion!
 

Fang Zheng relaxed his breathing.
 

He opened this "Azure Spirit Fire Technique"!
 

The name sounded very plain.
 

And inside, there was nothing flashy either; it was a method for using True Essence. Without True Essence, one would naturally be completely confused.
 

But with True Essence, even if slightly puzzled, after a bit of thought, one could gain some understanding.
 

However, the content inside was completely different from the ones he had read before… if he had to describe it…
 

It was probably…
 

Much simpler and more direct?
 

The energy flow paths in the previous Cultivation Methods he read were much more complex, like driving a car to a destination but having to choose good roads because the path is bumpy. It seemed troublesome and time-consuming, but it actually saved fuel!
 

And these Cultivation Methods were like stomping on the gas pedal hard!
 

No matter what road, if the gas pedal is pressed hard enough, there's no obstacle that can't be overcome… it wastes fuel and ruins the car, but the speed is unquestionable!
 

Chapter 49: You Are Really Not Steady
 

Fang Zheng's breathing became more and more hurried the longer he looked.
 

It was just two pages, but he looked at them for a very, very long time.
 

He silently calculated in his heart.
 

The power of this Dao Art was without a doubt much stronger than those flashy-sounding spells he looked at before.
 

But its waste of Spiritual Energy was also much, much greater... roughly estimated, it was about three times more!
 

At the very least, with his current Qi Refining Fourth Stage strength, if he used this Azure Spirit Fire Technique, probably five or six spells would empty his "blue bar".
 

He had to remember, he was a respectable Qi Refining Fourth Stage cultivator, and not an ordinary Qi Refining Fourth Stage at that. Even at Qi Refining First Stage, he possessed cultivation comparable to the Fourth Stage. Even so, now that he was truly at Qi Refining Fourth Stage, he still wasn't very "long-lasting"!
 

If it were someone else, probably two or three spells would require several days of rest to recover.
 

But wasn't this thing practically tailor-made for him?
 

Here, it really wasn't very practical, but he didn't have any immediate danger here anyway.
 

In the Spiritual Energy Revival dimension, even if he used up Spiritual Energy, he could recover it in a very short time... "Nine Revolutions Profound Contemplation" might not be some amazing Cultivation Method, but it was steady. Plus, his Nuclear Bomb had a fusion function and could automatically gather surrounding Spiritual Energy into his body!
 

As for this dimension... well, if needed, he could just ask his Master to teach him some suitable Dao Arts to use.
 

Fang Zheng had seen things very clearly now.
 

Without these wisdoms left by predecessors, this Library Pavilion, and even the so-called Sect Contribution Points, actually weren't much help to him.
 

The old man earlier made it very clear.
 

A Master is not a parent, and they have many Disciples. How could they possibly understand the progress of every single Disciple perfectly and tailor a unique cultivation path for each one... Even if they could, it would surely only be the few core, most outstanding Disciples who would receive such treatment.
 

And the Masters themselves also needed to Cultivate, so naturally, they had even less time to waste on the majority of Disciples.
 

But the majority of Disciples were the true foundation of the Shushan Sect.
 

Therefore, they needed to strive for self-improvement... Hence, the existence of this Library Pavilion.
 

But he only had one Master, and from the looks of it, this Master was quite responsible and could give him individual guidance...
 

It seemed he didn't really need to come here in the first place.
 

But these wisdom methods left by predecessors...
 

Fang Zheng flipped through several in a row, his heart growing increasingly excited.
 

They weren't as wildly domineering and cool-sounding as those other method names, but they were more practical... And...
 

They were more expensive.
 

The cheapest one seemed to start at six or seven hundred Contribution Points, much more expensive than the two or three hundred he saw earlier.
 

But the high price had its reasons.
 

Fang Zheng searched for quite a while before finally raising an ancient book in his hand. "Senior, may I ask, what level of spell is this Palm Thunder Cultivation Method?!"
 

"Young man, do you really intend to exchange for this useless spell?"
 

The old man narrowed his eyes, looking Fang Zheng up and down as if scrutinizing him. He said plainly, "We were born in the wrong era. The world our ancestors lived in had abundant Spiritual Energy, filled with Natural Treasures everywhere. Their cultivation advanced a thousand Li in a single day... Therefore, their spells also consumed much more True Essence. The Palm Thunder you've chosen isn't actually anything special. Because it's widely practical, it's recorded in all the major Sects. There might be minor differences in the details, but overall, it's roughly the same. But the cost of its practicality is... it consumes more True Essence than ordinary spells. If you exchange for this spell, with your current Cultivation Level, at most three strikes will completely drain your True Essence... At that point, it would take at least several days to replenish it. That is to say, if you can defeat your enemy with one strike, then it's fine. But if it takes two strikes, you will have no ability to fight back. Are you sure you want to exchange for it?"
 

Fang Zheng said seriously, "I'm sure!"
 

Although Yao Jinshen recommended fire-element spells, Fang Zheng knew his own situation. His Contemplation object was a Nuclear Bomb, the ultimate light and heat, the ultimate explosion!
 

In the early stages, it seemed similar to fire, but saying it was similar to thunder didn't seem wrong either.
 

And this Palm Thunder, the name was very ordinary, clearly a common, mass-produced item!
 

In fact, it probably was a common item a few hundred years ago.
 

But it required exactly 700 Contribution Points. In terms of power, it could be considered the strongest he could currently exchange for!
 

"Fine, exchange it if you want. They're your own Contribution Points anyway. If you don't feel bad about it... why should this old man feel bad for you."
 

The old man's attitude towards Fang Zheng, which had initially improved because he was Yun Zhiqing's Disciple, now downgraded to thinking he was just someone whose eyes were bigger than his stomach.
 

Having only the strength for one strike... was really not steady.
 

Ridiculous. He should know, in this world, what enemy can always be killed with a single strike?
 

He said flatly, "Exchange it if you want. Come, come over here. I will make a copy for you. Remember, only you can look at it. After you finish reading it, the spell will automatically burn and vanish. If you dare show this to anyone else, the Sect will not spare you! In the past, our Shushan Sect had a Peak Master who exchanged for a Cultivation Method under his own name and gave it to his son. While his feelings were understandable, because he violated the rules, his Origin Source cultivation was abolished, and both father and son were driven down the mountain!"
 

"Yes!"
 

Fang Zheng went over and handed the book to the old man. He asked, "By the way, Senior, what level is this Palm Thunder considered?"
 

The old man frowned. "What do you mean, what level?"
 

"I mean... if Cultivation Methods can be divided into Heaven, Earth, Mystic, and Yellow grades, then naturally Heaven grade is better than Earth grade, Earth grade is better than Mystic grade... Based on the strength of the method, there should be some level classification, right?"
 

The old man laughed then, speechless. "You kid sure can imagine. Then let me ask you, this Palm Thunder, in your hands, can shatter stones and break metal, no problem. But if the Sect Master were to use it, overturning mountains and emptying seas would be no problem either... The same spell, with such a huge difference in power. How would you classify it then?"
 

"Then how do you distinguish the quality of spells?!"
 

"Spells don't have quality; it's the people using them who have quality!"
 

The old man said earnestly, "Righteous Path methods progress slowly, but they are steady. Demonic Path methods advance a thousand Li in a day, but the risk of Qi Deviation is extremely high. Can you say which Sect's method is better? Nothing in the world is perfect. If a method has a solid and steady foundation and advances a thousand Li in a day, then it must have some flaw elsewhere... And if the person cultivating the method fits well with it, their progress will naturally be faster than others'. It varies from person to person, everyone is different. Methods and spells are dead things, people are alive. Everyone's situation is different, yet you want to use a rigid level classification? That's far too naive. Firmly cultivating your method and striving to break through the Qi Refining Realm early is the proper path!"
 

"So that's how it is. This junior has learned!"
 

After listening to the old man's explanation, Fang Zheng finally understood. Indeed, how could a rigid rule encompass everyone?
 

"However, if you're talking about levels, they do exist!"
 

The old man pondered and said, "Spells, because of the purity and intensity of True Essence they require, have a minimum cultivation restriction... Forcibly cultivating them carries the risk of injury. This could also be considered a classification by Realm. For example, Qi Refining Realm spells require at least the Qi Refining Realm to proceed. Void Penetration Realm spells require at least the Void Penetration Realm to cultivate. This can also be considered clear at a glance, but it's not based on power to determine the level."
 

"Then this Palm Thunder..."
 

"Qi Refining Realm!"
 

The old man sighed deeply. "Qi Refining Realm ah... yet its power almost compares to Foundation Building Realm spells. Sigh, back then Spiritual Energy was abundant, and the power of cultivators was far greater than it is now. The world our predecessors lived in was truly too blissful. Compared to them, we really were born in the wrong era!"
 

Chapter 50: Cultivation Brings Me Joy
 

After the long journey back to Nine Veins Peak, Fang Zheng realized he hadn’t felt the slightest bit winded after hours of walking and running – a stark contrast to when a mere two thousand meters felt like a marathon. His physique had improved by far more than just tens of times.
 

Currently, Nine Veins Peak was deserted.
 

Li Yun was indeed already gone.
 

He’d probably taken the mushrooms to practice Alchemy… finding that baffling, Fang Zheng shook his head.
 

He wasn’t sure what benefit Elixirs might offer him – after all, they were pre-processed ingredients... no, Natural Treasures. Perhaps they would bring him some unique surprise.
 

In the courtyard, two trenches had already been dug. Some of the mushrooms he was given, like the Flower Mushrooms, were already planted. They were releasing faint wisps of Spiritual Energy into the air.
 

Still, the quantity was too small to bring any significant change.
 

Fang Zheng paid it no mind and returned to his room. Sitting cross-legged on the floor, he began to carefully study the Palm Thunder technique!
 

It wasn’t as complex as he’d imagined… or rather, these ancient methods were actually much simpler than modern Dao Arts. Simple, crude, and direct!
 

It utilized True Essence directly… Modern Dao Arts seemed like a compromise – sacrificing power to conserve True Essence and Spiritual Energy.
 

Qi Refining Fourth Stage!
 

Fang Zheng’s Cultivation Level was now respectable; his experience and insight lagged behind cultivators in the same Realm, but mastering a common skill like this was nothing difficult for him.
 

Two hours later.
 

Slowly raising his hand, he formed an intricate seal. Faint lightning flickered to life within his palm… then quickly dissipated.
 

Fang Zheng let out a few breaths, feeling the significant drain on his True Essence. Only now did he understand what the old man’s warning truly meant. That was just the preparatory gesture, yet it had consumed nearly a third of his True Essence! Saying he could only manage three casts before being empty… had actually been an overestimation of Fang Zheng’s reserves.
 

As he focused on replenishing his energy, the Spiritual Qi Mist within him rapidly expanded outwards. Replenishing the depleted True Essence – what would take an ordinary person a full day to recover – took Fang Zheng mere minutes.
 

"Huh, seems I really have become a ‘one-punch’ cultivator," Fang Zheng muttered dismissively. Self-preservation was his only goal. He’d lived over twenty years in peaceful mundanity; there was no reason getting power here would suddenly attract killers to his door… This wasn’t some nonsensical novel with a so-called Dragon Group. Resisting Aberrant Beasts was sufficient.
 

With that thought, he cultivated for a while longer. Handling the day’s work, he finally lay down on his bed and closed his eyes to sleep.
 

Ever since gaining the ability to cross over to the World of Dharma-Ending, Fang Zheng felt his life had become vastly more purposeful. Living across two worlds… very purposeful. Now, he didn’t even think about romance or work; all his focus was on Cultivation. Yep, Cultivation brings me joy. Smiling slightly, Fang Zheng drifted off to sleep.
 

He awoke.
 

Routine Cultivation followed.
 

Three hours later...
 

Glancing at the fish-belly-white dawn sky... "Seems I need less sleep now," he observed.
 

Fang Zheng quickly cooked and ate a bowl of instant noodles. Settling at his desk, he began outlining the patterns of his crossings in his notebook.
 

Previously, each crossing equaled one sleep. Whether that sleep lasted eight hours or eight minutes seemed irrelevant – falling asleep here took him there, falling asleep there brought him back just as he woke up here. Now, likely due to his advancing Cultivation Level, his rest time had decreased from eight hours to about four. Meaning he had extra hours each day for more Cultivation. Definitely a good thing...
 

Thinking this, he moved his mouse. The computer screen lit up – it hadn’t been turned off. The camera mounted on it was pointed directly at his bed. Fang Zheng clicked the player and selected the relevant recording.
 

He saw footage of himself lying on the bed...
 

No matter how he reasoned it, one body existing in two worlds felt illogical. He’d always been troubled by the question: what happened to his physical body while his consciousness was elsewhere? This experiment, recording his sleeping form, was an attempt to find out.
 

He calmly watched his sleeping posture... Cultivation had greatly steadied his mind; even watching a recording of himself didn't stir impatience. He saw himself shift slightly, then quickly fall into deep slumber – completely ordinary.
 

But at that moment, his consciousness should have already shifted to the other world… or perhaps his entire being moved... leaving behind only a projection-like existence on the bed. Yet it still held up the quilt. Meaning it possessed corporeal form.
 

Fang Zheng stared intently, eyes lit with expectation… he focused on his underwear. Why could he take items to the World of Dharma-Ending, but bring nothing back? There must be an underlying principle he hadn’t grasped. Previously, he just accepted it. He wasn’t the type to agonize over every detail. But after talking with Yao Jinshen... he realized a critical problem. Those powerful Spirit Talismans, and any future Magic Treasure he might obtain – if he couldn’t bring them back to this Spiritual Energy Revival World, it would severely limit his strength.
 

Sitting at the computer, he rapidly sped through the footage... fast-forwarding to the moment just before he woke.
 

He watched intently as his sleeping form began to stir beneath the quilt. Then, he saw it clearly: the underwear on that projected body started visibly changing. Newness faded rapidly into decay, turning to dust… vanishing completely. As if everything on it had suffered millennia of corrosion in an instant. Then it became…
 

Fang Zheng’s pupils suddenly shrank. He whirled around and dashed to his bed, throwing back the quilt. He searched carefully with his fingers. Moments later, he picked up a few minuscule fragments of fiber like withered leaves.
 

His underwear…
 

It hadn't vanished entirely like before. This time, minute traces remained. The rule he previously understood had changed.
 

Was it because he’d gained Cultivation Level and become a cultivator?
 

What defined a cultivator versus an ordinary person?
 

Possessing True Essence!
 

The difference between these two worlds? The density and abundance of Spiritual Energy!
 

So that’s the truth?
 

Meaning, with sufficient Spiritual Energy, he could bring things back from the World of Dharma-Ending.
 

A hopeful smile spread across Fang Zheng’s face… Though only a small clue, he finally felt he understood the fundamental reason behind the barrier preventing items from the World of Dharma-Ending from entering the Spiritual Energy Revival World.
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