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Translator’s note: As mentioned in the book intro, this story is sprinkled

with mentions of s*xual abuse, torture and suicidal thoughts. I will try to
give a warning and short summary for particularly painful chapters but |
won’t be able to warn for all mentions. Sometimes the mentions of these
themes are very casual.

I’m releasing the first six chapters in one go because in my opinion,
chapters two to four are the most painful since it gives an idea of the kind of
abuse the gong went through. Starting chapter five, the healing starts.

Chapter 1: The Beauty in Red
Song Qingshi was dead.

After his death, he came to a strange space, where there was a sphere
randomly flashing red light.

The sphere said that it was a book-transmigrating system from a higher
dimensional world. There was a Xianxia novel called “The Exceptional
Furnace”, which was about to be plagued by the readers’ resentment due to
the tragic fate of the protagonist shou, resulting in problems for that world.
It needed a soul who was familiar with all sorts of novel tropes, a master of
amorous thoughts and feelings, someone who thoroughly understood power
and knew change to repair the protagonist shou’s mind and body and fulfill
the readers’ wishes. — Change the fate of the protagonist shou, dote on
him, let him live the happiest of lives oo ooooo

The system’s information passed through intermittently, Within the oo were
all garbled and incomprehensible alien characters.

During his lifetime, Song Qingshi had suffered from Lou Gehrig's Disease
and he devoted himself to studying medicine to save himself. He was a
medical student who studied and experimented frantically every day and
never wasted time reading novels.

In terms of feelings, he was even more clueless. Although he was very
good-looking, lovable and obedient, due to his health problem even the



school tyrant treated him like a son and showered him with paternal
affection, not to mention girls who were overflowing with maternal love.
Given everyone’s excessive loving care and sympathy for him, not only did
he not even have a crush on anyone, he even suffered from a slight fear of
talking to strangers.

His was a soul that totally did not conform with the system’s requirements.

Song Qingshi didn’t know how he was picked by the system. He had read
all those books on Marxist philosophy for nothing. But from what he could
make out of the system’s messy and garbled information, so long as he
accepts the mission, the system will send him to the virtual book world and
assign him a healthy body, letting him live again.

After Song Qingshi realized this, he was ecstatic. A healthy body was his
wildest desire. Not to mention that the system’s mission was simply for him
to take care of someone. He would have been willing to accept it even if the
system had asked him to scale a mountain of swords and plunge into a sea
of flames.

For this reason, he ignored his conscience, put together his words and lied
for the first time 1n his life: “I have read tens of thousands of books and
they’re all imprinted in my memory. [ am knowledgeable in medicine and
nursing and have taken elective courses in psychology, which will allow me
to solve the protagonist shou’s physical and mental issues. Moreover...I...I
am very experienced in love...I love communicating with others. I can ab-
absolutely complete this mission!”

If only souls had blood running in their veins, his face would already be all
flushed.

The system didn’t notice his guilty conscience and confirmed him as the
one 1n charge of this mission. It sent a series of garbled characters mixed
with all kinds of chaotic and disorderly information into Song Qingshi’s
mind, causing waves of stabbing pain to his soul.

Suddenly, the system issued a sharp alarm. Data transmission was
interrupted. Song Qingshi’s eyes went black and his soul drifted away to a



point of white light...

When Song Qingshi woke up, he found himself lying in the woods,
surrounded by the faint fragrance of various herbs. He squinted his eyes and
looked towards the dazzling blue sky. There was a lone gorgeous golden
luan bird dragging its long tail feathers, letting out a clear cry and lightly
flying past. It was followed by countless other fantastical birds.

Is this really the world inside a book?
It seemed so real...

A breeze blew through the forest, shaking the dew from the trees. The dew
fell on his fair fingertips, bringing a slightly cool sensation. Then, all the
memories of the original body flooded in like a tide, pouring into his mind,
trying to merge with his soul. This body was also called Song Qingshi, the
master of the Medicine King’s Valley, the most talented medical immortal
in this world of immortals and a medicine maker. His medical skills can
heal the dead and bring bones to life and the spirit pills he refines are
treasures that cultivators vie for.

However, the original body’s temperament was extremely eccentric. He
stayed in the Medicine King’s Valley all year round and seldom went out.
He was never one to make friends and had no interest in matters other than
medicine and alchemy. When a patient seeks treatment, he would only
consider his mood and wouldn’t ask for the person’s identity. When he was
in a good mood, he would treat even a mortal beggar. When he was in a bad
mood, no matter how high the person’s identity was, they would be turned
into fertilizer for his herb garden. He often used living people to test
medicines. His methods were cruel but because he was a Nascent Soul
cultivator and had various skills with poison, the different immortal sects

didn’t dare to provoke him easily, only secretly calling him an eccentric
behind his back.

Those in the immortal realm had prolonged life spans, and the knowledge
and memory that the original body had cultivated for hundreds of years had



yet to fully pour in. The system’s various data fragments rushed in
frantically. Together with the countless garbled codes it tore the original
body’s memory into a chaotic mess, leaving Song Qingshi at a loss. It took
a long time before he managed to figure out his current situation.

This place was Golden Pheonix Mountain Manor, the most luxurious place
in the immortal realm, where rare and exotic animals were kept and where
there were countless handsome and beautiful concubines.

The lord of the manor, Jin Feiren, was also a great Nascent Soul cultivator.
He had a loose nature, was liberal with money and had friends among both
the proper cultivators and the devil cultivators. He was an illustrious
figure. Recently, he got a beauty that was especially to his liking. He
arranged for a banquet and invited all his friend who shared the same
interests to participate. It was said that he also had prepared many newly-
bought beauties to be presented as gifts resulting in guests coming in
droves.

The owner of the original body has always been cold, obsessed with
alchemy and was never one to touch men or women. His arrival on this
particular day was merely coincidental. Manor Lord Jin wanted to give him
some Ten Thousand Year Snow Ginseng in exchange for a batch of
medicinal pills. The original body had recently been lacking Snow Ginseng
for his medicine-making and so he agreed to the deal.

Because Snow Ginseng grew in the secret realm within the snowy
mountains of the Jin Family, if you wanted to get its best medicinal
properties, you needed to collect and preserve it with a special refining
method. The original body was here to personally harvest it and was just in
time for the feast of the lord of the manor. In order to build a friendship
with the original body, Manor Lord Jin invited him using every possible
way and expressed all different kinds of goodwill. Finally, he got the
original body to agree to attend tonight’s feast. Manor Lord Jin was thrilled
and even said that he would gift him with some high quality furnaces...

Then, Song Qingshi was sent by the system...

What’s a furnace?



Song Qingshi found all sorts of pill furnaces and treasure cauldrons within
the memory of the original body. That didn’t seem right. After all, Manor
Lord Jin was a sword cultivator and should not have any interest in
alchemy...

Song Qingshi wanted to ask the system for more information, but the
system seemed to have disappeared. The information he was sent was not
only lacking the novel’s plot but the character information was so disjointed
and incomplete, with garbled characters everywhere, that even the
protagonist shou’s introduction was missing. Song Qingshi drove himself
dizzy from going through it over and over before he found some
descriptions in the copywriting introduction: best figure, peerless beauty
shou Xooooo gong, secured by force or trickery, deep angsty love, oo, oo,
Oteaching. Aside from the copywriting there was also a phrase that he could
half make out: Banquet of Bean.

If this were someone who often read system novels, they would
immediately realize that this was a problematic state of affairs.

Song Qingshi, however, didn’t feel that there was anything wrong. He
believed that this was a test given by the system to assess his reasoning
ability and ability to handle matters. Song Qingshi was very accustomed to
being assessed. Usually whenever he and his teacher would begin a project
to develop a new drug, he often wouldn’t even have a single clue at hand.
They would need to experiment bit by bit and fumble their way around.
They would experience countless errors and difficulties to reach the final
answer and often times, this answer was not what they were hoping for.

Many pharmaceutical companies invest billions or even tens of billions to
research medicines. Scholars spend decades, until their hair turn gray, only
to fail clinical trials.

Therefore, every pharmaceutical researcher was a battle-hardened strong
man who has suffered defeat in many a battle and kept on fighting despite
continual setbacks.



This test set by Professor System was not difficult!

Scholar-Tyrnat Song showed not the slightest fear! He will definitely find
the correct answer! And live up to the teacher’s expectations of him!

Song Qingshi quickly grabbed the key points from the problem set. The
protagonist will appear at the Banquet of Beauties. Male, homosexual, with
peerless beauty and a superb figure, a pitiful character with a miserable
destiny. He needed to rescue the protagonist shou, give him the greatest
care, heal his physical and mental state and then help him find happiness
and joy!

During Song Qingshi’s time, respect for other’s sexual orientation was
written into the law and same-sex couples could get married.

He had once picked up a novel one of his rotten female classmates had
misplaced. It was called “His Evil Majesty’s Pampered Husband”. On the
cover was a handsome and domineering man garbed in ancient attire
holding a beautiful long-haired woman with a super flat chest. He didn’t
quite understand it and when he returned the book, curious, he asked about
it. His classmates then enlightened him about Danmei and told him that the
beauty on the cover was actually male. The beautiful one was a ‘shou’ and
the domineering one was a ‘gong’. Therefore, Song Qingshi was confident
that he would be able to clearly distinguish between this novel’s gong and
shou. Never was he going to be so off the mark as to rescue the protagonist
gong instead.

Now that he has determined his problem-solving reasoning and the
direction he was supposed to go, he only needed to wait for the Banquet of
Beauties to start the exam.

Song Qingshi’s spiritual sea gradually cleared. The soul and body merged
fully and turned nimble. He cautiously used his hands to prop himself to sit
up. And then, he took off his shoes, raised his feet, and tried to move toes
that had been stiff for many years. Each of white and round toes curled
happily. Song Qingshi shakily stood up. Using both hands and feet, he took
a few steps forward. Finally remembering how normal people walked, his
movements gradually changed from jerky to agile...



Beneath his feet was soft green grass and moist earth.

Beyond the trees was a small, calm river. Song Qingshi stepped into the
water and took a handful of cold river water to wash his face, confirming
that he was not in a dream.

Tears gushed out from extreme joy and the big fat drops fell one after the
other onto the palms of his hands. He couldn’t stop no matter how much he
wanted to. The surface of the river calmed down from the slight
disturbance, reflecting the youth’s figure.

Song Qingshi was surprised to find that the body given by the system was
very similar to his own during high school. He wasn’t very tall, his build
was comparatively thinner. He wore the attire of a Daoist immortal, layer
upon layer of snow-colored cloud patterned brocade wrapped tightly around
his body. A quick glance gave the illusion of a person too frail to bear the
weight of one’s clothes.

His fine hair was simply tied up, with some strands left hanging

outside. Probably related to immortal cultivation, his appearance was a bit
more refined than his original one, with cold white complexion and clear
eyes. Because his mind often wandered off to thoughts of research, he gave
off the impression of being endearingly silly and easy to push around
leading to many unlucky ghosts who believed the original body to be
harmless to become plant fertilizer or poison test subjects.

After Song Qingshi vented his emotions, he saw his reflection with eyes
rimmed red from crying. He was a little embarrassed and he hurriedly
lowered his head to fetch water and to wash away the tears on his face.
Suddenly, from behind him came the sound of tinkling bells and mockery.

“It’s useless to attempt suicide. It will only cause you pain for nothing. If
you feel unreconciled, you can try and sink down slowly to see if you can
succeed.”



Song Qingshi gave a little frightened jump. He turned around and saw the
most beautiful scenery he had ever seen.

Beneath trees full of peach blossoms, there was a beautiful young man
dressed in red, watching Song Qingshi crying stupidly for who knows how
long. The young man’s appearance was at its prime, like a picture scroll of
dense vibrant colors and dark black ink, depicting the world’s most
amorous beauty. He had skin like warm jade and the most beautiful of all
were those dark golden phoenix eyes under the crow-feather-like eyelashes.
He should have appeared like a noble and dignified phoenix in the heavens
were it not for the utterly gorgeous red teardrop mole below the corner of
his left eye that desecrated his nobleness; crushing his dignified air, causing
the phoenix to sink among humans. Dyed with the color of desire, it turned
into a feature that enchanted and seduced, creating an unbearable
temptation into people’s hearts.

His long hair was untied, hanging casually to his waist, the ends were
slightly curled. His feet were bare and he was only wearing a red garment
made of shark silk. The shark silk was as smooth and glossy as water,
clinging to his body and covering it all. With just a pull of that golden
ribbon around his waist, it would all drop down, revealing the favorite
scenery in every man’s dream.

Song Qingshi did not have any impure thoughts but because he was found
sniveling and crying, his social anxiety reared its head. After a long time of
trying to rouse his courage, he stumblingly said, “I, I was just...”

His hesitation turned to tacit approval in the eyes of the beauty in red.

Everywhere in the immortal realm were dangerous birds and beasts. All
cultivators were imbued with spiritual aura and keen senses. They could
easily detect the grass stirring in the wind around them. Even minor
cultivator in the Foundation Building stage wouldn’t miss the sound of
mortal footsteps tied with these bells, let alone a Nascent Soul cultivator. If
Nascent Soul cultivators let out a mental probe, even the movements of the
smallest insects on top of the mountain wouldn’t escape his notice. Except
for Song Qingshi, this newly-transmigrated strange little marvel who was a
stranger to both spiritual powers and worldly matters...



The beauty in red completely misunderstood and thought that Song Qingshi
was also a mortal. And in Golden Pheonix Manor there was only one use
for such a beautiful mortal. He asked to confirm, “A new slave?”

Song Qingshi looked up in surprise, wondering what he meant. He had
opened his mouth to ask but his eyes unintentionally fell on the body of the
beauty in red. He seemed to have some strange injuries. He couldn’t help
but curiously cast surreptitious glances, pondering what it could be.

The beauty in red noticed his curious look and grew unhappy. Malicious
intent grew within him but a very gentle smile appeared on his face. He
said, in a voice as though bestowing sincere blessing, “Don’t bother to look.
Soon, you too will have it.”

Song Qingshi was very sheltered before his transmigration. He had never
encountered malice and did not know how to discern sarcasm. Although he
thought this blessing was a bit strange, he still answered politely: “Thank
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you.

The beauty in red was choked by this answer. He was momentarily
dumbfounded. He looked Song Qingshi up and down, looking at him like
he was an idiot. He found that the person in front of him was clean and his
eyes were pure, never having experienced hellish devastation.

This discovery made him made him feel a thread of pity in his heart
tempered by suffering. He put away his sharp malice and whispered, “After
tonight, you will understand that death is a luxury.” He turned slightly
sideways, looking at the cool flowing water. He warned, “When I first came
here, I tried to commit suicide many times, but it was useless. We are slaves
who are branded with the Acacia Seal. Our mind and soul belong to the
master. As long as the master refuses to allow it, even our deaths are not our
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own...

The beauty in red was silent for a long time. He slowly stretched out his
hand and rubbed Song Qingshi’s hair, as soft as the down of a small animal.

Song Qingshi saw that there were several red marks from being tied up on
his pale wrists. He realized that this must be a pain that the other wouldn’t



be willing to be questioned about. And so he pushed down on his queries.

The beauty in red’s fingertips slid from Song Qingshi’s hair to his delicate
face, watching his naive expression. He paused slightly and then, as though
he couldn’t bear it, released him. He didn’t want to say any more. It was
useless to say anything before he personally experiences that endless,
limitless nightmare. Now, being able to keep one more moment of
innocence was one more moment of happiness. Finally, he sighed, “You
have very good looks but unfortunately the better you look as you grow, the
later you will be freed...”

Song Qingshi was puzzled: “What do you mean by ‘freed’?”

“You’ll know soon,” the beauty in red’s expression suddenly relaxed. He
glanced around carefully, then stretched out his index finger and lightly
tapped his lips. In a voice so soft, it could hardly be heard, he said
ambiguously, “Tonight I will be freed...”

The red-dressed beauty turned around with a smile and with a the sharp and
crisp ring of the bell, turned around to leave. His steps were a little unstable

and each step was strenuous, like a mermaid painfully walking on the tip of
a knife.

A pair of exquisite gold shackles were exposed around his beautiful ankles
underneath the red clothes. An exquisite bell hung on each of the shackles
which were connected by a slender golden chain. As he walked, the bells
shook, making a clear and sweet sound. He was like a tethered bird.

The golden chain dragged across the grass and a few drops of blood
dropped onto the green leaves.

Song Qingshi plucked up the courage, fighting down his social anxiety and
shouted to the beauty who was about to leave, “Are you...injured? I, I have
some medical skills...Do you need me to treat you?”

The beauty in red looked back. He looked at him for a few seconds and
couldn’t help but smile. This time the smile finally reached his eyes; like a
ray of golden sunlight breaking through the clouds, dazzlingly beautiful. He



shook his head towards Song Qingshi and gave him a sincere blessing, “I
wish you better luck tonight.”

He turned his head, and the sunlight in his eyes disappeared in a flash, as if
it had never existed. Only black clouds that wouldn’t retreat remained.

Having sunk into a nightmare for so many years, he has long learned not to
recall fondly the kindness of others and not to depend on the momentary
benevolence given in charity.

He walked alone, step by step alone without stopping, with these chains of
pain.



Translator’s Note: This chapter is quite painful. Here is a short summary for
readers who feel it would better prepare them to read the chapter.

Chapter 2: Problem Solving by Elimination

Scholar-Tyrant Song sat in the examination room, his back ramrod straight.
He had his head down in embarrassment and his mind was a complete
blank.

This question presented at the Banquet of Beauties was more terrifying than
Goldbach’s conjecture. At least he wouldn’t feel so flustered at being
quizzed by the professor on Goldbach’s conjecture.

The Langgan Terrace of Golden Phoenix Manor was a display of wanton
extravagance. There were countless beautiful celestial youths and maidens,
dancing in all directions. Guests arrived one after another with beauties in
hand. There were impetuous laughter and jumbled obscene language
everywhere.

Song Qingshi silently recited his lessons on topics such as the human body
structure, physiological hygiene and mouse breeding before finally
recovering the calm of a talented medical student. Thinking about the tragic
wipe out of the lab mice he had painstakingly bred for three years, he
instantly felt nothing of the spectacle before him.

There were two kinds of sacred fires in the original body. One was the Red
Lotus Fire for refining pills and the other was the Underworld Ghost Fire
for killing people.

Song Qingshi assumed an expression that could drive other people
thousands of miles distant. He released the Underworld Ghost Fire onto the
palms of his hands, letting the flames continuously jump around his
fingertips, changing into all sorts of different shapes.

Fen Shen and He Ti ancestors were the greatest treasures of every sects and
they did not easily involve themselves in secular affairs. Nascent Soul
cultivators were then all big shots that walked about wantonly in the



immortal realm. Moreover, the path of cultivation was dangerous; no one
could say for certain that they would not need the help of a god-level doctor
to save their life. As a result, neither proper cultivators nor devil cultivators
dared to rashly offend the Medicine King Xianzun, let alone pay any mind
to his eccentric character.

The cultivators saw the Underworld Ghost Fire. Knowing that he was in a
bad mood, they all kept well away. Even the maids and servants did not
dare to approach, lest they carelessly provoke the honorable lord and be set
ablaze by that murderous fire.

Song Qingshi successfully managed to carve out a large area of peace and
quiet around him. He cut off all thoughts the other cultivators might have
had of sucking up to him. He then released the powerful mental probe of a
Nascent Soul cultivator and quickly enveloped all the beauties at the
banquet, looking carefully, trying to find the protagonist shou among them.

However, Yang Yuhuan was plump while Zhao Feiyan was slender; each
beautiful woman was beautiful in her own way. Everyone had different
standards of beauty. Song Qingshi was the unreliable sort and his eyes were
quickly dazzled. He felt that all of them at the Banquet were beautiful. Even
the maid who poured water was lithe and graceful. She was more beautiful
than the stars on TV. He simply couldn’t tell who was a cut above the rest.

But this stubborn scholar will never admit defeat!

Song Qingshi tried to use the elimination method to solve the problem.
First, make sure that the protagonist was a man, exclude all the female
beauties at the Banquet. Then he must list the key observations, make bold
verification and careful assumptions and one by one remove the beauties
that do not meet the standards.

The twin brothers brought by the Sect Master of the Blood Demon Sect
were extremely beautiful. Tender-bodied, warm and fragrant, passionately
devoted, they were just like twin lotus flowers on one stalk.

There can’t be two protagonist shous. Cross out.



The young man brought by immortal elder of the Longhu Sect was also
super cute. He was childlike and adorable. He had his arms around the
immortal elder and acted like a spoiled child. The immortal elder doted on
him very much and obeyed his every wish, even hand feeding him fruit. He
kept calling him ‘baby’ and ‘darling’.

The protagonist shou suffered a miserable fate. Cross out.

The foreign monk from the northern continent used black iron chains to
lead along a handsome man covered in wounds. He staggered along,
seeming to follow the monk obediently. But underneath, he exuded an
unyielding aura, like an eagle with both wings bound but still wanting to
break free and fly away.

The protagonist shou was regarded as a beauty, so he wouldn’t be that
strong-willed and unyielding. Cross out.

As the night grew deeper, the music at Banquet of Beauties had long been
replaced by the sounds of debauchery. Many people have left the table with
beauties in tow. The scenes became more and more unbearable.

Song Qingshi did not want to peep into other people’s private affairs, for
fear of seeing something dirty and getting an eye stye. He narrowed the
scope of his mental probe and limited it to only within the banquet. He then
heard the foreign monk show off the man he had brought with him to the
young master of the Hidden Moon Sect, “He was even a general in the
mortal world. After he was defeated and captured, he was sold to me. He is
proud and unyielding and would not comply even at the threat of death.
Playing with him is particularly exciting.”

The young master of the Hidden Moon Sect introduced a soft and
coquettish young man. He said with a smile, “A proud person has its own
flavor and well-behaved has its own as well. Should we exchange and give
it a try?”



The foreign monk hesitated and the Young Master of the Hidden Moon Sect
directed a meaningful look towards the young slave.

The charming young man immediately snuggled up against the monk’s
chest and coquettishly implored, “I actually love a strong body like
master’s. Please bestow love upon this slave, master.”

Fan Seng was aroused by the youth’s sweet and lewd words. He readily
threw the chain in his hand to the Hidden Moon Sect’s young master and
took the young man to the side hall. The Young Master of the Hidden Moon
Sect pulled the chain fiercely and dragged the gray-faced man toward the
secluded part of the garden.

There were many scenes like this during the banquet and no one spared any
pity for these tragic beauties.

Song Qingshi had already learned from the memory of the original body
that the spiritual energy of the mortal realm was thin. The life span of
mortals was short and the occasionally spiritual roots were extremely weak.
Being able to reach Foundation Building stage was already akin to
ascending the summit. There were some benevolent immortals who would
accept mortals as disciples and give them the opportunity to ascend to
immortality. Ten thousand years ago, there was a mortal named Mo Yuan
who was extremely talented. Relying on his sword skills for cultivation, he
managed to reach the Nascent Soul stage. He created a peerless sword
technique enough to rival a Fen Shen Elder. He thus became known as the
Sword Sovereign.

But the path of immortality was to fight against the Heavens. Each step was
difficult, to meet with calamity and failure was a common occurrence.
Killing someone to rob them of their treasures occurred from time to time.
It was difficult to restrain their behavior with morality and ethics.

Weakness was the original sin. Mortals were like mole crickets and ants,
allowing the cultivators of the immortal world to have the power over their
life and death, playing with them recklessly.



Even if Sword Sovereign Mo Yuan decided to take care of them, he could
only lay down rules among the famous and righteous sects of the immortal
realm. He managed to secure that mortals who have successfully reached
Foundation Building stage could no longer be used as slaves and
playthings. But demon sects and demon cultivators never cared about the
rules. Not to mention the mortal cultivators, even cultivators in the
immortal realm would suffer a terrible fate should they fall into their hands.
Their evildoings were too many there simply weren't enough bamboo slats.
there were too numerous to tell.

Golden Phoenix Mountain Manor was regarded as a famous and illustrious
sect in the immortal realm and all the cultivation furnaces within the manor
were of mortal origin who had been purchased.

So while Song Qingshi found the things happening here to be utterly
intolerable, he couldn’t interfere. He was a little grateful that the identity
that the system had arranged for him was not that of a mortal’s, otherwise
he wouldn’t be able to survive two chapters, let along save the protagonist
shou.

Fortunately, it was just a virtual world...

Novels were works of the devil and textbooks were the righteous path of the
world! It was only right that the professor confiscated his Senior sister’s
novels in class! If he ever becomes a professor, he will not allow his
students to read novels! So as to avoid having their Three Views poisoned!

Song Qingshi lamented silently.

Suddenly, a swearing voice came from the garden. It was the Hidden Moon
Sect’s young master who dragged in the stubborn man’s corpse and
returning with a disappointed face. The man’s shirt was torn open, revealing
his body riddled with scars. He had used a silver chopstick stolen from the
banquet to pierce his throat severely and kill himself.

The silver chopsticks were very blunt. It must have been extremely difficult
to use it to commit suicide. It wouldn’t have pierced through without
exhausting all his strength. It clearly displayed his determination.



When everyone at the banquet saw this, they made fun of the Hidden Moon
Sect’s young master, joking that he couldn’t even look after a mortal.

After hearing the disturbance, the monk abandoned the charming young
man and hurried back from the side hall. He saw that the person he had
brought was dead, he scowled and his eyes turned cold, his face was full of
anger. The young master of the Hidden Moon Sect was even angrier than he
was. He turned the dead man over, revealing a back covered with lashes. He
questioned the monk, “Why didn’t you place an Acacia Seal on this little
slave of yours? You actually just let him commit suicide and die?”

The foreign monk was stunned by his question. “What’s an Acacia Seal?
Some new toy of yours in the Central continent?”

Seeing that he was completely ignorant of this, the other cultivators
couldn’t help but mumble how the Northern continent was a truly
uncivilized place. They didn’t even know what an Acacia Seal was, this
thing that was known in every corner of the world. The foreign monk was
completely perplexed by their mutterings. The young master of the Hidden
Moon Sect though had already vented his anger. He pulled the monk over
and hating iron for not becoming steel, narrated the wonders of the Acacia
Seal: “The Acacia Seal was a method created by Huanxi Xianzun. The
master can brand it on the back of a cultivation furnace and control of the
furnace’s body and soul transfers into the hands of the master, allowing for
manipulation at the master’s convenience. No need for orders and they
cannot die without permission.”

Song Qingshi had found important information. He quickly concentrated
his mental probe and listened carefully.

The young master of the Hidden Moon Sect took out a red bead from his
space bag. He suddenly had an idea. He turned the bead in his hand. The
charming young man who was standing next to the monk immediately knelt
down and barked like a dog.

The monk waved his hand and said with disdain, “The occasional taste of
this kind of obedience is good enough. If I raised them like this, I’d get tired
of playing with them after a few days.”



“There’s a lot of uses to it. You wouldn’t know until you’ve used it for
yourself. This young master can’t list them all.” The Hidden Sect’s young
master withdrew the spiritual thought he had imposed on the bead. The
young man laying on the ground, stood up. He had long become used to
being disgraced in front of a crowd and after a momentary reddening of his
face, he cast away his sense of shame and stood next to his master with his
head down.

Seeing that the monk still didn’t understand, the young master educated him
patiently: “The most important thing is that unless you allow the cultivation
furnace to die, the furnace will never be able to go against your wishes and
die. Wouldn’t it have been more amusing if you had branded your little
slave with the Acacia Seal and once he’s unable to commit suicide, you then
take your time to grind down that pride of his?”

The monk had an epiphany. He nodded repeatedly and agreed with him.

The young master erased his spiritual thoughts from the cultivation
furnace’s bead in his hand and threw it to the foreign monk. He said
graciously, “Since this young master has killed your beauty, then let me
compensate you for your loss. Take this with you and study for yourself the
wonders of the Acacia Seal. I can guarantee that you will want one for
yourself.”

The monk was overjoyed and continued to praise, “The people of the
Central continent are indeed bold. This Black Vulture has made you a
friend!”

The charming young man’s face instantly turned pale. He looked
desperately at his original owner as though wishing to speak, as though he
wanted to beg. But in the end he didn’t say anything and went with the
monk in tears.

The jewels have been corrupted. The bright red hairpin was now like a
broken piece of jade.

This extravagant banquet finally reached its climax.



The disciples of Golden Phoenix Mountain Manor covered the luminous
beads above the hall and let the darkness envelop the entire Langgan
Terrace.

The guests raised their heads in astonishment. They saw fireworks from
several spells flash across the darkness, blooming in the air in a rich display
of lights and color, turning into a golden phoenix, dancing lightly and
gracefully, announcing that the performances for the banquet was about to
begin. Jin Feiren raised his wine glass and invite guests to admire it with
him.

Song Qingshi marveled at the beauty of the Phoenix Dance and remained
looking up for a long while. Afterwards, he discovered that a young man in
white clothes had appeared beside Jin Feiren. The young man had very
clean and delicate looks, like green bamboo within the mountains, a bright
moon in the sky. A layer of cold frost covered in his features, as he kept his
head hung low. He had fine black hair falling down like a waterfall, tied
back with a ribbon. He had no other adornment on his entire body and yet
he very easily caught the eyes of everyone, causing their looks to linger.

The tall and handsome Manor Lord held a smile as he gently scratched the
hollow of the young man’s palm. In a gentle and soft voice, he praised his
treasure, coaxing him to smile.

The young man turned his head away. Despite being coaxed and teased, he
refused to even look at the other.

Jin Feiren twisted his head forcefully. With one hand, he clamped both of
the youth’s hands behind his back and forcibly embraced him. He carefully
kissed his forehead, the bridge of his nose...and then he repeatedly bit
down on his lips, as though he wanted to swallow him into his stomach. The
youth struggled while bearing with the pain. Jin Feiren smiled and let him
go. He leaned in close to the youth’s ear and asked softlym “Do you want to
be taught the rules again?”

The young man froze for a moment. He stopped struggling and sat
obediently into Jin Feiren’s arms.



Was this the protagonist?

Song Qingshi secretly watched for a long time and finally suppressed his
instinctual social fear and prepared to speak when Ling Bao Xianzun, who
had a close relationship with Jin Feiren, walked over and asked with a
smile, “Is this the Manor Lord’s new treasure? A pure Yin constitution,
single water-type spiritual root? Would you consider letting me have a taste
tonight?”

Jin Feiren glanced at the embarrassed and indignant expression of the youth
in his arms. He squeezed him and refused with a smile, “Although he is a
plaything, he does suit my tastes. I cannot hand him over as a present. Later,
I will send my friends some top-quality products, all of them newly branded
beauties with superb constitutions and very clean.”

Ling Bao Xianzun gave the youth a careful, measuring look. “This furnace
of yours is still a virgin?”

Jin Feiren said, “I do not wish to treat him as an ordinary furnace.”

Tonight, Song Qingshi has amended his knowledge with a lifetime’s worth
of obscene language. He now understood everything that should be
understood and even those that shouldn’t be understood. He now
understood clearly what they meant by a furnace.

He watched Jin Feiren personally pouring wine for the young man during
the banquet and he was a little unsure whether this was the protagonist or
not. Although the boy in white seemed to be more attractive than the other
beauties present, the system has explained that the protagonist needed to be
rescued because of a miserable fate. Right now, Jin Feiren was very fond of
the boy. Every beauty in the Banquet of Beauties was many times more
miserable than him.

Song Qingshi began to fret as he considered this problem...

At this time, the phoenix in the air had finished dancing and fell amongst
the guests in a shower of light.



The light faded away and a huge, golden, ornately carved bird frame
appeared on Langgan Terrace. On the bird frame sat a beauty lovely enough
to cause the fall of a city.

The gold fetters inlaid with jewels encircled his pure white ankles. They
were tied to both sides of the bird frame with long thin golden chains. His
upper body was covered with almost transparent gauze, making faintly
visible the magnificent scenery decorated with gold and jewels underneath.
On his lower body was a long skirt made of golden red feathers in the shape
of phoenix tail feathers. His slightly swept up long hair hung down loosely,
with pearls like mermaid’s tears adorning it. The enchanting Acacia Seal on
his back was hidden by his long hair. As his hair swayed with the wind, it
became faintly discernable. He was as beautiful as a phoenix with its rich
colors; the human world’s peony of riches and honor.

He held a jade flute in his hand. His thin lips were slightly open, creating a
naturally enchanting appearance. The dark golden phoenix eyes seemed to
be smiling yet not at the same time. He looked around and then greeted the
audience. The small red tear-shaped mole at the corner of his eye made
everyone feel unbearably tempted. Song Qingshi sat up straight and he
recognized this as the beauty in red that he had seen by the river bank.

When the beauty in red glanced over at Song Qingshi, his eyes stayed on
him for a while and then slid over him as though he didn’t recognize him.

Song Qingshi looked to his left where there was the young man in white
clothes, who looked like a clear and bright pearl and then he looked to the
right, at the beauty in red, who looked like a peony in its flourishing age.
He panicked. He could not tell who was more beautiful and more like the
protagonist!

The exam question of Professor System was too tough...

Was Scholar-Tyrant Song about to fail this course?



Translator’s note: Nothing graphic but in this chapter we are shown how the
slave trader tricked Yue Wuhuan (the beauty in red). Here are the broad
details.

Chapter 3: Born without Tears

The red-dressed beauty lightly opened his vermilion lips and blew into the
jade flute. The sound of the flute was full of lingering affection, softly
touching at hearts, as though inviting all the listeners to enter the red curtain
and share in the beautiful scenery.

Song Qingshi’s mother was an internationally renowned pianist. Under her
influence, music has become Song Qingshi’s only hobby outside of
school. In the last days of Song Qingshi’s life, all his body functions had
been lost but his consciousness had been exceptionally clear.

His mother invested heavily in installing top-notch audio equipment in his
ward to play music nonstop. She also used her connections to ask top
musicians in various fields to give him a small concert every day.

Music rescued him from the brink of despair and soothed his heart. During
this special time, Song Qingshi became particularly sensitive to the
emotions in music. He could hear the gentleness of the performer in the
impassioned piano music and he could also find the hidden encouragement
in the sad and sorrowful guzheng music...

Now, he actually heard the familiar struggle and despair in the lingering and
passionate sound of the flute.

Song Qingshi finally raised his head, staring at the brilliant phoenix in a
daze. He could no longer look away.

Jin Feiren found that a beauty had finally caught Song Qingshi’s interest
and was overjoyed. “Song Xianzun is interested in this slave? His name is
Yue Wuhuan, naturally seductive, a rare best quality single wood-type
spiritual root. It makes him very resilient to being tossed about in bed. The
more you torment him, the more unrestrained he becomes. There is no one



who has tried him that hasn’t praised him. Would Xianzun like to have a
taste?”

Song Qingshi’s ears reddened because of his explicit suggestion. He quickly
retracted his gaze and said hoarsely, “No.”

“Medicine King Xianzun is preserving his purity and has no love for these
things. Don’t force your friends,” Ling Bao Xianzun came over. He pointed
to Yue Wuhuan and sighed, “I remember that this is the best product sold by
Xie Que? In this immortal realm, he is still the best when it comes to raising
beauties. Each is more flavorful than the other. Alas, it’s my good friend
who has a good relationship with him. Any kind of good merchandise will
be sold to you first.”

Jin Feiren waved his hand and said, “You flatter me. Its with thirty hu of
mermaid pearls that he has a good relationship with.”

Ling Bao Xianzun laughed, “If money could be used in this world to create
friendships, my good friend would have the most friends in the world.
Come, come, let me share a toast with my good friend and congratulate him
on his wind and moon.”

Jin Feiren also laughed. He ordered the young man in his arms to fill a glass
of wine and drink with Ling Bao Xianzun.

Ling Bao Xianzun had drunk quite a lot and was already tipsy. He leaned
against the table and listened to the flute music. He sighed, “I remember
when this beauty first entered your gates. He was unwilling to accompany
guests even under the control of the Acacia Seal. It was quite enjoyable to
have a taste of that. But now he has become so promiscuous. It has changed
to a different special flavor. I can see that your methods are brilliant, my
good friend.”

Jin Feiren shook his head: “It’s a pity that this beauty won’t cry no matter
how much he is tossed about. He was born without tears and he’s a little
less of a delight because of it.”



Song Qingshi heard a professional problem and couldn’t help answering,
“Being born without tears may be indicative of a problem with the lacrimal
secretion system.”

Jin Feiren was momentarily struck dumb. He had every intention of
building a friendship with Song Qingshi but he couldn’t carry on a
conversation about his medical obsessions. He had could only laugh
awkwardly and switch the topic, “Don’t let this beauty’s debauchery fool
you. Back then, in the mortal realm, he too was an honorable and high-
ranking prince. When he was eight years old, Xie Que discovered that he
had excellent aptitude when he was looking for beauties in the mortal
world. He showed his supernatural powers and presented the emperor with
a pill for prolonging life. He praised his son as having spiritual roots and
wanted to accept him as a disciple. The old emperor was so overjoyed that
he happily handed his son to the immortal elder. That Xie Que is also very
ingenious. He does seriously accept mortals with spiritual roots as disciples
and coaxes them to trust him. He then tricks them into voluntarily signing
the spiritual contract into slavery. He teaches them superficial cultivation
methods and when their appearance reaches its peak, he brands them with
the Acacia Seal, keeping them always at their most suitable time for
picking. He then sells them off to the brothels to serve on their beds.”

“Although everyone knows that he is taking advantage of the loopholes,
they all turn a blind eye to it and acquiesced to this method of trafficking in
slaves. ”

The Yanshou pill can only be taken once to extend one’s life to 100 years.

Cultivators who’ve reached the Foundation Building stage can live up to at
least three hundred years. They had no use for this trifling plaything. Most
of these were bought to be used by mortal servants. The price was very
cheap, worth only two of the lowest-grade spirit stones. Such huge profits
have continuously sustained cultivators who trafficked in slaves. But none
of them could raise slaves as well was Xie Que.

Song Qingshi was surprised to find in his memory that the original body
had encountered Xie Que before..



That spring, the original body was doing a closed-door study on a new
method to create pills when Xie Que came to seek medical treatment for a
comatose child. The child was a mortal, about eleven or twelve years old,
with a rarely seen pure yang constitution and a wood-type spiritual root.
Moreover, he had already reached the third rank. He had exceptional talent
and was even better than some of the wastes descended from some of the
immortal families. Xie Que said that it was his new disciple, who he had
recruited more than three years ago. When he went to the mountains to
practice, he was bitten by a Devil Mask Snake. Devil Mask Snakes were not
extremely poisonous, but they will dye the poisoned person’s face in all
sorts of color, akin to having them wear a comic mask.

The original body originally did not treat mortals. But Xie Que was crying
and begging, saying that this was his most important disciple and that he
was willing to pay a high price to save him. The original body was in a
good mood at the time and he was vexed by all his crying. Moreover, it was
easy to detoxify the poison of the Devil Mask Snake. And so, he finally
relented. He ordered a servant to give him two detoxification pills and
forbade him from crying again.

Xie Que stayed by his disciple’s bed and took care of him for three whole
days. His disciple woke up from the coma, there was no longer any serious
hindrance to his health but it took time for the marks on his face to fade
away. Xie Que was still worried, afraid that there was still some lingering
poison and so they stayed at the Medicine King’s Valley for half a month
and waited until the disciple’s face completely recovered.

During that period, the peach blossoms in the medicine garden bloomed
like a red brocade over the sky. When the original body encounter a
problem refining medicine, he often sat on a high place and looked at the
peach blossom to think. Every time, the original body would see a small
figure under the peach blossoms practicing swordsmanship. He practiced in
the morning, noon, and evening, as if it had turned to living in symbiosis
with the peach blossoms.

Mortals who embark on the path of cultivation were like fish leaping over a
dragon gate. There were innumerable hazards and hardships and very few
make it through.



Xie Que was always by his side, with a worried expression on his face. If he
wasn’t worrying that the sword would slip out of his hand, then he was
worrying that he might exhaust himself and harm his body. The two
quarreled several times because of this. On a whim, the original body sent
out a mental probe to investigate. He heard the child say to Xie Que:

“Shifu, although mortals are not as good as immortals, my father has taught
me that the Heavens rewards the diligent and that diligence cures
clumsiness. So I have to redouble my efforts and never waste time.”

“What you said makes sense,” Xie Que conceded with a bitter face and
tried to persuade him, “Your injury is still not healed, ’'m afraid you would
hurt your body. And... why must you practice swords? My Yanshan Sect
follows the Way of Music. Would it be better for you to learn to play the
flute or the guqin or something?”

“The Way of Music that master taught me is very good,” the child scratched
his head embarrassedly, “but I like swords. I want to be like Mo Yuan
Jianzun. Shifu, don’t worry, I know all the songs you taught me. I’ve
practiced them so that I’m even better than the senior brothers and sisters. It
definitely won’t get in the way of my practice.”

Xie Que has no choice but to say: “I will find you the right ice silk gloves
later. You must wear them when you practice swords. At night, you must
soak your hands in lotion to soften your hands. There must be no calluses so
as not to affect your subsequent practices...”

The child cheered and was in high spirits. “Shifu, you are so kind.”

“Don’t get hurt,” Xie Que knocked lightly on his forehead and grumbled,
“You naughty little demon. You’ve given your master a really bad scare.
From now on, you will stay within the sect to practice and you are no
longer allowed to go to the back mountains to play. You’re also not allowed
to practice without rest like this or else you’ll ruin your eyes.”

The child agreed to each of his rules.

Xie Que leaned over, rubbed his head lightly, and sighed, “You don’t know
how much Shifu values you...”



“I know,” the child raised his head and said earnestly: “I know that the
immortal realm looks down on mortals cultivating and even looks down on
Shifu who only accepts mortals as disciples. I don’t want cause shame to
Shifu, so I must cultivate a Golden Core to prove to everyone that Shifu’s
vision was right!”

Xie Que looked at his face quietly, his eyes dark and gloomy and difficult to
recognize.

The child pulled at Xie Que’s sleeves, turned his eyes away and said
embarrassedly, “Wuhuan likes Shifu the most!”

Xie Que stretched out his fingertips and stroked the child’s face that was
dyed with all sorts of colors. He looked carefully, and finally stopped
reluctantly on the small red mole under his left eye. The mole was
dazzlingly beautiful. He was silent for a long time and then showed a very
kind smile. “Shifu also likes you the most.”



Translator’s note: Since this chapter is quite painful, here is a short
summary.

Chapter 4: Breaking Out of Hell

The child with the red tear-shaped mole in Song Qingshi’s memory and the
peerless beauty on the golden bird frame finally overlapped.

A busybody, overhearing their conversation, clapped his hands and laughed.
“Xie Que is really wicked. It must have been a sight to behold when the
little disciple discovered the truth.”

Since Jin Feiren started his cultivation, he has received countless beauties,
but the memory of when Yue Wuhuan entered his gates still placed him in
an exuberant mood. “That day was my eight hundredth birthday. There
were countless well-wishers, so I arranged a feast on this Langgan stage and
invited all my friends to celebrate together. Xie Que also came with
Wuhuan. It seems that he had told Wuhuan that he was going to send him to
Golden Phoenix Manor to learn swordsmanship. Wuhuan was overjoyed.
Until Xie Que took out the spirit bead at the banquet and asked me to
inspect the slave. His incredulous expression was so cute...”

Jin Feiren casually messed up the long hair of the boy in white, forcing him
to look at the beauty on the golden bird frame. He then began to recount the
past for everyone.

At that time, Yue Wuhuan had just grown up. He was wearing the Yuelan
clothes that immortal sect disciples liked. He wore a sword on his waist. His
hair was tied with a simple white jade crown. He had a clean scent, delicate
features and bright phoenix eyes. His bearing was dignified, as though he
were not of mortal origin, but like the young son of an immortal family.

He earnestly saluted the immortals at the banquet and then told Jin Feiren
expectantly that he was already in the middle stage of Foundation Building
and that he would work hard to learn swordsmanship at Golden Phoenix
Villa in the future and live up to Shifu’s expectations and become like Mo
Yuan, the powerful sword cultivator. At that time, everyone laughed, an



ambiguous tone tainting their laughter. Yue Wuhuan realized that there was
something wrong in their laughter and wanted to retreat. Jin Feiren had
already walked down, pulled up his hand, looked carefully and laughed,
“Such a beautiful hand is not suitable for sword practice. It’s much more
suitable for serving people.”

Yue Wuhuan’s face turned pale, and desperately retracted his hands.

Jin Feiren let go and smiled, “Elder Xie, since you have brought good
goods, you must let me inspect the goods.”

The people at the table also clamored and asked for an inspection on the
spot.

Yue Wuhuan watched as his master took out a red bead, passed a spirit
thought to it and he lost control of his body. He desperately tried to stop his
trembling hands from reaching to his waist and throwing away his most
cherished long sword like garbage. Then, the belt fell, the Yuelan clothes
was shed layer by layer. His dignity was exposed for everyone to take in at
a glance. What little vain hope he had was crushed to dust.

The sounds of the banquet stopped and all eyes were staring at the beautiful
scenery.

Jin Feiren himself couldn’t help but straighten up.

Yue Wuhuan struggled against the control on his spirit, wishing to die right
then and there. He looked at his shifu in pain, wriggling his beautiful lips,

silently begging. Xie Que finally walked towards him and gently stretched
out his hand, like the way he had touched his head every day to praise him.

Xie Que gently pulled off his white jade crown.

The white jade crown fell to the ground and broke to pieces. The long,
slightly curled hair spreads down to his waist like a waterfall, covering the
enchanting Acacia Seal on his white back. The despair and helplessness in
the dark golden phoenix eyes were enough to arouse thoughts of wreaking
havoc. The red tear-shaped mole made their hearts itch and the originally



beautiful teenager is turned into a rarity designed to seize and ensnare the
soul.

Yue Wuhuan struggled, lowering his head to try and hide his embarrassment
into the darkness.

Xie Que grabbed Yue Wuhuan’s long hair and pulled it back fiercely,
forcing the young man already dying from shame to raise his head, so that
everyone could see his devastating beauty.

He smiled and said, “My vision is never wrong.”

The sound of the flute turned more melodious and moving and in the depths
of that melodious sound, the sadness grew deeper.

Song Qingshi’s throat stiffened due to sadness. He was a little out of breath.
He gradually understood the meaning of the words the Yue Wuhuan had
said by the riverbank. It was like he could see himself from the past when
he was locked within the prison of his own body. He shouted every day, but
no one could hear his cry for help.

He didn’t want to think anymore. He already had the answer in his mind.

What he wanted was to save this beautiful bird with scars strung together
like beads.

Song Qingshi began to think frantically about how he could naturally bring
Yue Wuhuan away.

The song finished. The flute stopped and the lingering music curled away
into the wind.

The guests had long been tantalized until their hearts were burning. Some
had even made fools of themselves.

Jin Feiren got up and announced boldly, “This is a toy that Golden Phoenix
Manor has prepared to give to all our Immortal friends tonight. Please



enjoy.”

Song Qingshi was startled and looked up worriedly. Yue Wuhuan only
raised his eyebrows as though he were already used to such a scene. He
indifferently cast a wink at the immortal elder beside him. His beautiful
calves stretched out under the feather skirt, shaking the bells on the golden
shackles on his feet. He swayed lightly in front of everyone, as if inviting
them to taste.

The Hidden Moon Sect’s young master looked at him, heart aflame. He
raised his hand to grab his foot, wanting to tear off the feather skirt and drag
him to the side to play with.

Suddenly, there were shouts from outside the hall. The maids and servants
fled one after another and a demon tiger charged in. Its eyes were bright
red. It trained its eyes on Yue Wuhuan and kept growling lowly, as if it had
seen delicious prey. The expression in Yue Wuhuan’s eyes began to slacken
like he’d been drugged and had forgotten what fear was. He actually walked
towards demon tiger step by step, seeming not to know what it was...

Ling Bao Xianzun said in shock, “This is the show my good friend has
arranged for tonight? What style!”

The guests were full of drunken spirit. They felt that this was extremely
exciting and let out loud cheers.

The boy in white finally couldn’t help standing up, pushing Jin Feiren away.
He shouted, “Stop! Don’t do this! This kind of thing...is too much!”

Jin Feiren was a little puzzled. He had arranged for a show tonight where
the demon tiger would hunt and kill slaves, but only ordinary slaves were to
be used. How could he be willing to use such an outstanding beauty as Yue
Wuhuan? But now, the atmosphere created by the guests was too strong.
Yue Wuhuan was also very sensible and knew how to behave in such a
delicate situation. He could not disappoint his guests. Moreover, he felt that
the youth’s censure had made him lose face. And so, he sneered, “Why not?
You just have to open your eyes wide and take a good look. If you dare to
disobey me, I will let you have a taste of such a trick yourself.”



The white-clothed boy’s face turned pale. He opened his mouth but dared
not make any more sound.

Seeing him approaching, the demon tiger became even crazier and lost all
its intelligence. He grabbed Yue Wuhuan’s shoulder and bit down. Yue
Wuhuan’s shoulder was torn open with a big, bloody hole. He finally woke
up from the confusion and drew back. The demon tiger would not let him
go and continued to grab and bite, tearing up the prey before its eyes that
wanted to escape.

Song Qingshi finally found a suitable attacking spell from the memory of
the original body. He turned the Underworld Ghost Fire into a needle as
thin and fine as cattle hair and shot it at the demon tiger’s body. The demon
tiger raised his head and roared.

Fortunately, the poison of the Underworld Ghost Fire quickly spread
throughout the demon tiger’s body. The demon tiger stiffened instantly and
fell over. After a while, it turned into a boiling corpse and disappeared.

Song Qingshi got up, walked towards Yue Wuhuan who was lying in a pool
of blood and quickly sealed the wound. He stabbed a few of his
acupuncture points for first aid to stop the bleeding.

Yue Wuhuan was trembling with pain. He kept panting, his beautiful face
was covered with blood. He looked like a ferocious ghost. The eyes that
were looking at Song Qingshi held no joy at being rescued, only deep
resentment and despair. Finally, before he fell into a coma, he said in a soft
voice that was almost inaudible, “I was blind...”

Song Qingshi put a spirit pill in his mouth to keep his heart beating.

Jin Feiren came over and said, displeased, “Song Xianzun, why did you kill
my demon tiger?”

This demon tiger was his heart’s treasure, bestowed with human intellect
and capable of protecting its master. It was much more valuable than a slave
he had grown tired of playing with.



Song Qingshi recalled the original body’s usual tone and said coldly, “I
want him.”

Jin Feiren put on a forced smile and said, “It can’t be because Xianzun was
moved by this dirty thing?”

Song Qingshi replied, “I wish to use him to test medicine.”

He wanted to use Yue Wuhuan to try various miraculous medicines to
restore his body to the same it was before!

Song Qingshi deliberately misled him and Jin Feiran completely fell for it.
The benefit of a wood-type spiritual root was that it bestowed the body with
naturally strong recovery ability. It was a good choice for medicine refiners.
The Medicine King’s demeanor was like that of an Immortal soaring in the
sky. It was hard to guess his thoughts. Since the demon tiger was already
dead, there was no point in pursuing the matter. It was much better to take
this opportunity to have Song Qingshi owe him a favor.

Song Qingshi took out a bottle of immortal pills that he had refined from
the mustard bag. Without even counting how much was in it, he directly
handed it to Jin Feiren as compensation. Refining pills was very good for
practice for cultivators. It’s just that the materials were very precious and
the output was scarce. Pills refined by the Medicine King himself was
priceless. Giving it as compensation for a demon tiger and a slave he’d
grown tired of playing with, who was half-dead and uncertain of being
saved...this was a very sincere offer...

Song Qingshi was afraid that he would refuse to consent so he thought
about it and then said, “This tiger has been drugged. It’s viciousness has
erupted and it has turned deranged. It could not be allowed to stay.”

Jin Feiren hurried down the steps with him. He erased his spirit thoughts
from Wuhuan’s bead and handed it to Song Qingshi. He thanked him for his
timely discovery and disposal of the demon tiger thus preventing the guests
at the banquet from getting hurt. He promised to order someone to
investigate the incident of the demon tiger’s drugging.



Song Qingshi courteously bid farewell to Manor Lord Jin and rejected his
enthusiastic offer to gift him with some beauties.

He personally picked up Yue Wuhuan, who was seriously injured and
unconscious and stepped out of this hell of jade steps and carved railings.

In hell, there were still many souls that could not escape...
Behind him, the sound of wanton laughter faded away.

The blood stains on Yue Wuhuan’s face had already been wiped away. His
eyelashes, like crow wings were closed tightly, trembling slightly, fragile
and beautiful.

When Song Qingshi looked at him, his heart gradually turned firmer.
He suddenly remembered the story his mother told when he was a child:

There were thousands upon thousands of fish dragged in by the tide, dying
in the shallow water puddles of the beach.

He had no way to save all the fish. He could only release this dying fish in
his hand back to the freedom of the vast sea.

“Because it matters to this fish.”

Translator’s note: The Story of the Boy and the Fishes on the Beach

The story goes that a man is taking a walk by the beach after a huge storm.
The storm had left many fishes stranded in little pools on the beach and
soon, these pools will dry up and the fishes will die. He sees a little boy
crouching beside one of the pools, throwing the fishes back into the sea.

He asks the boy, “There are thousands of fishes. You won’t be able to save
them all.”

The boys replies, “I know.”

The man asks again, “So why do 1t? Who would care?”



b

The boy then says as he throws a fish into the sea, “Because this fish cares.’
And as he throws the other fishes back, “And this fish, and this fish...”

-The End-

It’s a touching story and most readers believe that the lesson is that you are
supposed to keep trying even if your efforts cannot live up to the ideal. I
think it also means that you’re supposed to help as much as you can
because your efforts mean a lot to those you do help.



Chapter 5: Wrong Answers

Readers who’ve read transmigration, quick transmigration or system stories
know that if the fate of the character in the story is to be changed, it should
be prevented before the character’s tragic fate has occurred. However, Song
Qingshi had interpreted the problem as having already occurred, meaning
that he had to save the character who had already suffered a tragic fate. His
decision was off, thousands of miles off.

In the original book, Yue Wuhuan only appeared three times:

The first time was when the protagonist shou had just been sold to Golden
Phoenix Mountain Manor. He saw that unbearable scene of Yue Wuhuan
being toyed with by the guests and his three views crumbled.

The second time, the protagonist had been harboring naive delusions about
his future. At Yue Wuhuan’s mockery and humiliation, he was forced to
come to terms with his identity.

The third time was when Yue Wuhuan was taken out by Jin Feiren on to the
Langgan stage to treat the guests and was accidentally torn apart by the
demon tiger. Jin Feiren concealed the inside story of the demon tiger’s
madness and treated it as a deliberately arranged game for the banquet.
Using extreme fear, he shattered the protagonist’s last trace of dignity,
making him completely surrender and become a plaything.

In short, Yue Wuhuan was a small supporting character who exited the story
early and to whom few lines were dedicated to. His debauchery was used to
offset the protagonist shou’s beauty. Moreover, his beauty was that of an
extravagant, gaudy flower soon to reach the point of decline. How can it
possibly compare with the pure as jade and clean as ice and yet to bloom
flower of the sunrise?

This was a super simple multiple choice question that every reader could
do!



If the system were alive and proctoring the exam, it would have crawled out
and knocked Song Qingshi, this blockhead, over the head.

Scholar-Tyrant Song was completely unaware that he had already digressed
far too far from the topic. He still remained full of confidence, eager to take
action, doing his utmost best, vowing to hand in a perfect score!

On the way back to the Medicine King’s Valley, Song Qingshi absorbed all
the memories of the original body and integrated its massive knowledge of
medicine and alchemy. There were rare and exotic herbs and miraculous
medicines in the immortal realm. However, similar to traditional Chinese
medicine, they knew only that it had amazing efficacy but did not know just
where its wonder comes from.

Modern medicine conducts systematic research on traditional Chinese
medicine, finding out the monarch-minister-auxiliary relationship within its
components, extracting the useful composition of each medicine and then
developing medicines that are both easier to take and more effective.

A female scientists won the Nobel Prize for this, benefiting the world. Song
Qingshi’s focus was on modern medicine and this gave him a leap in
thinking. He did not follow the traditional path of the immortal realm. He
quickly found new ideas for solving many of the problems that the original
body had failed to study. He will employ the Heaven Craft Pavilion to
create substitutes of modern scientific instrument. He will analyze the
effective ingredients in these immortal medicine, purify, research and
maybe even conduct artificial synthesize...

In Song Qingshi’s mind, there appeared countless experimental schemes in
an endless stream. There were tens of thousands of books and inexhaustible
medicinal materials in the Medicine King’s Valley, as well as abundant
research funds.

He was overjoyed, like a mouse that had fallen into a rice vat. He wanted to
hug the system and kiss it a few times.

Song Qingshi fully understood why the original body holed up at home,
staying in such a immortal treasure trove. He too could spend his whole life



holed up in there!

He could spend every day immersed in a sea of frenzied study and research.
He could dedicate his life and soul to his favorite god of medicine. No one
can send him back!

Song Qingshi looked at Yue Wuhuan in his arms and the more he looked at
him, the more he loved him.

This was the big treasure that had given him everything! He will do
everything he can to save him, just like his parents used to treat himself
before; indulging, doting, loving, giving him all the good things so that he
can live a happy life like a prince in a fairy tale!

Song ‘A father's love is like a mountain‘ Qingshi was enormously proud of
himself. He suppressed his excitement and immediately placed Yue Wuhuan
in the side hall of his bedroom, doing everything himself. He first poured
the elixir carefully with the crane-mouthed jar to re-energize the breath of
life. Then he changed into white clothes, put on a homemade mask and
found a pair of extremely thin animal skin gloves. After disinfection, using
scissors, he gently cut off the blood-stuck gauze and feather skirt from Yue
Wuhuan’s body and rinsed his wounds. He used very fine silkworm thread
to sew them closed. Then he broke off his shackles and treated his wounds.

Song Qingshi’s movements were extremely gentle, extremely fast and
barely touched any part of his skin. But Yue Wuhuan’s body was extremely
sensitive. He twitched slightly and groaned a few times then fell asleep
again. Song Qingshi took the opportunity to take some blood samples for
analysis, and also performed a full-body scan of him using his mental
probe. He was a good-tempered person but after seeing Yue Wuhuan’s
disastrously ruined Dantian and meridians, he couldn’t help but darkly
curse at those brutes. In his heart, he was pondering how he was going to
explain the situation when Yue Wuhuan woke up.

Song Qingshi was not good at communicating with strangers. He was able
to make do when discussing his specialization but during idle conversations
his thoughts would often jump and his words would fail to convey his



idea. For example, everyone watched a popular men’s group selection
variety show and was arguing over who was the male god?

He answered very sincerely that it was Asclepius, the god of medicine...

Song Qingshi hasn’t understood why everyone said he killed the
conversation.

He thought hard for a long time and remembered that when his ALS was
not so serious, he had gone to the hospital for an internship. His Senior
brother knew that his junior had a social phobia and that when he goes to
explain the patient’s condition to the patient, he would often stammer and
get tongue-tied, unable to come out with what he had to say. And so, he
specially taught him, “Try to get rid of all feelings and treat yourself as a
medical machine. First write down the detailed case and treatment plan,
then recite it with a smile and end with a comforting sentence.” Song
Qingshi obtained this secret technique and practiced it in front of the
teacher. Finally, he was not so nervous when facing patients.

A hospital was a place for treatment and the Medicine King’s Valley was
also a place for treatment. What was the difference?

Song Qingshi had an enlightenment and he immediately replaced Yue
Wuhuan’s sheets and beddings with white ones commonly used in
hospitals. He ordered the valley servant to make several sets of patient
clothes and he put them on Yue Wuhuan by himself. He then placed a red
wristband around his wrist to represent the patient’s critical condition. On
the head of the bed, he hung a plate stating “Special Care” and the nursing
instructions. Instantly, he felt that he had returned to the hospital and felt
calm.

He was not at ease with the nursing skills of the valley servants and so, he
took on the work of the nurse himself. He was careful and not afraid of
getting tired or dirty. He wiped down Yue Wuhuan’s body and washed his
face countless times a day. He fed him medicine and had him drink water.
He even changed the bedclothes and dealt with all kinds of filth.



It was three days after that Yue Wuhuan woke up. He was confused and
didn’t know where he was. He stared at the white gauze tent on the top of
the bed, staying in a daze for a long time. He finally realized that he was
still alive and he was feeling more relaxed than he had been in a long time.

He closed his eyes, faintly recalling to mind the faint fragrance of medicine
lingering in his nose and the hands that gently released the restraints for him
in his dream. He took a deep breath, feeling reluctant to wake up and face
this never-ending nightmare.

After an unknown length of time, Yue Wuhuan abruptly opened his eyes,
remembering where he had smelled this medicinal fragrance. He slowly
turned his head and looked at the round table next to him, only to see the
Medicine King Xianzun concentrating on making alterations on the paper
filled with cursive writing on the table. He was frowning severely, his
expression serious, as through of something terrible. On the silver plate next
to him was a familiar spirit bead. Evidently, he had been given to another
guests to be played with.

Yue Wuhuan’s phoenix eyes shrank. The rumors of the perverse and evil
deeds of the Medicine King Xianzun appeared in his mind but under the
control of the spirit bead, fear or no fear, willingness or unwillingness had
no significance. Moreover, this broken and dilapidated body had long lost
any worth of being cherished. He took a breath, gritted his teeth and
struggled to get out of bed. However, a sharp pain stabbed his shoulder. The
pain was so much, it made him dizzy and sent him falling straight back
down. Song Qingshi allowed no distractions when he was studying. He
heard the movement and realized that the patient was awake. He was afraid
that Yue Wuhuan would move and re-open the wound. He quickly
reprimanded with a stern tone, “You, go to bed right away! You are not
allowed to get out of bed for ten days!”

This was the secret to success taught by the head nurse of the hospital. You
have to be a bit strict with patients who would not follow their doctor’s
advice.

“Ten days?” Yue Wuhuan was stunned. He couldn’t help but give an Song
Qingshi an assessing look. He felt even more that his appearance had a very



deceptive quality. He had been entertaining guests for many years and he
had grown accustomed to seeing all sorts of amorous scenes but he never
would have guessed that this person’s skills between the sheets were that
formidable...

Seeing that he was remaining dazed and unmoving, Song Qingshi put down
the pen, walked over and picked him up with his own hands.

Yue Wuhuan hardened his heart. He stretched out his arms and gently
hugged his neck, his hot fingertips touched slightly cool skin, as smooth as
cold jade, the clear and clean medicinal scent wrapped gently around him
just like in his dream. Yue Wuhuan’s mind couldn’t help but shake for a
moment. In his heart, he ridiculed himself for still not learning to behave.
Then, he resumed his usual posture and in a breathy tone filled with
ambiguity, said, “I hope Xianzun will take pity...”

“Don’t worry, I will.” Song Qingshi carefully put him back on the bed then
pulled over the quilt and tucked him in tightly. He solemnly instructed,
“The Medicine King’s Valley is humid and cold. Yours is a mortal body so
you must be careful not to catch a cold. Make sure to stay under the quilt.
Keep your hands and feet tucked in. Don’t kick the quilt.”

Yue Wuhuan had never seen this kind of trick used in bed and was a little at
a loss.

“Right now, you are a patient. I will tell you about your condition,” Song
Qingshi returned to the table, picked up the stack of papers covered entire
in words. He nervously pushed non-existent glasses up the bridge of his
nose. With a slight smile, be began to read aloud quickly in a very measured
tone. “Patient name: Yue Wuhuan. There are three lacerations from the right
shoulder to the chest, which are 18 cm, 14 cm and 12 cm long. The right
shoulder bone is fractured, and the suprascapular artery has ruptured. There
is a bruise on the right elbow. Both left and right wrists have tissue
contusions. The left and right knee also have tissue contusions. Abrasions
on both ankles; soft tissue lacerations on the skin of the buttocks. The body
shows signs of drug abuse and there 1s possible drug addition. Do you
understand?”



Yue Wuhuan only felt that his stiff smile was now looking very abnormal.
Inwardly, the more he thought, the more confused he became. He nodded
and pretended to understand.

“Good,” Song Qingshi felt that what he had said was both detailed and easy
to understand. He began to recite the preliminary treatment plan. ““Your
Dantian and meridians have been destroyed, and your body is severely
damaged. Strong medicine is not suitable for your current treatment, so you
cannot take the Return of Spring Pill, Gather Breath and Disperse Pill, the
All Creation Pill or the Bone Growth Pill. You must be treated with mortal
medicine first, then treated with Six Meridians Rejuvenation medicated
bath to nurse you back to health before then taking the Dragon Rising Pill
and Nine Revolution Blood Lotus Pill.”

Yue Wuhuan finally understood what he was saying. The Return of Spring
Pill, Gather Breath and Disperse Pill and the Bone Growth Pill were
common immortal medicines and he had also taken them when he had been
seriously injured.

The All Creation Pill and the Rising Dragon Pill were worth thousands and
he had heard that the Jade Pearl Tower’s Lord had used it for his own
heart’s treasure.

He had no idea what the Six Meridians Rejuvenation medicated bath was
but the Nine Revolution Blood Lotus Pill was a treasure of the immortal
world. It was made from ten thousand year blood lotuses. There were only
nine in the world and the location of most of them were unknown. All he
knew was that the Xuanji Palace Lord had used one and he broke through to
Fen Shen; that the Fluttering Snow Fortress’ Lord, killed his wide and
Daoist companion to seize this treasure in a secret realm; one appeared at
the Rare Treasure Pavilion auction, and was won by the owner of the East
Sea Langya Pavilion using hundreds of thousands of high-grade spirit
stones. For some reason, Qin Feiren was unable to participate in that
auction, and was heartbroken. He considered it a lifelong regret and talked
about it often.

In mortal terms, it would be like if someone saved a completely unknown
beggar from the side of the road, saying that he would give him brocade and



rare delicacies, a golden house, a jade horse and millions upon millions
worth of fortune. Finally, he said that he would also pass on the jade seal of
the country and all the land under heaven to him. Only an utter idiot would
believe such an inferior trick.

Yue Wuhuan laughed. His heart turned cold. He was now certain that Song
Qingshi was playing ‘coax the slave’ with him.

He had also encountered many such hypocritical sweet talkers, pretending
to bemoan the state of the universe and pity the fate of mankind. In the end,
all they wanted was to coax this slaves to play a game of mutual consent
and undying love. In the end, they still lusted after his filthy body.

Song Qingshi was still reciting his final closing words, “No need to worry,
as long as you follow the doctor’s orders and cooperate with the treatment,
you will be cured.”

“Yes,” Yue Wuhuan’s phoenix eyes revealed a bit of flattery and he replied
in a languid voice, “This slave shall depend everything on Xianzun...”

“Almost forgot,” Song Qingshi looked into his eyes and suddenly
remembered something. He put on the animal skin gloves once again. He
picked up a luminous bead the size of a goose egg and placed it in a strange
long tube-type lamp. He then sat on the side of the bed, leaned over and
looked Yue Wuhuan. He said, seriously, “It may be a little uncomfortable,
please bear with me.”

Yue Wuhuan laughed mockingly at himself. He let a look of desire seep
through his phoenix eyes. He then softened his body and waited for this
new play.

Song Qingshi stretched out his hand and pushed Yue Wuhuan’s eyelids
apart, forcing his eye open, illuminating the inside with the luminous bead.
After a long and careful inspection, he whispered, “The problem of the
lacrimal secretion system is not outwardly visible, so I will still have to do a
colored dye inspection...”

Yue Wuhuan: “??7?”



Translator’s Note: Mentions of a suicide attempt. Here are the broad details.
Chapter 6: The Truth Behind the Scenes

Yue Wuhuan thought that his eyes were soon going to be gouged out by
Xianzun and his entire body began to tremble from nervousness.

After Song Qingshi’s inspection, he was puzzled, “Are you cold?”
Yue Wuhuan shook his head stiffly.

“If your eyes aren’t giving you any discomfort, we can leave it for later
treatment.” Song Qingshi decided to do this according to the severity of the
matter. He returned to the table and took off his gloves. He picked up the
spirit bead and walked over, “In your nails, I found a white powdery
medicine. After a preliminary inspection, I determined that it contained
Deer Spring Grass and Confusion Scented Flowers, which produce a strong
aphrodisiac effect. In addition, I also found the smell of incense on your
clothes and feather skirts have plant ingredients that attract cats. This is the
reason why the demon tiger charged at you and attacked you at the
banquet.”

He found out...
Yue Wuhuan thought in despair.

This was the trick he had found by fumbling for the edges of the Acacia
Seal’s control. Slaves couldn’t kill themselves, slaves must follow the
master in everything. But now, it is the master was happy to see the slave
perform an unbearable performance and it was the master who was also
happy to have the slave played with to death.

All he could get his hands on were aphrodisiacs from which he extracted
the psychedelic ingredients. He concentrated it by several times, enough to
make animals lose their sanity.

Therefore, he calculated the time and wrapped the medicine in wax pellets
to delay the onset of the drugs in the demon tiger’s body. He then prepared



a scent on his body to attracted the demon tiger. Once the mood at the
banquet had reached its peak, the Demon Tiger rushed up under the
stimulation of the drugs and he made sure that it would choose him as its
prey. He pretended to be dazed from taking an aphrodisiac pill and took the
initiative to step forward. The guests thought it was a show for
entertainment arranged by Jin Feiren and they all applauded.

Jin Feiren cared very much about his face. Moreover, he has already
acquired a new favorite. He would never break the high spirits of the guests
for him. A moment’s hesitation could lead the Demon Tiger to completely
lose control and tear to pieces the guests at the banquet.

Yue Wuhuan carried out his plan with the utmost determination to die. He
never thought that he would live and have the truth exposed..

In Golden Phoenix Manor, if a slave was found to show signs of
disobedience, he would be severely punished. What’s more, what he did
was to scheme against the master, this thing which was absolutely against
the rules... But then what about it?

Yue Wuhuan’s flustered heart gradually calmed down and he recalled that
when he first became a slave, because he was unwilling to yield and
because it was suitable for the restorative ability of his wood-type spiritual
root, he was made to suffer all the humiliation that the world could bear
under the control of Acacia Seal. He was forced to assume all sorts of
unbearable postures, forced to admit he was more debauch than the most
debauch flower lady in the pleasure quarters. The bastards hated how he
would not react during s*xual intercourse and they used countless kinds of
drugs to transform him into having a very sensitive physique until even the
friction of ordinary cloth would make him extremely uncomfortable.

Every time he thinks that he has reached the limits of hell, he will always
discover that hell went even deeper. Finally, after realizing that his despair
and resistance would only make those people happier, he gave up these
meaningless struggles and as well as the idea of living to free himself of the
Acacia Seal.

His body was so dirty, so disgusting that all he wanted was to destroy it...



God knows that when the Demon Tiger rushed to tear his body apart, he
didn’t feel any pain, only ultimate happiness.

Whether it was plucking his eyes out or cutting off his limbs to make him
into medicine; whether it’s being thrown to the pleasure quarters to be
ridden by thousand and held down by ten thousands; whether he was
thrown to beasts to be played with; there was no punishment in this world
that could cause him pain.

Yue Wuhuan put away his smile and stopped pretending. He looked at the
spirit bead coldly and provoked disrespectfully, “Now that you know, what
are you going to do about it?”

Song Qingshi declared without any hesitation, “Someone wants to harm
you!”

Yue Wuhuan failed in his provocation and he almost missed a breath,
thinking that he had misheard, “What?”

Song Qingshi felt that his reasoning was excellent — Although he didn’t
read novels very much, his senior sister said that all protagonists were good
people because bad people would not pass the domestic publication
censorship as protagonists. Moreover, the system’s introduction indicated
that the protagonist suffered a tragic fate. His injuries now must also be part
of the original plot.

Analyzing it based on the social news he has read, most of the people in
Golden Phoenix Manor were jealous of the protagonist shou’s beauty and
favor and wanted to destroy him. And so they used medicine on his body
and nails! So Song ‘Holmes’ Qingshi carefully thought and concluded, “I
suspect it must have been the work of the one who helped dress you that
day. I will find the murderer later and give you justice.”

“No,” Yue Wuhuan felt the corners of his mouth twitching. He didn’t
believe this mighty Xianzun would be this stupid but the other party seemed
to be very serious about making him believe that he was. He didn’t know
what expression to put on. Finally he replied stiffly, “No need...”



When Song Qingshi saw how kind-hearted he was, he became more sure of
his conjecture. He put the spirit bead into Yue Wuhuan’s hands. “This thing
belongs to you, so you can put it away.”

Yue Wuhuan realizes that the bead had not been marked with a new
spiritual thought. He was completely confused.

“I have studied this thing.” Song Qingshi explained, “The Acacia Seal
involves a spell and it’s relatively complicated. The Medicine King’s Valley
has no way to undo this curse. | have asked the valley servants to go to
Night Rain Pavilion to offer a reward. The master of Night Rain Pavilion
has told me that although information on how to undo the spell is not
expensive, it 1s rare and it will take some time to hear back from him.”

After hearing him, Yue Wuhuan was stunned for a long time. He asked in a
hoarse voice, “What... price do I need to pay?”

Song Qingshi has been helped by many people and no one has ever asked
him to repay them. He has helped many people as well and has never asked
for someone’s repayment.

In his eyes, the Acacia Seal was a crime against Humanity; the source of the
protagonist shou’s suffering, like the shackles on the feet of a bird. After
saving the bird, it was only a matter of course to undo the shackles. This
was a matter not worth mentioning.

And so he replied very casually, “You can recuperate well and just recover
your health with peace of mind.”

The medicine servant came to report that the medicine boiling in the yard
was about done.

Song Qingshi hurriedly went out to check, lest the effect of the medicine
not reach its most potent.

Yue Wuhuan looked at the spirit bead in his hand in disbelief. His mind
whirling with countless thoughts became even more confused.



In the world he knew, things that didn’t cost anything were the most
expensive...

Medicine King Xianzun was well-known in the immortal realm for being
cold-blooded and heartless. He has never understood mercy or pity for
anything. What could he possibly want from himself? His body? His life?
Or his soul? Yue Wuhuan thought for a long time and couldn’t help but
smile. He tightly grasped the spirit bead in his hand, determined to make a
desperate move. As long as he could get rid of these shackles, he would do
anything, even if he had to sell his soul to the devil...

When Yue Wuhuan saw Song Qingshi carrying the medicine in, he
pondered a little about what Song Qingshi’s impression of him was and
what he was asking of him. His expression quickly switched to a well-
behaved and weak look. He then carefully raised his eyes and glanced at
him secretly, with just the right look of gratitude in his eyes. He allowed
himself to be at the mercy of Song Qingshi’s treatment plan.

This patient was super obedient! He complied with whatever the doctor
instructed. No matter how disgusting the medicine was, he would drink it in
one go. No matter how painful or itchy the acupuncture treatment was, he
wouldn’t utter a sound! He even gratefully thanked the doctor in such a
gentle voice! Taking care of him gave Song Qingshi a great sense of
accomplishment. He wished that all patients in the world were so well-
behaved.

The regenerative abilities of the wood spiritual root was astonishing. The
wound on Yue Wuhuan’s shoulder scabbed over in five days.

After Song Qingshi’s check up, Yue Wuhuan was allowed to get out of bed
and move about. He was ordered to get more sun exposure and Song
Qingshi set about preparing for the next treatment.

The Medicine King, whether it was the original body or the current Song
Qingshi, didn’t care much about what they wore. Therefore, the Medicine
King’s Valley rarely had shark silk or ice silk. The hospital gowns prepared
by servants of the valley were made of ordinary cotton. It was very
comfortable for ordinary people but for Yue Wuhuan, the friction from



wearing it made him feel uncomfortable and so he didn’t dare to leave his
room too far. He would stop after just taking a few steps.

At night, Song Qingshi noticed that he was walking abnormally, so he came
to do an examination. He didn’t expect that just the merest touch to his
collarbone, he hadn’t even gone down any and he already almost made a
fool of himself.

Yue Wuhuan looked at Song Qingshi’s stunned expression and those clear
eyes free from any evil intentions. The sense of shame he hadn’t felt for a
long time came out. He couldn’t help but avoid those gentle hands, curling
up into a dark corner.

The contrast between purity and lust, cleanliness and filth, set off the
unbearable reality.

Over and over, Yue Wuhuan repeated in his heart what he had understood a
long time ago.

Even if the Acacia Seal is lifted, he can’t go back to the past...

Song Qingshi took his hand back in embarrassment. He looked at the
person hiding in the darkness and opened his mouth but didn’t know what
to say.

Yue Wuhuan quickly realized that he was wrong. The other party had
already known that he wasn’t a clean person. It would only be more
embarrassing to cover up. He quickly evened out his breath and his figure
slowly unfolded from deep in the darkness.

He smiled and raised his eyes to look at Song Qingshi. He said the teasing
words that he had grown accustomed to a long time ago, “It’s so hot. Does
Xianzun wish to see this slave’s body?”

Rather than letting someone discover the embarrassment of his body, he
would rather take the initiative to show the embarrassment. As long as he

convinces himself that he had no sense of shame, his heart won’t feel
saddened.



Song Qingshi came back to with a start before he unfastened his belt. He
suddenly lowered all the curtains, blocking the spring scenery in the room.

Yue Wuhuan’s ambiguous voice stopped suddenly as well.
Song Qingshi calmly said, “It’s getting late. The patient needs to rest.”

Yue Wuhuan sat dazedly inside the bed, watching the faint figure beyond
the canopy putting out the luminous beads and then lighting the incense
burner. The faint medicinal scent mixed with the smell of agarwood swept
over, allowing his scorching body to gradually calm down. He slowly lay
down and curled up once again into the uninhabited darkness.

He suddenly realized that no one would be wreaking havoc on his body
tonight as well. He had no need to speak those unbearably disgusting
words, let alone force himself to beg and flatter. There was no messy smell
in the air, only the clean scent, which unexpectedly made his always
vigilant mind begin to grow murky. He could not keep his eyes open and he
was dragged into slumber.

This time there were no scenes of hell in his dreams, only the delicate
fragrance of the magnolia tree outside the window of his childhood
bedroom...

He slowly relaxed his body, immersing himself in this sweet dream that he
had not seen for a long time.

Song Qingshi stood blankly outside the door for a long time, thinking a lot.

Once he was sure that the Peaceful Soul Fragrance had done it’s job, he
turned around and went back in. Carrying a luminous bead, he gently
opened the curtain and sat by the bedside. He once again used his mental
probe to look at the various problems hidden in this scarred body.

After a long time, he withdrew his mental probe. He quietly looked at Yue
Wuhuan’s face. He had his eyes tightly closed. The completely relaxed



youth has already taken off his seductive fawning look. He was like a
sleeping wild cat, with his claws put away. No longer on guard, as though
forgetting the pain he had suffered and showing his true colors.

Freedom, pride, stubbornness...
His life never should have turned out how it did.

Song Qingshi gently tucked in the quilt. He tucked his messy long hair
carefully behind his ears and promised in a low voice,

“I will heal you.”



Translator’s note: Trigger warning for suicide attempt. Here are the broad
details.

Chapter 7: Panic in the Medicated Bath

Song Qingshi searched the warehouse all night and finally found some old
robes made of red ice silk. He tore off the decorative formation on the tops,
handed them over to the valley servants and asked them to modify them to
look like inner robes overnight. Afterwards, he quietly placed them at the
head of Yue Wuhuan’s bed along with some new cotton gowns.

The next day, Yue Wuhuan was surprised when he saw the ice silk inner
robe.

Song Qingshi was already outside the door, urging him on, “Hurry up, let’s
go for a new treatment.”

“Yes, Master.” Yue Wuhuan knew that he had changed masters. He didn’t
dare to think too much. He put on his clothes and went out in a hurry,
feeling much more comfortable in his movements.

Song Qingshi took him through the corridor and went to the alchemy room
next door. This was originally a forbidden place in the Medicine King’s
Valley, a place where the original body used animals and humans to
experiment with various medicines. It was also the place that the valley
servants were most afraid of entering. Song Qingshi complied with the
“Declaration of Helsinki” and rejected any human experiments that violated
ethics. Fortunately, when he took over Medicine King’s Valley, the original
body hadn’t left much experimentation materials. He immediately released
what he could release and those that needed help being released, he had
already released. Afterwards, he converted the room into a treatment room.
The remaining specimens and general teachers were placed in other rooms.
These were great treasures in the field of medical study. He will study them
slowly when he has time later.

Yue Wuhuan walked towards the alchemy room and found that more than
one valley servant was casting him sympathetic glances. It made him a little



nervous. After entering the alchemy room, he saw Song Qingshi take out a
medicine vat big enough to fit a person in. He became all keyed up.

Song Qingshi didn’t notice his anxiety. He threw in the various medicinal
materials that e’d calculated beforehand into the vat and then poured in
water. He controlled the temperature with the alchemical fire within his
body and waited for the water in the vat to turn crimson. He then turned
around and instructed, “Take off your clothes and get in.”

Yue Wuhuan stood still. He looked stiffly at Song Qingshi.

“Don’t be afraid,” Song Qingshi finally remembered that he had forgotten
to explain, “The Prince’s Plume Expelling Decoction 1s a medicated bath. It
won’t produce any discomfort.”

Yue Wuhuan hesitated for a moment. He stretched his hand to his belt and
slowly began to untie it.

Song Qingshi turned around, sitting down with his back to him. He didn’t
peek at him as he got into the bath.

Yue Wuhuan breathed a sigh of relief. He quickly removed his clothes and
stepped into the bloodlike medical liquid. The hot liquid medicine
penetrated into his skin, causing a slight tingling sensation. However, there
was also an indescribable comfort. He took a deep breath. He sighed,
completely relaxed and suddenly sank his entire person into the water. He
didn’t expect that the water would overflow because it was too full. It
splashed on Song Qingshi’s neck, ears and hair. A pale red flower
blossomed on his white robe.

For most Daoists, the robe was a very important thing and any damage will
cause heartache.

Yue Wuhuan realized that this wasn’t good and got out of the water quietly.
Hiding in the vat, he took a peek, worried that he had offended the
venerable immortal.



Song Qingshi didn’t care about what had happened. He didn’t move a
single jot and just kept staring blankly at the bluestone floor. After a while,
he subtly shook the water drops from his hair.

Yue Wuhuan thought for a while and asked cautiously, “Master, turn
around. Shall this slave wipe it for you?”

Song Qingshi lowered his head and stared at the bluestone floor more
attentively, ““You’re bathing. No peeking allowed.” In his world view, it was
reasonable for doctors to check the patient’s physical condition during
treatment but if the doctor peeks at the patient while he was taking a bath, it
was morally corrupt and shameless.

Yue Wuhuan pondered these words for a long time and surmised, “Does
Master dislike this slave for having such a dirty body?”

Song Qingshi shook his head and whispered, “You don’t like being
watched.”

“Master jokes,” Yue Wuhuan’s eyes turned cold. He was silent for a
moment and he then emerged from the water. His long hair wet stuck on his
shoulders, like a mermaid who had just climbed out of the sea. His physique
was perfect. He was well-proportioned, without the slightest bit of excess
fat. His slender and dainty waist could be encircled in one grip but you
could see the hidden power inside. He leaned against the edge of the vat and
leaned close to Song Qingshi’s ear, blowing lightly. His pair of phoenix
eyes did their utmost to be charming. The red tear-shaped mole was so
gorgeous that it could seize people’s hearts. His voice was as seductive as a
devil’s. “What is there that mustn’t be looked at of this slave’s lowly body?
The people who have seen it...is simply countless. They have all praised
this slave’s body for being so beautiful, so unrestrained. It can stop a man
dead in his tracks. It is a body born to be seen... ... ”

Song Qingshi quickly interrupted him, repeating, “You don’t like being
watched.”

After Yue Wuhuan watched him for a long time and said hoarsely, “This
slave doesn’t care anymore.”



Song Qingshi didn’t know how to explain but he kept on insisting, “You
don’t like it.”

Can he refuse just because he doesn’t want it?

Yue Wuhuan thought this was ridiculous. Those years when he had started
being sent to accompany guests, he had been coaxed to say what he didn’t
like and what he didn’t want. As a result, it was all just to find his weakness
for their amusement.

He didn’t like being seen and so he was made to show the most unbearable
postures to everyone at the public square, at the banquets.

He didn’t like saying all those lewd and obscene words and so he was
tortured by various drugs and instruments of torment until he learned to use
his voice to add to the fun...

Until he abandoned his sense of shame, gave up his dignity and pretended
to like these things.

He had known for a long time that in the eyes of these cultivators who set
themselves high above the masses, he was just a beautiful toy, without need
for any emotions. He should just let the master transform him into however
way he liked. He often wished that he could go mad and be stupid, just like
most of the slaves, losing the ability to think, mindlessly living a dog-like
life and using his body to please his master.

It’s a pity that there is always a trace of clarity in his heart, coldly
examining his sorry figure and then hacking him down to pieces...

Perhaps, he already has gone crazy...

No one knew when but the temperature in the vat rose slightly. The
temperature of the medicinal liquid grew hotter and hotter. Yue Wuhuan’s
face also became hotter and hotter but he could not feel this scorching heat
and he buried his head deeply within the bloody-red potion until it covered
his nose and mouth and he couldn’t breathe. He didn’t want to get up. He
wished he could stay submerged in it forever, so as to let the hot water clean



the dirt off his body. It would be best if it could make even his bones fall
off.

Song Qingshi noticed something was wrong with the quietness behind him.
He turned his head and found that he had gotten distracted when they were
talking and did not control the Red Lotus fire well. It caused the water
temperature to rise by several degrees and it was now so very hot. Yue
Wuhuan had already disappeared beneath the surface of the water. Song
Qingshi couldn’t attend to anything else. He got up and rushed over,
reaching into the vat to fish him out.

The dripping wet beauty was dragged into his arms. He had his eyes closed
tightly and his limbs hung weakly. His long curling hair clung to his fair
skin, dripping all over the ground, making the Acacia Print appear so
splendid it dazzled the eyes. No fluttering thoughts entered Song Qingshi’s
mind though as he quickly placed the person on the ground. After
confirming a pulse, he performed CPR.

Yue Wuhuan spit out water and opened his eyes. In a daze, he discovered
Song Qingshi’s face so close at hand. He could even see his own shadow in
his clear, black eyes. Because of the heat from the vat, Song Qingshi’s eyes
were burned a little red, with water droplets clinging to his long eyelashes.
He looked like a young and innocent boy. Nowhere at all could the Nascent
Soul ancestor who has cultivated for nearly a thousand years be seen. Here
was a man who could deceive the dead and cheat death.

He hadn’t been able to perceive the other party’s true identity by the river at
the time. He had even wanted to sympathize with this man whose death
would not have been the slightest bit unjust.

Yue Wuhuan’s thoughts became more and more chaotic. He curled up
subconsciously. All sorts of messy memories flashed before his eyes. The
tenderness on his chest and the residual heat on his lips made him a little
confused between what was tonight and what was any other night. It was as
if he had returned to those times he was being punished.

Scholar-Tyrant Song almost failed his course. He was so scared that his soul
was sent flying. His movements were as fierce as a tiger’s as he relied



solely on his instincts. Only when Yue Wuhuan woke up did he breath a
sigh of relief. He then realized that there were many ways to treat drowning
in the immortal realm and there had been no need to resort to modern first
aid.

This bit he could no longer explain clearly...

It was a routine operation for medical students to do CPR for drowning.
Regardless of whether it is a beauty or an ugly person, a child or an old
man, he would do it without hesitation. Song Qingshi was a little
embarrassed that he had not done what would have been the best first aid in
this realm of immortals but he also wasn’t going to let this small matter
weigh on his mind. He just didn’t know how to explain it.

Yue Wuhuan had lost the focus in his eyes. He slowly unfolded his body, no
longer covering up. He was like a fish that was forcibly dragged ashore to
its death, allowing itself to be trampled upon.

Song Qingshi quickly turned his head, closed his eyes and apologized
honestly, “I’m sorry, I made a mistake with the water temperature.”

“It’s not Master’s fault.” Yue Wuhuan’s eyes were open but he couldn’t get
anything he saw into his mind. He heard with his ears but he couldn’t
understand any words. He repeated his standard answer, “It’s my fault, it’s
my fault...”

This was the truth that he had paid a heavy price to learn and has been
instilled in him over and over again, always reminding him how to live.

“Wuhuan, you are so beautiful. You were born to be played with.”
“Wuhuan, it’s your body that seduces men and must be violated.”
“Wuhuan, it’s because you look so wanton that it makes me unable to stop.”
“Wuhuan, you are a demon born for desire.”

“Wuhuan, it’s all your fault.”



“Wuhuan, it’s all your fault.”

“My fault, my fault, my fault...” Yue Wuhuan kept repeating numbly, “It’s
all my fault.”

Because it was a mistake for him live in his world.

Song Qingshi took off his robe and put it on Yue Wuhuan’s shoulders. He
suddenly realized that the mental state of the person in front of him was
very wrong, as though he had fallen into a frightful demon’s trap. He
thought for a while. He gritted his teeth, stretched out his hand to slap him
but he just couldn’t bring himself to do so. Instead, he got up and brought a
bucket of cold water from the side. He used the ice-cold technique and
suddenly poured it over him. The cold water gave Yue Wuhuan a start and
he became a bit more clear-headed. Song Qingshi took this opportunity to
have him take a Tranquil Mind Spirit Calming Pill.

“Master?” Yue Wuhuan came to, a little confused.

“It’s okay,” Song Qingshi took the towels and clothes he had prepared
earlier, wrapping him up layer after layer like a dumpling. He then gave a
reasonable explanation, “Your near-drowning caused you to hallucinate.”

Yue Wuhuan nodded blankly.

Song Qingshi determined that he had wrapped the dumpling tightly enough
and stopped, satisfied with his work. He ordered, “You must wear more in
the future.”

Yue Wuhuan looked at him and asked anxiously, “This slave can wear
more?”’

Song Qingshi earnestly imparted his knowledge, “Autumn is coming soon
and the weather is turning cold. You must wear more to avoid catching a
cold.”



“Thank you for taking pity.” When Yue Wuhuan has ascertained that he
wasn’t lying, he softly responded affirmatively. He clutched his clothes
tightly. For some reason, he suddenly remembered how when he first
entered the Golden Phoenix Manor, he had been made to take off all his
clothes one by one and was reduced to being a plaything.

Now, this seemingly deceptive man has personally helped him put on his
clothes piece by piece, as though enticing him to expect something...

The medicated bath was interrupted and its effect was not fully realized.

Song Qingshi was busy adding water to the medicine tank and adjusting the
temperature.

Yue Wuhuan sat quietly on the ground, watching him busying about for his
sake, a lot of thoughts turning in his mind. Suddenly, he realized in
hindsight that the difficult to dispel burning sensation in his body was now
a lot less intense. He moved his body slightly and was surprised to find that
the sensitivity caused by the drugs had also decreased by a lot. The friction
of the cloth no longer caused him discomfort.

He tried to guess for a long time but couldn’t understand it. He finally
plucked up the courage to ask, “Master, what is the purpose of the Prince’s
Plume Expelling Decoction...”

“Huh?” Song Qingshi stopped and stood dazed for a while. He found that
he had once again committed the scholar-tyrant’s bad habit. His thinking
had jumped too fast. He always thought that just him saying the name or
phrase would already let others understand, regardless whether others could
follow his line of thinking or not.

Song Qingshi was a good scholar-tyrant who knew to recognize his
mistakes and correct them. He reorganized his words several times in his
head and chose the simplest expression, “Your body has been corroded by
many drugs so it suffers from a lot of discomfort. The Prince’s Plume
Expelling Decoction is to remove the residue of the drugs from your body.
This medicinal bath needs to be taken five times and during the last two
times 1t must be added with Muscle Generating Flower and Snow Toad



Cake to help repair the old wounds. When the time comes, it might be
painful and itchy but we can’t use anesthetics. Don’t worry, you just need to
endure through that stage and your body can return to its original state...”

There were a lot of things that Song Qingshi couldn’t bear to say. Those
people didn’t care at all about Yue Wuhuan’s life or death. All kinds of love
drugs were used on him without restrain, causing conflicts of the various
drugs’ properties within his body and excessive leftover drugs. If the drug
use had continued unabated, he would not have lasted a few more years.

“I was overdosed on drugs...Yes, they thought I was boring,” Yue Wuhuan
wrapped the clothes tightly around him, absolutely reluctant to let go. He
hesitated for a long time but decided to control the unwillingness in his
heart to explain clearly what would be discovered sooner or later. He was so
confused that he once again forgot how he should properly address himself,
“Master, without the drugs, my body won’t respond to men. You will derive
no pleasure from my body. I-I’m not suited for those things, only with the
help of drugs...”

Song Qingshi interrupted his incoherent speech, “Don’t do things that don’t
suit you.”

“You don’t need to be nice to me,” The more Yue Wuhuan laid bare his
thoughts, the more fearful he became. He was like a child at his wits’ end,
desperately saying, “I have nothing, the only thing I can give you is this
body...”

Song Qingshi realized that his emotions were not right and he turned back
around. He knew he should perform psychological intervention right now
but the words he turned thousands of times over in his mind, all disappeared
when they reached his tongue. He could not say anything sweet-sounding
and comforting. He was clearly extremely distressed but in the end, he
could only condense his thoughts into two words, “You have.”

The Yue Wuhuan in his heart was the kid who was doing his hardest to
practice his swordsmanship under the peach blossom trees; the boy who
dreamt of becoming a master swordsman with a mortal’s body.



The Yue Wuhuan he saw in his eyes was the phoenix soaring in the highest
heavens, the brightest star in the night, but with its wings broken and
covered in dust.

Song Qingshi walked step by step, every step firm.

Yue Wuhuan forcibly tried to calm down but his body couldn’t help
trembling slightly, wanting to retreat.

Song Qingshi squatted down on his knees and looked solemnly into his
eyes.

Yue Wuhuan felt that he could not retreat.

Song Qingshi promised word by word, “What you had before, I will find
and return to you; I will give you everything you want.”

Yue Wuhuan’s breathing became short and hurried. He still couldn’t
understand what this promise meant but he understood the seriousness and
firmness in Song Qingshi’s eyes. He asked cautiously, “What do you need
me to do?”

Song Qingshi asked, “Don’t try to commit suicide anymore, understood?”

Yue Wuhuan thought for a long time and finally nodded.



Chapter 8: Psychotherapy

Yue Wuhuan had a history of attempted suicide. His mental state was
simply terrible. When he has a flare up, his actions go beyond his control
and so his promises could not be trusted.

The Acacia Seal could be used to prevent suicide but it could only be used
by imposing a thought on the spirit bead. This could worsen Yue Wuhuan’s
mental state and cause him to lose all trust in the treatment. It was the worst
method to prevent suicide.

Song Qingshi removed the option of using the Acacia Seal without the
slightest hesitation. Other methods with similar effects were used to torture
one’s enemies. They were not much different from the Acacia Seal. Song
Qingshi also considered other methods of treating psychological pain, such
as hypnosis or entering the sea of consciousness to erase those unbearable
memories. However, hypnosis was easy to snap out of and the pain might
be even more serious once that happens. And erasing the memories might
damage Yue Wuhuan’s spirit and mental ability. Xie Que had admitted Yue
Wuhuan into his sect at age 8. There were too many memories that need to
be erased. If he erased too much, chances were he would be reduced to a
fool...

Excluding all unsuitable options, the only answer was modern psychology.

Song Qingshi’s worst subject was psychology. It’s not that he got poor
results on paper but that psychology focuses on communicating with
patients and analyzing their thoughts. He couldn’t even deal with his own
social anxiety. He was awkward in his speech and couldn’t look at someone
to their face. And so he only managed to gather superficial knowledge. How
was he going to solve this super difficult question like Yue Wuhuan?

Scholar-Tyrant Song once again tasted the fear of being dominated by a
difficult problem. He even began to have nightmares about failing this
course.



He quickly took away all the things in Yue Wuhuan’s bedroom that could be
used to commit suicide. He used his mental probe to scan Yue Wuhuan’s
vital signs many times every day, lest he make some sort of mistake and
cause Yue Wuhuan to just be gone. Until one day he found Yue Wuhuan
staring blankly at the koi pond, his thoughts completely unknown. Song
Qingshi then decided to give medicine to a dead horse and put even ducks
up for sale.

As a result, Psychologist ‘To go beyond what is proper’ Song was forced to
open business...

Song Qingshi meticulously arranged the treatment plan. He added a
calming medicine to the decoction that Yue Wuhuan took and used Peaceful
Soul Fragrance to help him sleep every night. This greatly reduced the
frequency of Yue Wuhuan waking up from nightmares. Then, in the aspect
of psychotherapy, at which he was not well-versed, he eliminated the
inappropriate and impossible methods and finally decided to try some
rational emotive therapy.

Rational emotive therapy is a cognitive therapy created by Dr. Ellis in the
1950s. It emphasizes the role of a person’s will and reason. The treatment
needed the doctor to establish a good working relationship with the patient
to help the patient build up self-confidence. Afterwards, the doctor will help
the patient to deny all his mistaken beliefs about oneself and finally,
encourage him to build the correct knowledge and return to a normal life.

The theory seemed quite simple but putting it into practice was as difficult
as ascending to the heavens.

Song Qingshi was an expert at destressing by studying and solving
problems. He racked his brains for a long time, and finally found inspiration
from an instance when a girl had struck up conversation with him in the
library— He could pick a difficult book, pretend that he couldn’t
understand it, and look for Yue Wuhuan to explain. Once Yue Wuhuan
admits to not knowing the answer either, he can then naturally invite him to
accompany him to the library to look for the answer. Then, he can guide
him to feel the joy of knowledge during their process of searching, building



self-confidence in the holy room of wisdom and going together to the
paradise that is the sea of knowledge.

There used to be a girl who was persistent in striking up a conversation with
Song Qingshi. He encouraged her to study hard every day and to answer
practice questions. The girl’s grades improved significantly and finally she
was admitted to a key university for graduate studies. At the graduation
ceremony, she was moved to tears. She said that Song Qingshi had cured
her of her starry-eyed infatuation.

Infatuation was also a kind of mental illness, right?

Song Qingshi thought about this case of accidental cure and suddenly
gained a little more confidence.

The original body was also a bookworm. There were tens of thousands of
books in the library of the Medicine King’s Valley, most of which were
related to medicine and poison.

Song Qingshi was afraid of being found out that he was deliberately making
things difficult and didn’t dare to take any of the professional books. So, he
picked and chose for most of the day and finally found a book called
“Floating Life in the Jade Terrace”, a travel log from among the
miscellaneous books gathering dust in the corner.

This travel log was written by a revered immortal of the Scholar Sect from
thousands of years ago. It depicted a certain paradise with gorgeous rhetoric
and obscure allusions. Song Qingshi has always emphasized rationality and
neglected the literary. He was severely lacking in romantic cells. He has
never studied song nor poetry and understood even less the literary works
of this world. Therefore he was completely mystified by this work and
thought they were stylish depictions of flowers, trees and other scenery.

Yue Wuhuan’s five medicated bath treatments had ended and the residual
drugs in his body had now disappeared. He was currently recuperating and
waiting for the future Six Meridians Rejuvenation Decoction.



After he was sure that Song Qingshi had no designs towards his body, Yue
Wuhuan packed away its glamor. He tied all of his hair with a light green
jade crown. It was neat and tidy, not even a strand out of place. He was only
willing to wear the simplest blue robe with the tallest of necklines fastened
against his throat. Not even half a scene of springtime was shown. He
appeared just like a cultivator who scrupulously abided by the rules. He said
only what was needed and not a word more. He refused to err even half a
step. No emotional stirrings could be seen in his eyes. His face was frosty
and he exuded an aura keeping people a thousand miles away.

Although Song Qingshi had rejected his referring to himself as “this slave”
on the grounds that he was not used to it, he just kept his head lowered and
replied respectfully with “Yes.” “Very well.” etc...

Song Qingshi hugged the book and quietly hid in the corner, observing him
for a long time. He was afraid of Yue Wuhuan’s feigned wantonness and he
was also afraid of his real cold indifference. He was even more afraid of
being rejected. He had to make a lot of mental preparations before he dared
to walk up and speak.

Yue Wuhuan sat in the corner of the corridor, lost in thought. He was aware
of the prying gaze and couldn’t help but look up.

Song Qingshi showed an awkward smile and walked over, moving both
hands and feet. He took a deep breath and tried to hypnotize himself that he
was in a library, coincidentally running into Senior Yue Wuhuan. He then
mustered up his courage. He opened the book, handed it over and said, “I
don’t understand this writing, can you interpret it for me?”

Yue Wuhuan looked at his actions thoughtfully. He always felt that he
understood this person less and less.

Song Qingshi twisted his fingers and said nervously, “Of course, if you
don’t understand, w-we should...”

“Let me see.” Yue Wuhuan took the book and scanned a few lines. His
expression was slightly stunned. He then threw Song Qingshi a weird look.
He explained to him word per word, “The Jade Terrace refers to the



paradise of the Jade Terrace. Legend says that the Jade Terrace’s Immortal
emperor 1s the most supreme beauty and he would often reincarnate and
descend into the realm of immortals to invite beautiful cultivators to share
in the pleasures of sexual intimacy. This literary work is a fantasy of the
Scholar Sect’s Hong Wen Xianzun’s amorous encounter with the Jade
Terrace’s Immortal emperor. He uses sceneries to describe incidences and
things to pertain to people. Among these “a soft jade flower hanging down”
means...”

Song Qingshi grew more dumbfounded as he listened. He has never read
any dis-harmonious books in his entire life. How was it that he overturns a
car as soon as he picks one up at random? By the time he came back to his
senses, Yue Wuhuan was already explaining the part about producing
clouds with one turn of the hand and rain with another. He quickly took the
book back, hid it behind him, and burned it to ashes. He scattered it to the
wind and pretended that nothing had happened.

The two stared at each other silently for no less than half an hour.

He had wanted to perform psychotherapy but he had taken an
unharmonious reading material to show to a patient who had a
psychological shadow on this very aspect. It was simply a major blow.

Song Qingshi was upset and embarrassed. His ears were hot. He couldn’t
speak. He wanted to cry but couldn’t...

Yue Wuhuan reacted first. He looked at his expression and realized that it
was a misunderstanding. He said comfortingly, “Hong Wen Xianzun’s
writing style is relatively...Well, most of his works describe the landscape
during his travels. This is just an exception. If Master likes this style, you
might wish to read his “Records of Haizhu Pagoda”, “The Secret Realm of
a Thousand Mountains” or perhaps, “The Endless Sea”. They are slightly
better...”

Song Qingshi nodded aggrievedly, indicating that he had noted it down.

The two continued to look at each other for a long moment. The atmosphere
was truly embarrassing.



Song Qingshi felt that he couldn’t remain silent like this. He tried to find a
bright spot amidst his current difficulty and made embarrassed small talk,
“What is “Records of Haizhu Pagoda” about? I haven’t heard of it. It seems
very interesting. Can you tell me?”

Yue Wuhuan was silent for a moment. He didn’t know how to describe it
and so he simply recited the entire work to him.

Although Song Qingshi’s poetic talent was rotten but he was not a fool.
After listening, he understood that Hong Wen Xianzun wasn’t a literary
master at all. He was nothing but a pedantic. He liked filling his works with
all kinds of flowery words and incomprehensible allusions, pretending to be
clever when it was actually empty and boring junk reading.

Yue Wuhuan asked respectfully, “Does Master wish to listen to his other
works?”

Song Qingshi suddenly realized that something was strange. He prided
himself on being smart and having a highly-retentive memory but this was
limited only to good writings. They couldn’t be too long and he had to
earnestly store it in his mind while reading it. Who would bother to
memorize such rubbish literary works? And remember them without
missing a single word? And understand all these cryptic allusions? He
suddenly thought of something he didn’t dare believe. He asked Yue
Wuhuan carefully, “Have you read a lot of books? Where did you read
them?”

“When I was young, I received instruction from a tutor and I also managed
to read a few at Xie Que’s.” Yue Wuhuan thought he was examining his past
and did not dare to conceal anything. He answered honestly, “I read most of
them at Golden Phoenix Manor. I... Every time the Manor Lord was
satisfied with my service, I begged him to allow me to read books in the
library. Please rest assured, Master. Wuhuan knows that his status is low
and he is fitting only to read miscellaneous books. I would not dare to read
the books pertaining to immortal cultivation.”

The Golden Phoenix Manor has a huge collection of books. Carrying with
him a glimmer of hope, he had wanted to find a means of escape in the



books. Unfortunately, rules in the Manor were extremely strict. Non-
disciples were not allowed to borrow books related to the Immortal Sect’s
special skills. He could only read various trivial books. He had also used his
body to bribe the disciples who took care of the library and exchanged two
low-level immortal books. Unfortunately, most of his cultivation had
already been destroyed at that point. The Acacia Seal’s suppression of his
mind and spirit was too strong. He researched for a long time but couldn’t
come up with any results.

The original body had seen the library at Golden Phoenix Manor. It was
many times larger than the one at the Medicine King’s Valley. Even just the
miscellaneous books, there were tens of thousands of books.

Song Qingshi asked anxiously, “Do you remember all those books? Can
you recite them?”

Yue Wuhuan hesitated and said, “I only remember the books that I have
read, probably more than 10,000. If Master needs it, I can recite them for
you...”

Song Qingshi took in a sharp breath. His throat tightened. He threw all
thoughts of treatments to the back of his head. He quickly found pens, inks
and rulers. He wrote and drew, copying down the entire set of 1Q test
questions he had done before. He then gave them for Yue Wuhuan to
answer.

Yue Wuhuan was completely at a loss when he first saw these odd graphics-
based questions. After Song Qingshi taught him how to answer a few of the
questions, he gradually managed to pick it up. He answered them
effortlessly without stopping and he quickly handed in the paper.

Song Qingshi calculated the score and almost choked. He was fortunate
enough to join the World Intelligence Network but he only barely managed
to exceed the club’s passing line. He knew that he was no genius and so he
relied on diligent study to make up for his shortcomings. However, Yue
Wuhuan’s 1Q test reached 162 points. It was as high as the historical record.
He has stepped into the field of super geniuses and he had a different



worldview and different educational background. He was not familiar with
this type of questions. If he were, he might get an even higher score...

What he felt for Yue Wuhuan’s experience before for was pity and a sense
of the intolerable. Now they had touched Song Qingshi’s inverted scales,
causing him to crumble in indignation and anger. Those beasts actually
ruined and laid waste to a genius who could likely enter into the holy hall of
science and change the course of history! What was the difference between
this and giving Einstein to a wild man to eat as meat?

What a reckless waste of the products of nature! Cows chewing
peonies! Cooking a crane for food and burning a lute for fuel!

Song Qingshi was so angry that tears came streaming down. He couldn’t
think of a curse strong enough. He murmured again and again, “It’s too
much, too much, too much...”

Yue Wuhuan was at a loss as he looked at the tears in the corners of his
eyes. He was completely ignorant as for why he could be crying.

Song Qingshi quickly wiped away the embarrassing tears and told him with
extreme earnestness, “Wuhuan, you are very smart.”

“Master, this is meaningless.” Yue Wuhuan calmed down and recovered his
tranquility. He lowered his gaze slightly and thought amusedly, no one
cared whether he was smart or not. They only cared how many tricks he
could play in bed. No one cared whether he read books or not, only whether
could be ordered about to suit their liking...

The corners of his mouth couldn’t help curling up into a sneer.
Immeasurable malice appeared in his eyes that were hidden in the dark.
Such intelligence would only make him more sober than others as he
endure more pain. “This is the realm of immortals, the world of beasts
where the weak are prey to the strong.”

The author has something to say:
Song Qingshi: Back then, I was super responsible! I urged that girl to write



out five papers every day and this cured her infatuation disease! It was not
easy! Please praise me!

PS: Will Yue Wuhuan need to do ten papers every day to get better? !



Chapter 9: The Nie Clan’s Poison Scriptures

Yue Wuhuan stood in the library of the Medicine King’s Valley, looking at
the precious secrets of the immortal arts around him. He felt like he had
entered a mountain filled with treasure.

Song Qingshi and the original body were both the type who were unwilling
to worry about life’s trivial matters. The library was off-limits and there
were no valley servants to clean up here. And so, the books and objects in it
were all in a mess. Books were found in all directions and only he knew
where they were located. After Song Qingshi brought in Yue Wuhuan, he
asked him to tidy up a table and then he himself, went in search for the
books he needed.

It took a lot of effort for Yue Wuhuan to take his eyes away from the book.
He looked at the Luohan bed by the window. In the middle of the Luohan
bed, there was a low table with hundreds of books piled on it. There was
also some dried up pens and ink and a large pile of Xuan paper filled with
crossed out handwriting. Looks like that was where the Master usually read
his books and rested.

He walked over and resigned himself to his fate of organizing the books and
putting them aside. He suddenly discovered that there was a tattered copy of
“The Nie Clan’s Poison Scriptures” hidden amongst the books. Yue
Wuhuan’s breathing stopped for a moment. He realized that Nie referred to
the poison master Nie Jue, who killed people like flies and frightened the
righteous sects thousands of years ago. This book probably recorded the
poison master’s poison prescriptions.

Yue Wuhuan quietly glanced at Song Qing, who didn’t seem to be paying
any attention to what he was doing over at this end. He secretly opened the
book and was pleasantly surprised to find that the formula for the Thousand
Chance Poison, which Nie Jue used to make a name for himself, was at the
very beginning. The Thousand Chance Poison was colorless and tasteless
and could kill cultivators below Nascent Soul...



This kind of killing method that didn’t require any cultivation was exactly
what he had striven to find but couldn’t at Golden Phoenix Manor.

Yue Wuhuan flipped through it quickly and forcibly engraved the formula
in his head.

Thousand Chance Poison, Soul Devouring Incense, Puppet Pill...
Each poison was a sharp butcher’s knife.

The once suppressed killing intent turned into a turbulent tide that stirred
his thoughts. Countless vicious ways of using them emerged in his mind.

No one knew that his heart has long been refined in hell into a demon’s,
looking forward to a mountain of corpses and a sea of blood. It was not

himself who he wanted to destroy, but the entire dirty world including
himself.

“This book is not suitable for you.” Song Qingshi’s voice came from behind
him.

Yue Wuhuan gently closed the book and put it back onto the pile of books
on the table. He then turned around as though nothing had happened. With a
submissive expression on his face once again, he said the excuse he had
prepared, “It was too old and when I was putting it away, a few pages
accidentally escaped from the binding. Please forgive me, Master.”

Song Qingshi put down the pile of books in his arms and picked up the
poison scripture. He turned a few pages and found that there were indeed
traces of the pages falling out.

Yue Wuhuan looked down at the ground, his palms sweating, feeling
extremely nervous.

“You have a weak foundation. It’s too early for you to be studying this
book,” Song Qingshi was completely oblivious to his thoughts. He quickly
overlooked the matter and dispensed good guidance. “Toxicology and
pharmacology are interlinked. You have to start by recognizing drugs. For



example, Amakusa seeds and Swallow Orchid seeds are very similar in
appearance but very different in toxicity. If they are used incorrectly, there
will be problems in its efficacy. So you must first learn the basic
pharmacopoeia; learn to identify drugs, familiarize yourself with
pharmacology and then learn alchemy. Finally, you will be able to learn this
poison scripture.”

Yue Wuhuan abruptly raised his head. He asked in disbelief, “Can I learn
the poison scripture?”’

“Why not?” Song Qingshi was puzzled. He thought for a while and then
stuffed “The Nie Clan’s Poison Scripture” into Yue Wuhuan’s hands. He
said comfortingly, “I think you can be more confident in yourself. The
things in the poison scripture are not that difficult. With your 1Q, you will
be able to grasp them quickly. Only that, you will need to strictly pay
attention to safety when refining. There are many drugs written in there that
cannot come in contact with the skin and some of them can infect you
through the air... If there is anything you don’t understand, you can always
ask me.”

Is this a question of self-confidence?

Yue Wuhuan was knocked silly by this pie falling from the sky. For a long
while, he couldn’t speak.

Completely oblivious, Song Qingshi continued to smash the pies over his
head one after another. “If you are interested in poisons, it is best to learn
the use of hidden weapons and magic arts as well. This will make the
application of poison that much easier. I will give you the relevant books
later. You can also use my laboratory...”

Yue Wuhuan couldn’t help it any more. He interrupted the person in front of
him, who was in such high spirits. “Have you never thought about what I
could do with 1t?”

“I know,” Song Qingshi’s eyes were filled with gratification. He had long
been worried that the protagonist shou was too kind and easy to bully, like a
beautiful flower without any self-preservation ability that could only wait to



be picked by others. He was also very worried that Professor System would
pull him out of the world after completing the task, causing Yue Wuhuan to
lose his blessing and fall once again into the den of monsters. He said
earnestly, “Wuhuan, don’t be afraid. It’s not your fault to be beautiful. It’s
the fault of those beasts. Magic weapons, poisons, hidden weapons... If the
realm of immortals is a world of beasts where the strong prey on the weak
then you must learn to protect yourself, don’t let anyone bully you.”

“Is it wrong to not want to be violated?”
“Is 1t wrong to not want to be bullied?”
“Is 1t wrong to not want to do something you don’t like?”

The breeze blew across the windowsill, blowing in a clean breath. The faint
fragrance of medicine in the air stirred his heart.

Yue Wuhuan listened in a daze to words no one has ever said to him before.
Every sentence drew him into a dreamlike trance.

“From now on, this world will no longer be able to disgrace you.”

Learning needed mutual discussion and joint progress.

Song Qingshi liked to learn from his friends, especially those who were
smart enough to match with him. The professor he followed was an
internationally renowned medical authority. All his senior brothers and
sisters were all dragons and phoenixes among men. He very much missed
those happy times of studying and doing experiments together with
everyone.

Yue Wuhuan has a higher IQ, was hardworking and studious. With such a
student in his life, what more could he ask for?

Scholar-tyrant Song was overjoyed. He helped clean up the unneeded books
from the Luohan bed, cleared the table and cast several cleaning spells. He



put on some tea and various pastries, burned the some Spirit-awakening
Incense and then pulled Yue Wuhuan to sit at one end and started reading.

Yue Wuhuan’s heart was a little confused. He quietly observed the other for
a long time from out the corner of his eyes. He found that the person next to
him was indeed focused on reading his books and had no other intentions.
He gradually grew relieved and read the book quietly.

At some point, dark clouds blocked the sun and raindrops fell on the eaves,
drumming waves of rhythm. The damp wind blew moisture in through the
window and onto the scholars in the room. Yue Wuhuan soon felt the slight
chill. He got up and turned on the luminous beads. He gently closed the
screens on the window. He looked back, only to see that Song Qingshi was
still looking at the scroll in his hand, so focused, he didn’t even notice the
changes in the surrounding environment.

Yue Wuhuan approached step by step, cautiously raising his beautiful eyes.
This was the first time that he had wanted to see a person clearly. He
carefully portrayed in his mind this person who was like white jade
wrapped in snow-colored clothes. He had slightly messy hair and a
somewhat childlike face. Although his appearance was good, it could not be
called stunning. He did, however, have the clearest eyes in the world, with
no understanding of desire and unstained by filth. They were like crystals
that accidentally fell into this billowing world, unstained by the red dust.

Yue Wuhuan stood watching beside him for a long time but he didn’t even
raise his head.

It seems that, except for this room full of books, no one else can be seen in
his eyes, in his heart...

Yue Wuhuan suddenly thought it was laughable. If anyone knew that the
eccentric Medicine King Xianzun and the world famous amorous Yue
Wuhuan stayed inside the library and did nothing but read books quietly for
an entire day, they would think it was absolutely inconceivable, right?

People must have fanaticism for there to be success.



The most fanatical is the most pure, turning thoughts into aspirations.

No one has discovered that the Medicine King Xianzun was just a fanatic
obsessed with books. All his eccentricities were just because of his
fanaticism and his obsession. No one knew that once they took off his
obsessed outer shell, inside was the simplest of hearts...

Yue Wuhuan lowered his head and smiled quietly for a long time. Then his
smile was tainted with slight bitterness. He remembered their first meeting
by the river and remembered the feel of the tips of his hair against his
fingertips; the feel of his fingers sliding against his cheek. It was a little hot.
If he had known there would come a day like today, he would have risked
punishment to make himself appear more decent and not let him see his
embarrassing side.

The sky had grown dark. The sound of the rain has stopped and the moon
has shown her face. Insects sang from within the clumps of grass.

The library was like a universe isolated from the world. It was unaffected
by changes in the outside world. There was no noise, no disturbance, only
the gentle sound of turning pages and the desolate fragrance of medicine
entangled within it all.

Yue Wuhuan read his book. His heart felt an unprecedented sense of
peace...

If he could have this for a lifetime, how good would that be?

Song Qingshi suddenly put down the book, picked up a pen and scribbled
on the paper.

Yue Wuhuan looked sideways. He saw him writing very quickly and in a
hurry. His handwriting was very scribbled and he could barely understand
the contents, only seeing that it seemed to be the name of the medicine.

Suddenly, he stopped writing and fell into deep thought. His left hand
accidentally touched the wet writing, creating a large ink stain. He then



unconsciously raised his hand to rest his cheek and a black mark appeared
on his face.

Yue Wuhuan stared at that black mark, feeling it to be extremely dazzling.

He held back and kept holding back. Finally, he couldn’t help looking for a
handkerchief, carefully wiping it clean, wiping away that flawless mark that
contaminated the heart.

Song Qingshi finally snapped out of it. He turned around and realized with
a start that it had already gotten dark. He looked at the ink marks on Yue
Wuhuan’s handkerchief and realized what stupidity he had done. He said,
embarrassedly, “I easily get engrossed in reading and often forget the time.
Are you hungry? Next time, you can just call my attention.”

Yue Wuhuan smiled and shook his head, “I also got engrossed in reading
and didn’t realize it had gotten dark.”

“Here you are,” Song Qingshi pushed to him all the pastries on the table,
“I’m 1in abstinence so I can’t get hungry.”

Yue Wuhuan did not refuse. He picked up a piece of hibiscus cake, thought
for a while and casually found a topic of conversation, “Master, you are
studying so diligently. What important prescription are you studying?”

Song Qingshi sorted out the mess of papers on the table and replied, “It’s
the Six Meridians Rejuvenation Decoction.”

Yue Wuhuan’s hand holding the hibiscus cake suddenly paused, staring at
him in a daze.

“It’s what you will need to use later,” Song Qingshi scratched his head in
distress, trying to find the words to explain. “This medicine can reopen your
blocked meridians, but I tried it and found that its too painful. You may not
be able to stand it. I’'m looking for a way to alleviate the pain. I am still not
sure whether it is better to slow down the effect of the medicine or to numb
the pain nerves. Maybe I have to try a few more times...”



Once the meridians were opened, there was hope of returning to the road of
cultivation...

Why does he do these for him?

“Master,” Yue Wuhuan heard his voice trembling, “I am not afraid of
pain...”

“No one is unafraid of pain. That’s why medicine finds various ways to
alleviate the pain of patients. Severe pain can also cause shock.” Song
Qingshi looked down at the paper in his hand again and as though stating
something completely natural, said, “I don’t want you to have to endure
such pain.”

Why does he not want for him to even bear pain?

Why is he so good to him?

Why?

Yue Wuhuan was going crazy from wanting to know the answers.

Finally, he asked the question that had been spiraling in his heart for so
long.

Song Qingshi didn’t understand the principle of keeping secrets from the
protagonist in system novels. He understood the concept of OOC even less.
But his intuition told him that Yue Wuhuan’s current psychological state
would not be able to bear knowing such absurd truths. He didn’t like lying
very much, so he thought about it for a long time, long enough that Yue
Wuhuan thought he wouldn’t get an answer. Song Qingshi smiled
embarrassedly.

He thought of the beautiful sunlight that he saw on the day when he was
reborn, beautiful sunlight that dispelled the black clouds in his heart.

A little kindness had made him no longer afraid of this strange world.



“You once wished me good luck for the night and now, I want you to have
good luck your entire life.”

The author has something to say:

Perplexed Scholar-Tyrant Song: Are other transmigration systems different
from mine? Don’t tell me Professor System can also mentor
online? Doesn’t OOC refer to casualties at work? (On Operation Casualty)



Chapter 10: General Teacher
Learning was the correct way to solve all psychological problems!

Song Qingshi was pleasantly surprised to find that the aura of despair that
had enveloped Yue Wuhuan had disappeared. He was like an unfeeling
porcelain doll coming back to life; like a withering flower that began to
exude thriving vitality.

He began to take the initiative to approach him, to strike up conversation, to
do things. He would be waiting for him at the door to get up so they could
go study every morning.

Even though he was treated badly by the world, he was still kind and gentle
towards the world.

No wonder the readers love the protagonist shou. Is there anyone who
wouldn’t like such a person?

Song Qingshi’s social anxiety gradually soothed. His nervousness
disappeared and he began to reveal his true nature in front of Yue Wuhuan
even more.

Outside his bedroom, there was a hesitant knock on the door.

Song Qingshi lifted his head up from the table in a daze. He found that the
sky was already bright. He had accidentally fallen asleep while reading last
night. He missed the time for study. Who knows how long Yue Wuhuan has
been waiting outside the door. He got up in a flurry and quietly checked for
any accidental drool. He then ran to open the door before he had time to
change clothes or put on his shoes. He said in a daze, “I accidentally fell
asleep on the table again.”

He yawned, rubbed the corners of the reddish eyes and wiped away the
sleepy tears. He remembered that he had clearly promised to rest well and
not sleep on the table anymore. Suddenly, he was a little embarrassed. He



quietly glanced at the person in front of him and worked hard to stand
straight. He was as well-behaved as a kitten caught doing something bad.

“It doesn’t matter, I just arrived not long ago. You mustn’t do it next time.”
Yue Wuhuan looked dazedly at him. He always felt like he was
hallucinating.

Now, Song Qingshi has been gracing him with lessons and so, he has been
treating him with respect as befitting a teacher.

Originally, he had been determined to act all according to the master’s
wishes, never to go against him in anything. However, Song Qingshi never
asked others to do anything for him. His own work and rest schedule was
erratic. It was not uncommon for him to forget to sleep and eat. If the mood
strikes him, he could forego rest for days and nights on end. Moreover, he
was completely unable to deal with the trivial matters of living. His room
was a chaotic pile of books. He would comb his hair awkwardly and he
would wear the same set of clothes over and over again. He gave absolutely
no thought to eating, drinking, housing or transportation. Even the servants
were extremely troubled. The valley servants were confused as to their
responsibilities and often didn’t know what they were supposed to do......

How could they possibly think that such a person was cruel?
Yue Wuhuan thought, completely at a loss...

If Song Qingshi knew of his thoughts, he would feel extremely

wronged. Since he was a child, save for studying, he has never had to worry
about anything else. He bought his clothes to all be the same style and color
so as to not waste time choosing. He didn’t care about the style of cut for
his hair and he was never picky with food, eating whatever the housekeeper
made. Everyone praised him for being so easy to raise. When he did
research there were usually professors leading it and seniors to manage it.
He was only responsible for execution and recording. He was a particularly
obedient student.

Where would he have gotten the idea that after transmigrating into the
novel, aside from saving the protagonist shou, he would also have to be



responsible for the management of the Medicine King’s Valley!?

The original body was a social anxiety sufferer who was even less adapt at
communication than he was. His management methods were not worthy of
being used as reference.

When Song Qingshi had checked his memory, he discovered that the
original body was not temperamental. There were reasons for the
overwhelming majority of instances when he flew into a rage. For example,
when the valley servants had washed that jar full of mold which was
actually a fungal medicinal ingredient he had cultivated for several years.
Moreover, he stubbornly refused to admit his mistakes. Another example
was when someone prattled off in front of him, praising the drunken elixir
that he worked so hard to research as the best knockout drug in the world.
They actually placed anesthetic he had developed for surgery at the same
level as knockout drops used by thieves and highwaymen! The original
body turned into a pufferfish in anger but he said nothing and simply killed
the person outright.

The valley servants were also treading on thin ice. Every time the master
confers to them a task, he would use only very few words. It was very
difficult to carry out all their tasks just by guessing. Whenever they saw
they master, they were like old mice that had seen the cat. They were afraid
to say anything, let alone come over.

Song Qingshi realized the original body’s wrong practices and was
determined to reform. He established the Medicine King’s Valley as a
medical research institute in the immortal realm. After he made a plan, he
made Yue Wuhuan as the senior secretary, letting him take on the important
task of communicating for him. Yue Wuhuan was busy rectifying the
internal affairs of the valley every day.

Sharpening the axe won't make the wood-splitting take longer.

The Medicine King’s Valley was once again partitioned up. The
responsibilities of the valley servants were once again redistributed.
Everyone had their own clear-cut and distinct work. Among them, those
who were studious and motivated, ambitious to improve themselves, were



also given the opportunity to learn basic pharmacology. In the future, they
can serve as reserve duty doctors.

Yue Wuhuan held entry to all the places in the Medicine King’s Valley,
including the tokens for the treasure house. With a complicated expression
on his face, he asked, ‘“Master, how can you trust people so easily?”

Song ‘the hands-off husband’ Qingshi said magnanimously, “I don’t trust
people. I only trust you.”

The protagonist shou was a system-certified good person. There could
never be a problem with his character! Moreover, letting him do these
things to busy his mind will leave him no time to think about other things.

This was a good way to hit two birds with one stone!

Yue Wuhuan was deeply honored and worked diligently. He was born to a
royal family and spent many years in the Golden Phoenix Manor. He was
good at figuring out people’s hearts and had no shortage of methods. He
was able to handle these things with ease. He also took care of the
housekeeping and clothes for Song Qingshi. As well as the preparation of
his meals, waking him up and all sorts of other chores...

He liked this kind of life, ordinary and trivial.

He even wanted to hypnotize himself and pretend to be a normal person.

Song Qingshi felt that Yue Wuhuan’s mental state was getting better and
better. He began to smile more and for the time being, he had no tendency
to commit suicide. He happily directed his attention back on the study of
restoring the Dantian and cultivation.

Spiritual roots and Dantian were things that hadn’t been seen in the modern
scientific world.

Song Qingshi was extremely curious. While Yue Wuhuan was dealing with
the valley’s internal affairs, he ran to the basement that he had converted to



a dissection lab and selected wood-type spiritual root and broken spiritual
root types from the hundreds of general teachers in there. He immediately
began his dissection and studying the differences between the corpses from
the immortal realm and the corpses of normal mortals; studying just what
kind of magical thing this thing called spiritual roots were.

In the past, his body had not been nimble. He could only watch his senior
brother and sisters perform the dissections during anatomy class. He’d been
extremely envious.

Now that he has been reborn with a healthy body, his long-cherished wish
has been fulfilled and he happily dissected away.

The scalpel between his fingertips danced in the air as he cut open one
corpse after the other, happily oblivious to the passage of time.

After Song Qingshi finished dissecting a general teacher, he would stop,
take off his mask and take down notes. In passing he would take in some
snacks and Spirit-refreshing tea. While he was happily eating and writing
down notes, the basement door opened. Yue Wuhuan walked in with dinner
and then stared dumbfounded at the corpse-filled room, the incised
intestines and internal organs.

Yue Wuhuan asked carefully, “Master, what are these?”

Song Qingshi was holding a piece of sweet-scented osmanthus cake in his
mouth as he turned around in horror, thinking that he had made things
WOorse.

It seemed...he had forgotten to tell Yue Wuhuan not to enter the dissection
room.

The study of anatomy was a very important part of modern medicine. Every
year, it was the delight of the senior brothers and sisters to see the new
students entering the anatomy room for the first time, secretly wagering
how many would puke, how many would faint and how many would last
till the end. In any case, there would always be new students who would
need to be carried out every year. They’ve also gotten used to all the



puking. In a few years, all of them will be transformed into valiant warriors
who would rush to the cafeteria to eat ribs after doing dissections.

However, Yue Wuhuan has never even dissected a frog, right? Wouldn’t this
be too stimulating?

Song Qingshi looked around at the room that now looked practically the
same as a murder scene because he’d gotten carried away with his
dissections. He then looked around at the general teachers lying
haphazardly around the room and the disgusting rancid smell... With all his
strength, he swallowed the sweet-scented osmanthus cake in his mouth and
quietly dragged out a basin, preparing to let Yue Wuhuan use it...

“Listen to my explanation. Don’t panic, it’s not what you think.”



Translator’s note: Mildly painful. Here is a short summary.
Chapter 11 Psychological Quality
“I’m not panicking. Explain.”

Yue Wuhuan’s psychological quality was much better than that of a
freshman’s. He walked through the room full of human bodies, walked over
and set down dinner. Then, he frowned and reached out to wipe some
residue from the corner of Song Qingshi’s mouth. He had gotten used to
dining with the master recently and he felt that his appetite would much
better if he smells some clean air.

Song Qingshi observed for a long time and saw that he didn’t seem to be
about to collapse. He quietly put the basin back down. In his heart, he was
certain that Yue Wuhuan was a good seedling for studying medicine. He
was smart, rational, calm, good with his hands and was not afraid of blood.
He had all the qualities of an excellent surgeon. On Earth, all the professors
in the medical school would have come to blows in order to get him as a
PhD student.

He gave an impromptu class on the theory of anatomy dissection. He stated
the importance of anatomy to medicine and the contribution of the general
teachers to mankind.

Yue Wuhuan listened very earnestly and took the initiative to observe the
shapes and patterns of the corpses and internal organs.

He felt that Song Qingshi’s worries were a bit laughable. Among the guests
of Golden Phoenix Manor, there would often be cultivators who were
addicted to torture and from time to time they would carry out the slaves
who had been tortured to death. He had hovered between life and death at
the hands of those cultivators many times before. He had been abused until
he was nothing but a mass of cuts and bruises. If it weren’t for the resilience
and rejuvenating powers of the his wood-type spiritual roots he would have
been “liberated” long ago.



What is a corpse? It’s just a piece of meat.

From the first time he was made to cater to someone, he has only been
afraid of the living.

Yue Wuhuan carefully looked at the corpses and inwardly sighed. Suddenly,
he stopped and stared at a tall male corpse in the corner. Suddenly his mind
was filled with memories he didn’t want to remember. He panicked for a
moment. He then suddenly realized something. His beautiful eyes filled
with malice and a slight arc gradually formed at the corner of his lips.

He slowly turned around and made the expression on his face vanish. He
asked gently, “Master, can I try to dissect this corpse?”

Song Qingshi was in the middle of eating the dinner lovingly given to him
by the little angel. Hearing this, he looked up in amazement.

He thought for a while. After all, this was not the medical school of his
original world. There weren’t that many rules for performing dissections.
Since Yue Wuhuan was willing to learn, he should support it.

And so, he found a new hooded robe and had Yue Wuhuan put it on. He
then had him wash his hands and disinfect. Finally, he put on a mask and
gloves.

Yue Wuhuan touched the gloves uneasily, “Why must we wear these?”

“To prevent from getting infected with harmful bacteria,” Song Qingshi
warned, “There’s no formalin here and there’s no completely reliable
antiseptic solution. The corpses are preserved using spirit stone formations.
Among these, there are many whose cause of death is unknown. A lot of
them came in absolutely filthy. I can’t rest assured. You must cultivate the
habit of disinfecting before and after performing experiments and
dissections.”

This was the medical student’s mysophobia. He simply can’t believe that
the cleansing spell can completely eliminate all the germs. He has to
disinfect to feel at ease.



Yue Wuhuan looked at the corpse next to him, relaxed and said with a
smile, “It’s very dirty.”

Song Qingshi finished dressing him up, handed him a scalpel and gave him
an introduction, “This corpse was given to me by An Long. An Long is the
Gu King of the Western Forest. He’s a superb doctor and an expert on
insects. He’s a good person and we often exchange resources. He sent
someone to deliver this corpse a few days ago and gave me a question to
ponder. He said that this corpse died in a very interesting way and he wants
me to guess how that was.”

An Long was the original body’s only friend. The two used to exchange
professional knowledge through letters but for some reason they broke off
contact in recent years.

When Song Qingshi sorted out the things left by the original body, he re-
read those letters and once again admired An Long’s professionalism. He
then took the initiative to write him a letter. He had been using modern
medical methods to solve a problem regarding entomopathogenic fungus
that had been plaguing him for many years. After receiving the letter, An
Long was overjoyed and sent over a lot of gifts. Because of the original
body’s preferences, there were several corpses with different causes of
death among the gifts. He also said that he would personally come visiting
to thank him in a few days.

Song Qingshi liked these gifts very much and welcomed this bigshot with
an entomology obsession.

Yue Wuhuan smiled and took the knife. Swipe after swipe, he cut open the
corpse’s chest cavity without hesitation.

“Slow down! Slow down!” Song Qingshi jumped in fright and he hurriedly
blocked him. He taught and guided, “You have to first observe the texture
and composition before making the cut. Pay attention to the blood vessels
and direction of the meridians and then cut layer by layer. You cut too
deeply. You almost cut off the bone and internal organs! Be careful of the
internal organs!”



“Yes,” Yue Wuhuan smiled even more happily at seeing the still heart under
his knife. He asked Song Qingshi, “Master, do you know the identity of this
corpse?”

Song Qingshi thought for a while. “It seems he was a warrior from a
righteous sect. ‘Yu’ something...”

“Everyone says that the hero Yu Qing was upright and noble. He was a man
of honor but he still winded up with no one to collect his corpse.” Yue
Wuhuan said softly, his voice carrying something that couldn’t quite be
called ridicule. “It’s really lamentable.”

“There are too many people who die in the immortal realm. Everywhere,
there are corpses that no one wants. No matter what his identity was before,
in death, it’s all the same.” Song Qingshi stared at his movements, not
paying any attention to the improper tone in his voice. He cried out in
alarm, “Be careful, you’ve hit the heart!”

Yue Wuhuan raised his eyes and exclaimed in a low voice, “So it’s not
black after all?”

He smiled and drew one slash after the other, cutting this disgusting body
and its internal organs into bits and pieces as though he were putting it to
death through dismembering the body. He was extremely happy, doing to
him just as he did to himself back then.

That year, it hadn’t been long after he had entered the Golden Phoenix
Mountain Manor. He was Jin Feiren’s exclusive domain. He could not come
to terms with his identity and still carried a bit of naivety, hoping that a
kind-hearted person would save him from that hell.

Golden Phoenix Villa hosted a banquet to entertain the immortal leaders of
the Green Rainbow Sect, to learn from each other through comparing their
swordsmanship. The Green Rainbow Sect was a well-known righteous sect
in the immortal realm and had a reputation for hating evil like an enemy. Yu
Qing was a very respected leader of the younger generation. Unyielding
integrity covered him from head to toe and he refused to be distracted by



the beauties who came to serve him at the banquet. He seemed immune to
lust and would never do anything vile.

Yue Wuhuan felt that he might be a good person. So, he mustered up the
courage and tried to ask for help.

Yu Qing watched him for a long time without speaking.
Yue Wuhuan also knew that hope was slim and dared not impose.

However, he never ever expected that Yu Qing would force himself upon
him.

“In the banquet, I felt that your eyes were so beautiful, so naturally
seductive.”

Although Yu Qing didn’t manage to obtain the spirit bead to control the
Acacia Seal, he didn’t have the strength to resist a Core Formation
cultivator. He was quickly tied up with a magical weapon and was taken
advantage of.

In the early morning of the next day, he was finally released from hell, only
to be found, creating a scene in front of Jin Feiren and the immortal leaders
of Green Rainbow Sect.

With cuts and bruises all over, he knelt before everyone.

Yu Qing was a valued disciple of the Green Rainbow Sect with a good
reputation. Now he has touched the Manor Lord’s exclusive property. It
simply couldn’t be.

The Green Rainbow Sect had lost face and repeatedly apologized to Jin
Feiren, saying that Yu Qing would be punished heavily. It was a very
embarrassing scene.

Jin Feiren smiled generously and justified the entire scene. “It was my little
slave who couldn’t bear being lonely. What sin has the noble warrior Yu



committed?”

Yue Wuhuan was stunned. He raised his head, wanting to explain.
Suddenly, Jin Feiren gave him a warning look. The hand in his sleeve
moved and the Acacia Seal on his back began to burn hot. Even though he
struggled to resist, he began to speak a series of unbearable words:

“This slave has behaved badly. Seeing Immortal Senior Yu’s powerful
appearance, | used my body to seduce him...”

“This slave was not injured, only that his legs have gone a bit weak...”

“This slave was in the wrong. Please punish this slave for his lowliness.”

(13 29

He was obviously hurt but he was forced to admit that Yu Qing had
committed no wrong, bringing the matter to a successful close.

During the banquet, both host and guests were jubilant. Seeing that Yu Qing
liked it, Jin Feiren gave both Yue Wuhuan as well as the spirit bead to Yu
Qing for a few days, letting him experience all of this righteous hero’s evil
interests.

He was badly injured but he never cried out again. He did not beg for
mercy.

Because he thoroughly understood the status of a slave. He no longer had
any delusions.

“The cause of death lies in the brain. Insects ate most of his brain.” Yue
Wuhuan used a saw to cut open the head of the corpse. He concluded,
saying softly, “His death must have been very painful, very miserable...”
He was very thankful that the mask blocked his smile and malice, otherwise
his expression would have looked like that of a demon’s.



Song Qingshi carefully observed the corpse and nodded. “En, this way of
dying is quite cruel. It’s a pity.”

Yue Wuhuan gave a small smile. “Yes, it’s a pity.”

He stared at the knife in his hand, the lingering happiness gradually
dissipated and bursts of regret filled his heart.

How good would it have been if he could have cut him up alive?

The author has something to say:

Scholar-tyrant Song was filled with self-confidence: My family’s little
angel was so steady handling that knife. He will definitely be a good
doctor!



Chapter 12: Acupuncture Treatment
A too good memory was not a good thing.

This just meant that he could clearly remember every injury, every
nightmare, to torment himself over and over again.

At night, the Peaceful Soul Fragrance couldn’t suppress the pain in his
heart. In his dreams, he returned to the Golden Phoenix Mountain Manor
and fell into the golden bird cage.

The Acacia Seal on his back would burn faintly and his body would be

unable to move. He would be forced to sit on the ground, watching the

youths who were made to accompany the guests, performing ridiculous
dramas one after another.

In this unbearably filthy world even the air was too dirty to breathe...
Desire was forcibly incited and he was wantonly played with.
So dirty, so disgusting.

Yue Wuhuan curled up in despair, trying to escape from those hands that
were reaching out towards him. He wanted to cut off every inch of skin that
had been touched. His entire body was filthy. He was battered and
exhausted. He couldn’t breathe. He died again and again. Every time he
woke up, he would still be in the cage, made to repeat the nightmare from
the last time until he lost his mind, gave up struggling and let his body be
completely destroyed. .

Suddenly, the Red Lotus Fire burned down the cage and the clear medicinal
incense washed away the dirty odor.

He realized that the clamoring voices around him had faded away and he
opened his eyes carefully. What appeared before him was a youth wearing a
snow-white robe.



There was no dirty smell on the youth’s body, no filthy desire in his eyes.
He stretched out his hand from the overlapping cuffs. Even his fingertips
had a clean breath of white snow.

Yue Wuhuan thought for a long time before he realized that this
outstretched hand was for himself.

With a thread of longing, he wanted to touch the cleanest existence in the
world. He had just raised his hand and the red marks on his wrist and the
dirt on his palm came into view. He quickly retracted his dirty hand and
wanted to hide it behind him but then he saw on his body, traces of when he
accompanied guests. There was no clean place on his body.

“Don’t touch me, it will dirty your hands...”
“Don’t look at me, it will defile your eyes...”
“Don’t save me, just kill me...”

He was so terrified that he kept backing away until he was hidden in the
darkness, his body could no longer be seen.

The young man approached stubbornly, reaching out his hand again and
again, until he stepped into the darkness, forcing him to retreat until he had
nowhere to retreat farther. Finally, the young man took oft his clean snow
robe, put it on him, and embraced him, treating him as if he were the most
precious treasure, removing his shackles one by one, and wiping the stains
from his body little by little.

His earnest eyes reflected his entre figure. The clear scent twined around
the tip of his nose. His soft fingers were like little sparks, igniting the fire of
his desire. His heart was sinking. He was losing his reason. He was
transforming into a terrible monster, wanting to possess, wanting to eat up
the young man to keep him with him forever.

He wanted to defile his body like crazy...

He wanted to greedily pollute this cleanliness...



He wanted to requite kindness with enmity...

Yue Wuhuan gasped and abruptly pushed away the young man’s gentleness.
He knew that he could no longer get close to him.

The boy noticed his body’s embarrassing reaction, thought about it and
placed a red spirit bead onto his palm.

The spirit bead emitted a burning sensation. It followed the movement of
his thoughts, following his heart.

Yue Wuhuan felt the Acacia Seal on his back quickly dissipating. The
shackles on his body were completely undone. However, his desire began to
madly spread out.

Following his desire, the young man slowly took off his inner garments. He
took off his white jade crown, letting fine, soft long hair spread out. A
gorgeous and enchanting red seal quickly appeared on his fair and clear
skin. His cold breath was invaded by desire. Like a holy deity walking into
the sacrificial altar of hell, falling into the arms of the devil, he said in the
clearest voice what he wanted to hear:

“You can dirty me.”

“You can do anything to me.”

“I will give you everything you want.”
“Including me.”

All the delusions in his heart turned into reality.

The devil could no longer maintain his rationality. Bit by bit, he occupied
every inch of territory and bit by bit, he encroached upon every breath.

Blasphemous.



Yue Wuhuan opened his eyes, gasping for breath. There was a sweet
cloying scent mixed with the herbal scents lingering in his nose. He
suddenly realized something, and slowly turned his head. He suddenly saw
Song Qingshi leaning over his bedside, holding a luminous bead in his
hand. Eyes sparkling from the illumination of the luminous bead stared at
him, as thought excitedly anticipating something.

He stared blankly for a long time, then slowly closed his eyes, suspecting
that he wasn’t fully awake yet.

“Don’t sleep!” Song Qingshi quickly cut off his plan. “Wake up!”

Yue Wuhuan finally woke up. Voice hoarse, he asked hesitantly, “Master,
why are you here?”

“Wuhuan, listen to me!” Song Qingshi happily reported, “I finally found a
way to alleviate the side effects of the Six Meridian Rejuvenation
Decoction! So I came to call you first thing this morning! Quick, get up!
Let’s do your treatment!”

Yue Wuhuan looked blankly at the sky outside the window. There was
barely a sliver of dawn on the horizon.

It should be around four in the morning, right?

Song Qingshi has finally solved a difficult problem that has been troubling
him for many days. He was feeling unburdened and refreshed. He felt like a
fan whose team had just won the World Championship Cup. It was getting
to his head and wanted to talk to anyone he saw. In the entire Medicine
King’s Valley, the person who understood his thoughts and the source of
happiness best was Yue Wuhuan. And so he did his best to endure until
morning before coming to take him into custody. “Hurry up, hurry up!”

“Okay,” Yue Wuhuan smiled. Suddenly, he realized something and stopped
lifting up the quilt. He whispered, “Master, please go out first and wait. |
will change my clothes first and then go out.”



Song Qingshi finally realized that he had done something not quite right. In
the past, many experiments in the research institute needed 24 hour
monitoring. He and the seniors would arrange shifts. Going to someone’s
dormitory to wake them up in the middle of the night was a common
occurrence. He completely forgot that although the protagonist shou was a
man, his sexual preference was also a man. He should avoid rousing
suspicious. Him running into people’s bedroom like this as he pleased
seemed a bit like a night attack.

Yue Wuhuan had psychological issues. He’ll be done for if he
misunderstood...

Thinking of this, Song Qingshi immediately corrected his words and deeds.
In the manner of a perfect gentleman, he turned and went out the door.

Yue Wuhuan let out a long sigh of relief. He lifted off the quilt and looked
with disgust at the traces of the release of his desire. However, the beautiful
scenery 1n his dream appeared in front of him. Thinking of the young man
who beseeched him in the dream, he couldn’t help bowing at the waist once
again. He tried desperately to restrain his undesirable thoughts so as not to
stain the white sheet.

He was so dirty...

Song Qingshi waited anxiously outside the door for a long time. Finally,
Yue Wuhuan finished freshening up and emerged from the room, dressed
neatly and tidily. He checked to make sure that the other looked as usual
and didn’t appear to take offence at his own rashness. He immediately let
go of his worries and happily dragged the other straight to the treatment
room.

In the treatment room, there are two boxes full of gold needles used for
acupuncture.

In Chinese medicine there was a way to use acupuncture as anesthesia.
However, it was only as local anesthesia and the effect varied from person



to person. It also couldn’t completely ease the pain. It was far less
convenient and effective than Western anesthesia. It didn’t receive a lot of
acceptance from the patients, so it was generally only used in extremely
special circumstances. .

Song Qingshi suddenly realized from the memory of the original body that
this world had special meridians and Dantians, which could increase the
effectiveness of acupuncture and moxibustion many times over. He could
also put in spiritual energy while the golden needles were pierced into the
acupoints to achieve fine control of local anesthesia. .

He instantly opened the door to a whole new world. He experimented
several times with his own body, and determined that he could use
acupuncture to focus the range of the anesthesia to only the blockages in
Yue Wuhuan’s meridians. He could reduce the pain by 50% without
affecting the curative effect. He could bring down the pain caused by the
Six Meridian Rejuvenation Decoction to a level that could be tolerated by
the human body.

Song Qingshi stumbled over the explanation for a long time and finally
managed to straighten out the principle to Yue Wuhuan. “I will use more
than two hundred golden needles to pierce your whole body. Don’t worry, it
won’t hurt. You will just feel a bit numb and itchy. And then you’ll take the
medicated bath. After successfully clearing your meridians, I will take out
the needles and use medicine to reconstruct your Dantian.”

Yue Wuhuan looked at him and was silent for a long time.

“Although you will need to undress for the acupuncture treatment and there
may be physical contact, but I am a doctor. A doctor’s eyes sees no gender,
only a patient!” Song Qingshi thought for a while and felt that the other
might have some misgivings. He vowed, “You don’t need to be on guard. I
promise that I won’t have any strange thoughts about you or do any strange
things!”

He, however, had some strange thoughts...



Yue Wuhuan stared dazedly at his pale pink lips. Remembering the scene in
his dream, his throat went a little tight. He took a deep breath, forced down

those undesirable thoughts and slowly undid his belt. He said softly, “If it’s

you...you can touch...”

The wound on the shoulder was now only a faint scar. The pale honey-
colored, warm jade-like skin carried with it a sweet scent that you couldn’t
tell whether it was really there or not. His shoulder blades were spread out
like a butterfly and the Acacia Seal become the extravagantly gorgeous
lines on the butterfly’s wings. His thin waist carried with it contours of
strength. This body was too perfect. It could provoke people’s desires at any
time.

Song Qingshi thought for a while and felt that he should not overestimate
the resistance of human beings to beautiful things. He found a bath towel to
wrap around him. He then calmed down and used his mental probe to
determined the location of the needles, piercing it one by one.

“Do you feel anything?”

“I do.”

“How does it feel?”
“Tingling, bloated, itchy...”

Song Qingshi made sure that the needles were placed correctly. Relieved,
he continued to pierce his skin with needles one by one.

When he moved to pierce his back, he suddenly found a red birthmark on
Yue Wuhuan’s shoulder blade. It was shaped like a small phoenix. Because
it was covered by the Acacia Seal and mixed together, it was not very
conspicuous.

He stopped the needle and observed it for a long time. He couldn’t help
saying, “You have a beautiful birthmark.”



“It was inherited from my mother.” Events from his childhood were evoked
in Yue Wuhuan’s mind and his nervousness faded by a lot. “She was a
dancer in the palace, from overseas, with red hair and golden eyes. She was
made concubine the moment my father laid eyes on her. A lot of my
appearance took after her.”

“You’re mixed-blood? Your mother must be very beautiful,” Song Qingshi
felt him relax and tried to continue talking. “Black and wavy hair are both
dominant genes. Your black eyes are not pure black but dark coloration is
disproportionately passed on so it has become more like a dark gold like
amber. There is another name for your eyes — Angel Eyes...”

Yue Wuhuan didn’t understand the latter half of what he said. “My
mother...is really beautiful...”

“What kind of person is she?”
“A very gentle person, everyone in the palace likes her.”

“Do you want to go back to see her?”” Song Qingshi felt that seeing his
family again would help him in his mental recovery, “I can send you back.”

Yue Wuhuan’s voice suddenly stopped. After a long time, he said with
difficulty, “No, she has passed away.”

Song Qingshi’s hand holding the needle stopped in midair. He realized that
he had overturned the car once again.

“When they...heard that my mother looked a lot like me, they got an idea in
their head and wanted to capture her and make her into a slave.” Yue
Wuhuan’s voice lost all emotions. He was used to the pain and he said
numbly, “In order to save my mother, I compromised and did a lot of things
I wasn’t willing to but... they still went. Fortunately, my country was
destroyed a few years ago. My father and my brother, the crown prince,
died in battle. My mother accompanied the queen to commit suicide on the
Phoenix Terrace. Now, I’m so glad that they all died cleanly, without being
humiliated and without seeing me like this...”



Song Qing’s heart was about to melt. He couldn’t comfort such pain. He
just wanted to give the person in front of him a hug.

He had just stretched out his hand and then thought for a bit. His fingertips
had just brushed his shoulder when he took it back. He remembered that the
other party hated being touched and wouldn’t be happy.

He lowered his head, picked up the golden needle once again and told
himself that everything would be fine.

Yue Wuhuan noticed the movement behind him and turned his head. He
suddenly saw Song Qingshi’s neckline inadvertedly reveal a little red mark.

He opened his eyes wide in disbelief. He thought of something he shouldn’t
have and acting without thinking, he stretched out his hand and violently
pulled open the collar.

Underneath snow-colored robe, around the collarbone was a mottled swath
of dark red spots. It was particularly eye-catching reflected on the white
jade-like skin. The scene gradually overlapped with his crazy and
unbearable dream last night.

The young man didn’t struggle and obediently sat in place. He looked at
him with confused eyes as though he didn’t understand what he was all
agitated about.

His breathing was turning rapid and he couldn’t quite suppress his dirty
longing.

“What is this?”
The author has something to say:

Song Qingshi’s analysis: Yue Wuhuan is the shou. I have no interest in these
things so it is very safe for us to live together!

Yue Wuhuan hid his big bad wolf’s tail and smiled: What you said is right.



Chapter 13: To Degenerate into a Monster

“It’s the traces left by acupuncture,” Song Qingshi quickly explained when
he saw him misunderstanding that he was injured. “I wasn’t bitten by
insects. My capillaries are comparatively more robust. When you stick a
needle in, it will cause slight subcutaneous bleeding and often leave marks.
Don’t worry, it doesn’t hurt. The itch will go away in a few days.”

Yue Wuhuan stared intently at these traces. He slowly let go of his hand,
lowered his head and said, “Master tried these needle for me and was
injured. But I have behaved rudely...”

“How can you study medicine without sticking a few needles on yourself?”
Song Qingshi said indifferently, “In the future, when you practice
acupuncture, you’ll have to stick a few in yourself too. If necessary, you can
practice on me. Before...” He said this and suddenly thought of some funny
things. The first step in learning acupuncture is to pierce yourself and then
pierce each other. After getting used to it, if you wanted to get rid of acne,
you would stick a few needles in. If you wanted to lose weight, stick few
needles in. If you had a stomachache, stick a few needles in. If you had a
cold, stick a few needles in. It was normal to turn into a hedgehog before
the final exam. He had also learned a lot from his senior sisters. For
example, if you get sleepy while studying, you just stick a needle at the
crown of your head and you will instantly shoot awake.

The original body had also used his own body when learning acupuncture.
It was mainly to get the feel of sticking a needle in.

When he was trying this needle method for the first time, he had first
familiarized himself with sticking needles on himself before daring to try it
on others.

Yue Wuhuan turned around sullenly, seemingly unhappy that he had gotten
injured.

The protagonist shou truly was a kind-hearted little angel.



Song Qingshi sighed inwardly. He was afraid he was going to overturn the
car again so while piercing him with the needles, he talked about medical
theory. After spending a lot of time, he finally managed to pierce the beauty
with enough needles to turn him into a beautiful hedgehog. After he
determining each acupuncture point, he injected spiritual energy to control
its anesthetic effect to its smallest range. He then took out the vat for the
medicinal bath and put in all the ingredients of Six Meridian Rejuvenation
Decoction. He skillfully adjusted the temperature and then had Yue Wuhuan
go in.

In this medicinal bath, Yue Wuhuan let out a muftled groan shortly after
entering.

The potent medicinal power penetrated into all his meridians, frantically
ramming through and turning his insides upside down.

Yue Wuhuan finally knew what Song Qing meant when he said it was very
painful. Even though the acupuncture had already reduced the pain by a lot,
he still gripped the edge of the vat in pain. His face was turning red from
enduring the pain and cold sweat was beginning to appear on his forehead.

“We can’t eliminate all the pain,” Song Qingshi injected a mental probe into
his body, constantly checking the situation. He explained, “The human body
has many meridians. After the medicine is injected, it will be like the river
charging against the embankments. You will need to feel the pain of every
blocked meridian being unlocked; that way we can determine whether it has
been completely opened up... If it hurts, you can just call out. You just need
to hold on for half an hour.”

“Master doesn’t need to worry,” Yue Wuhuan gasped, “You have done so
much for me. I can bear it.”

As the blocked meridians were forcibly opened, the power of the medicine
passed through unhindered and the pain disappeared.

Song Qingshi would then take out the corresponding golden needles.



As more and more meridians were unblocked, the pain grew lighter and
lighter.

Just before taking out the last needle from the crown of his head, Song
Qingshi took out a pill and ordered Yue Wuhuan, “Open your mouth.”

Yue Wuhuan’s mind had blanked out in pain. He opened his mouth
obediently, only to find that Song Qingshi had stuffed in a burning red pill.
His slightly cool fingertips accidentally brushed against his lips and he
subconsciously chased after it. He licked this comfortable piece of coolness
with his tongue, trying to hold it in his mouth, never to let it go.

The hot pill melted in his mouth and slipped into his stomach. Suddenly, an
explosive pain came where his Dantian was, stirring all his internal organs.

He couldn’t help it anymore. He let out a sad and shrill scream. He grabbed
on tightly to the person next to him and then collapsed weakly.

Song Qingshi took advantage of the situation and took him into his arms.
Patting his back, he coaxed in a gentle voice, “This 1s a Nine Revolution
Blood Lotus Pill. It works very quickly. You just need to bear with it for a
bit.”

The Six Meridian Rejuvenation Decoction opens up the meridians and the
Nine Revolution Blood Lotus Pill regenerates the Dantian. Song Qingshi
determined from research materials and experiments that the pain from
taking the Nine Revolution Blood Lotus Pill cannot be alleviated but the
pain would be short-lived. And so, he didn’t explain it beforehand, so as not
to increase the patient’s psychological burden. Just like an injection, it was
best to get it over quickly.

Yue Wuhuan’s lips had already been bitten into bleeding. He couldn’t hold
it back any longer and he finally let out a low roar like that of an injured
beast’s. He held the person in his arms so tightly it was as though he were
trying to fuse him into his own flesh and blood.

If it were for his high Nascent Soul cultivation, Song Qingshi’s bones
would have already been broken.



Song Qingshi couldn’t move. He was also afraid that Yue Wuhuan would
bite his lips trying to bear the pain. He suggested, “If it hurts, I can give you
something else to bite on. I’ll get you a towel...”

Before he could finish his words, Yue Wuhuan forcibly bit down on the
obnoxious dark red mark on his neck. He had bitten down so hard, he
almost tore off this piece of flesh and swallowed it into his stomach.

Song Qingshi knew that he had lost his reason. Afraid of hurting Yue
Wuhuan’s teeth, he immediately removed all the spiritual power
safeguarding his body. He also didn’t dare to resist with poison so as he
result, a deep bloody mark was bitten onto his neck. He almost teared up
from the pain. He also didn’t dare to call out lest he make him worry. So he
could only pretend that it didn’t hurt and gasp desperately.

He let him bite him. He knelt down and let him finish biting.
Song Qingshi persisted with tears in his eyes...

After about a quarter of an hour, the pain in Yue Wuhuan’s Dantian slowly
disappeared. A small amount of spiritual power slowly poured out. Like
trees that had withered for many years re-emerging with new buds under the
nourishment of the spring rain, all things on earth were sprouting and
thriving with vitality. His body becomes comfortable and content. Yue
Wuhuan’s energy finally ran out. He loosened his teeth and gently licked
the blood that trickled from his bite. He slowly toppled over, falling into a
deep coma.

When Yue Wuhuan woke up, it was already dark.

He moved his body and the spiritual energy that had withered for so many
years began to run smoothly. His aptitude was actually much stronger than
when he first entered the immortal sect.

Suddenly, he realized what was next to him. He slowly turned his head to
take a look and found that his hands were clutching onto Song Qingshi’s



sleeves tightly. His fingers had gone stiff and numb from holding on too
long and it took a lot of effort to let go.

Song Qingshi was sleeping soundly beside him.

Song Qingshi had originally wanted to wait for Yue Wuhuan to wake up to
explain the treatment. But he really was very tired and he fell asleep while
waiting.

Yue Wuhuan stared dazedly at this totally unguarded sleeping face.
Numerous unidentifiable ripples rose in his heart. The seeds of desire were
taking root and crazy emotions were roiling in his mind.

He stretched out his hand quietly and picked up strands of his soft hair. He
placed it to the tip of his nose and greedily sniffed the scent of medicine
that couldn’t be erased. He then gently kissed and licked it.

The bite marks on Song Qingshi’s neck also gave him an indescribable
sense of satisfaction, as though he had branded his own mark on this
person.

His body had obviously cast off the control of the drugs but as before, he
still had an unstoppable desire for the person in front of him.

Such a good person, but he wanted his body, wanted his soul, wanted to see
him fall under the control of the ocean of lust.

What a base and shameless idea...
“Wuhuan, you are a monster born for desire.”
Perhaps this statement was correct.

He has long since degenerated into a monster and he was unworthy of
associating with purity.

Song Qingshi had done so much for him. His debt of gratitude towards him
was as heavy as a mountain. He would never be able to return the favor.



He knew he shouldn’t but he was reluctant to let go.

At least, he must keep a bit of distance from him. He has to hide his tail

well. He mustn’t show him his true face. He mustn’t let his evil thoughts
defile him...

Yue Wuhuan made up his mind. He took one last sniff and reluctantly let go
of the long hair in his hand.



Chapter 14: Hair Combing

There was the sound of cicadas chirping. The weather was getting hotter
and before they knew it, it was summer.

The writing brush swept across the white rice paper as he wrote out the
medical records in his delicate and pretty handwriting. Not a single part of
it was illegible. From the earliest wound treatment, to the expulsion of the
drugs, to the unblocking of the meridians and reformation of the Dantian
three months ago, he wrote a detailed prescription case for each medication
procedure. He bound them into a book as medical records for future
reference.

But regarding Yue Wuhuan’s mental state, Song Qingshi didn’t know what
to write. He hesitated for a long time and finally simply gave a brief
account in the medical record; comparing before and after, things seemed to
be turning for the better.

Yue Wuhuan developed a regular work and rest schedule. He busied himself
bustling about.

He found an unused sword in the treasury and he would get up before dawn
and practice his swordsmanship for four hours. He would then wait for
Song Qingshi to freshen up and read with him for another four hours,
studying medical knowledge. In the afternoon, they would either study
anatomy together or try to make medicine and refine pills. In the evening,
after dealing with the Medicine King’s Valley’s internal affairs, he would
meditate for four more hours.

A cultivator’s constitution required little sleep and so he didn’t want to
waste any time, sleeping only two or four hours a day. If it weren’t for Song
Qingshi insisting they share a meal together, Yue Wuhuan would do away
with food and use fasting pills instead.

Song Qingshi never ever thought that in his lifetime, he would be the one to
persuade someone else to take it easy with the studying.



Yue Wuhuan said though that he had already wasted too much time. He had
to make the best use of every minute.

Because of his previous experience in Foundation Building, his aptitude
improved. He soon returned to the sixth level of the Qi Condensation stage.
Foundation Building was just around the corner.

Song Qingshi looked at his improving physical condition written down in
the record and decided to just let him have his way.

With the arrival of summer, Song Qingshi discovered the benefits of ice
silk. In the previous world, he loved wearing silk pajamas, he loved falling
asleep feeling the soft and natural sensation of silk. It could be considered
as his little bit of insistence in his otherwise careless living. Immortal ice
silk was a few grades better than mortal silk, sticking to the body, light as
nothing, it was slightly cool and glossy, sweeping away all the heat.

He asked the valley servants to purchase a few bolts of plain-colored ice
silk to make into modern two-piece pajamas. Wearing the loose, long-
sleeved T-shirts with the large neckline and loose-fitting trousers every day
made sleeping very comfortable.

He tried to recommend the improved pajamas to Yue Wuhuan.

Yue Wuhuan stared for a long time at the pajamas he was wearing, refused
and then went to practice swordsmanship for an additional two hours.

Song Qingshi also wanted to cut his hair. He wasn’t used to grown men
having such long hair. He spent all day at home and didn’t want to waste
time combing his hair. He stood in front of the mirror and held the scissors
his hand. He made cutting gestures with it for a long time, thinking of how
to set about. Yue Wuhuan came in and saw this scene. Lightning quick, he
snatched away his scissors and for the first time, lost his temper. “What is
Master planning on doing?!”

After learning the reason, he gave Song Qingshi a lesson.



“One’s body, hair and skin are all very precious. In the eyes of the people,
there are only three situations in which men cut their hair.” Yue Wuhuan
could hardly contain his anger and his tone was very severe. “One is when
he leaves home to enter the monastery, two is when one is guilty of a crime
and the three is if he is an egotistical and arrogant disciple. Which one does
Master wish to be?”

Song Qingshi frantically shook his head: “I don’t to be any of those. I just
don’t like my hair being so messy and combing it is troublesome.”

“Let me try.” Yue Wuhuan sighed after learning his reason. He took the
fragrant wood comb from the dressing table and poured some orchid oil
into the palm of his hand. He carefully arranged his fine and long hair for
him. He used long and thin braids to fasten them and rolled them up into a
bun. He then placed a white jade crown on top and then finally, reluctantly
let go, “Is this good?”

“Very good. You’re really skilled with your hands.” Song Qingshi looked at
his hair that was combed many times more neatly than he ever could. After
praising him, he asked, “Wuhuan, should I find a maid to comb my hair? ”

Yue Wuhuan paused with the comb in his hand. He suppressed his faint
malice from emanating and asked softly, “Master...doesn’t like my
hairdressing? You wish to find someone else to do it?”

Song Qingshi immediately denied, “I’m afraid [ would be wasting your
time on such a menial task.”

Yue Wuhuan turned his head and smiled, “Wuhuan has received great favor
from the Master and there is no way I could every repay the kindness. It
makes sleeping hard at night. If the Master would let me do this little bit, it
would bring a bit of peace to me...”

Hearing that doing this would make him feel better, Song Qingshi
decisively agreed, “If you don’t find it bothersome, then my hair shall be in
your care.”

Yue Wuhuan gently combed his sideburns for him and agreed with a smile.



When he was young, he once saw his elder brother, the crown prince, comb
his imperial concubine’s hair, all gentle and careful.

At that time, he greatly admired his brother, who was the most powerful
general in their army. He didn’t understand why he would do this boring
and silly thing. But his brother told him cheerfully, “Grasp the hand comb
and comb through great affection yet leave the hair to coil a predestined
relationship. Little Wuhuan, you will understand this kind of pleasure when
you meet someone you like.”

At that time, he didn’t understand.

Now, he understood what it was like to let these threads of love slip across
his fingertips and stir his heartstrings.

He placed the fragrant wood comb against his lips and kissed it gently.

If I can fix your hair for a lifetime, would it tie us into a predestined
relationship in our next lifetime?

Having managed to resolve this bit of trouble, Song Qingshi felt quite
carefree and happy.

He suddenly remembered something and asked Yue Wuhuan, “In two days,
would you like to accompany me to Lecheng? I have custom ordered a
batch of experimental equipment from the Heaven Craft Pavilion. These
objects are valuable and their structure is complex. Heaven Craft Pavilion is
afraid of making a mistake so they’re asking me to personally come to
explain. And also... I heard that Lecheng is teeming with good food and
wine and that the dances and music at Xianwu Tower is excellent. Should
we go have a look?”

It’s been quite a long time since Professor System has placed him inside the
book. He has been busy treating illnesses every day and he hasn’t had the
chance to see just how this immortal realm looked like. Although his



memories were constantly merging with that of the original body’s, he was
often left bewildered by them, lacking actual perception of them.

Recently, he also realized belatedly that he now had a healthy body and a
long life span. He no longer needed to be afraid of running out of time like
he had in the previous world. He was no longer racing against time to learn,
lest he be paralyzed and be unable to get up at any moment, rendering him
unable to save himself.

Everyone said that this kind of life was boring...

Now he can spare a little time to experience the interesting life of normal
people.

He could eat foods that the doctor forbade him from eating before, do
things that the doctor forbade him from doing before. He can now even
taste wine and learn just what about it had so many people obsessed.

Although he didn’t know whether he would like these things, he wouldn’t
know unless he tries.

Song Qingshi thought about his new life in the future and felt a bit of
excitement and anticipation.

Inviting him out to Lecheng was the beginning. On the one hand, he wanted
to let Yue Wuhuan go out to relieve his boredom. He didn’t want him
accompanying him in staying cooped up inside the house so much, turning
him into a shut-in. On the other hand, he was worried that he would run into
difficulties when communicating with strangers and that the Heaven Craft
Pavilion would not understand his medical terminologies and thus would
not understand his production requirements. It would be much easier if Yue
Wuhuan was there to help him communicate.

Yue Wuhuan thought for a moment, then agreed.

On the day of their departure, Yue Wuhuan put on a curtained hat, covering
his face with long black gauze.



Song Qingshi was puzzled. “Are you afraid of getting tanned?”
Yue Wuhuan smiled. “Master will understand later.”

Song Qingshi thought for a while and understood. Wuhuan was so
beautiful, he must be afraid of attracting the attention of lechers. Song
Qingshi immediately took all the magical items and poisons with him. He
told Yue Wuhuan to follow him closely once they went out. he also made a
simple anti-wolf potion and gave it to Yue Wuhuan, telling him that
spraying it on to the pervert will blind him for at least half a month. Yue
Wuhuan happily accepted it and put it together with the other medicinal
powders that he had prepared.

The two rode on their magical beasts and headed to Lecheng.

Lecheng was the closest big city to the Medicine King’s Valley. It was built
around the river, making transportation very convenient. Thus, the
marketplace there was bustling, with everything that one could wish for.
Countless cultivators came and went to this city.

Song Qingshi felt like a country bumpkin entering the city for the first time.
Just his two eyes didn’t seem enough. What were those golden fruit dew
and blue moon drink being sold by the immortal lady in the teahouse? He
wanted to taste them all! What were those strange fruits on that fruit stand?
He wanted to buy them all to take back to study! The paper figures that
could dance and sing made by that peddler were really interesting. The
beauties in the flower houses were dressed up as flying dancers against a
mural. They were soliciting customers in midair, one seductive gaze after
the other were being directed towards him. He looked at them for a long
time and couldn’t help sending out a mental probe to do an inspection...

Were such vulgar commonplace women worthy of such attention?

Yue Wuhuan waited and waited until he reached the end of his patience.
Snapping Song Qingshi out of his concentration, he asked, “Are they
beautiful?”



Song Qingshi pulled back his mental probe and quietly replied, “This girl
has a yellow stain on her eye. There may be something wrong with her
gallbladder.”

Yue Wuhuan: “?7?”

Just what kind of obsession does his Master have with eyes?

The author has something to say:

Without Wuhuan’s intervention, Scholar-tyrant Song might have become
the first Xianxia protagonist in Jinjiang's history to cut his hair and wear T-
shirts.



Chapter 15: The Mystery of Tears
Song Qingshi’s tastes leaned towards the sweet.

Seeing that the weather was getting hotter and hotter, he dragged Yue
Wuhuan into a tea shed by the river selling some iced treats. He ordered two
large bowls of crisp mountain and some Lotus drink.

“Right,” Song Qingshi remembered a puzzle in Yue Wuhuan’s medical
record and asked directly, “Your eyes don’t shed tears and after inspection,
there seems to be no problem with your tear secretion system. What’s going
on? Is it an innate condition? ”

Yue Wuhuan was not interested in sweets but he accompanied his Master to
eat some iced treats. He was surprised when he heard these words. He
thought about it and said, “I wasn’t born with this condition... I also cried
when I was young, but I didn’t like being seen by others crying so I would
always hide. Later, when I was sold to the Manor, I found that crying while
doing those filthy things would make those people more excited. I didn’t
want them to get what they wanted, so I learned not to cry... I’ve been
holding back for so long that now, I’ve stopped crying.”

Humans can be stripped away of their emotions. There have been
psychological experiments that violated human ethics to prove this point.

After being imprisoned in a cage, Yue Wuhuan, through harsh control
training and psychological cues, was forcibly deprived of his ability to cry.

Song Qingshi suddenly felt like the frozen treats he had didn’t taste sweet
anymore.

“Well, this isn’t a bad thing. Tears aren’t a necessity of life either,” Yue
Wuhuan smiled indifferently and said comfortingly, “I’m glad there’s
something in my body that cannot be controlled by the Acacia Seal, so
Master doesn’t need to mind it.”



“How can I not mind 1t?”” Song Qingshi gently pushed open his screen
curtain, observed his beautiful eyes and said seriously, “It is human instinct
to laugh when you’re happy and cry when you’re sad. Don’t worry, I will
find a way to make you cry!”

After saying this, he realized that it didn’t sound quite right. How could
there be any reason to make someone sad and cry?

Song Qingshi awkwardly shrank back into his seat and forcibly regained his
dignity, “It doesn’t have to be from sadness. When my emotions get stirred
up, [ also cry...”

It turns Master also cries when his emotions get stirred up?” Yue Wuhuan
suddenly recalled how he looked like in the dream, crying underneath his
body from being so aroused. A strange pleasure ignited in his heart. He
leaned to the side to get closer to this clean scent. Relying on the curtain to
obscure the other’s vision, he didn’t bother to conceal the desire in his eyes.
He licked his dry lips and couldn’t help using a seductive tone to take some
liberties, “I’m looking forward to when the Master makes me cry...”

Seeing that he hadn’t overturned the car once again, Song Qingshi felt
relieved. He patted his chest and promised, “Leave it to me!”

He will go back and study psychotherapy!
Yue Wuhuan, for some unknown reason, smiled quite happily.

Suddenly, a pair of cultivators’ chatter and laughter came from the next
booth. It seemed like the words Golden Phoenix Manor were mixed into
their conversation.

Song Qingshi immediately released his mental probe and turned around.

Sitting in the booth were two drifter cultivators of Foundation Building
stage. One was a sword cultivator and the other was a demon cultivator.
They weren’t ugly in appearance, but they both had loose tongues and
spoke unscrupulously, discussing the recent major events in the immortal
realm.



“The Mad Daoist and Golden Phoenix Manor are dead set on fighting it out.
A few days ago, the Manor Lord Jin was severely injured in their fight.”

Thirty years ago, Lieyun Zhenren, the only son of the Mad Daoist,
disappeared, and the sect’s most precious treasure was lost. He offered a
huge reward and pursued the murderer for so many years. Finally, he found
out that Shouxintai was in the hands of Manor Lord Jin and he had to seek
justice.”

“I never would have thought that Manor Lord Jin would be the type to
resort to murder to steal someone’s treasure.”

“But that’s the Shouxintai, the best magic weapon in the world, who
wouldn’t be tempted?”

“The same is true for Manor Lord Jin. He just had to go and offend the ever
protective Mad Daoist...”

“Nowadays, Manor Lord Jin still refuses to admit that he killed the Lieyun
Zhenren. There’s still something to be said about this...”

“Persisting in evil brings about self-destruction.” Song Qingshi was very
disgusted with Jin Feiren’s conduct. He secretly spurned a few “garbage”
under his breath and then turned around and quietly warned Yue Wuhuan,
“If Golden Phoenix Manor comes seeking medicine or medical treatment,
tell them I’m not home. Tell them I’'m doing closed door cultivation, or I’'m
gathering herbs. Think up of a good reason and send them away. Let the
steward of the valley servants be the one to meet with them. Don’t go out to
see those bastards...”

Yue Wuhuan obediently agreed.
Song Qingshi couldn’t help asking, “Did you know about the Shouxintai?”

“The matter of Lieyun Zhenren happened thirty years ago and I only
entered Golden Phoenix Manor ten years ago.” Yue Wuhuan explained with



a smile, “Jin Feiren is cautious by nature and my status was merely a
humble slave’s. There was also the Acacia Seal to control our words and
deeds. There is no way we could have become privy to anything secret...”

It only took him a few years of hard work to find out about this incident
from scattered clues. From there, he surmised the whereabouts of the
Shouxintai. Then, in a veiled manner, he made Tong Gua Xianren aware
that Jin Feiren had also attained Nascent Soul stage thirty years ago and that
there were some suspicious details about his promotion to Nascent Soul.
Tong Gua Xianren was a character who valued money more than life. On
the surface, he sung Jin Feiren’s praises. In private, he nursed some secret
grievances. After finding out the evidence, he refused to show mercy to
Golden Phoenix Manor and sold the information to the Mad Daoist for a
huge sum of money.

It was after confirming that Tong Gua Xianren was investigating the
Shouxintai incident, that Yue Wuhuan finally felt like he could plan his
death in peace.

He even endured two more years of suffering just to do this delightful thing.

Jin Feiren probably never ever thought that a slave without even any control
over his own words and deeds could stab him like this, right?

However, the Mad Daoist failed to kill that beast.
What a pity......

With much difficult, Yue Wuhuan resisted the sorrow in his heart. He then
quietly glanced at Song Qing next to him. Fearing that he would find out his
vicious and sinister thoughts and that he would hate his true nature as a
skilled schemer, he put back on the sheepskin of gentleness and kindness
and continued to lovably eat his iced treat.

The topics of conversation by the two drifter cultivators next door began to
diverge and it actually strayed to matters regarding the Medicine King’s
Valley.



“They say that the Medicine King Xianzun is the most abstinent ancestor
outside of Buddhism. I didn’t expect him to be a fool.”

“The old house in the Medicine King's Valley is on fire now and it’s
burning fast.”

Song Qingshi threw Yue Wuhuan a very puzzled look. He didn’t remember
there being a fire in the Medicine King’s Valley.

Yue Wuhuan didn’t want these foul language to touch his ears. He got up
and wanted to leave, “Master, [ don’t want to stay here.”

Song Qingshi hesitated and then got up to settle the bill.

But then he heard sword cultivator laugh and say, “Who doesn’t know that
Wuhuan Gongzhi is so beautiful that he could bend a nation. he’s so
innately fawning that he’s even got the Medicine King Xianzun all
enchanted and confused.”

The demon cultivator also let out a malicious laugh, “Who among those
who’ve entered the Golden Phoenix Manor hasn’t played with that thirsty
pair of legs? No matter how beautiful, he’s nothing but a plaything toyed
senseless by Manor Lord Jin. Song Xianzun has lived in seclusion for so
long that he’s absolutely clueless about these things. He took back with him
this damaged good and made it into his exclusive domain, treating it like
the greatest treasure. I reckon that Wuhuan Gongzhi has probably got some
very special skills in bed, enough to make a man lose his soul. Song
Xianzun has never tasted this kind of flavor and now he just can’t stop.”

“Hahaha, that’s something I’ve got to see with my own eyes...”

Song Qingshi’s face turned red from anger upon hearing it. He hated that
they hadn’t left earlier. He glanced carefully at Wuhuan but he couldn’t
even guess what kind of expression he was hiding behind the curtain. After
thinking about it, he felt that he couldn’t run from this. He had to do what a



master should do. So, he rolled up his robe sleeves and went to take back
Yue Wuhuan’s honor.

Yue Wuhuan couldn’t hold him back. He could only go with him.

Song Qingshi fearlessly and gallantly walked in front of the two men.
Suppressing his social anxiety, he knocked hard on the table, incessantly
organizing curse words in his mind.

The sword cultivator and the demon cultivator raised their heads and saw a
little beauty dressed in white, standing in front of them, completely ill at
ease. He was obviously nervous but pretending to be calm. He looked at
them again and again, his pink lips seeming to want to speak a torrent of
words but couldn’t.

What was going on?

It couldn’t be that he found them so handsome and intelligent that he just
had to come and recommend himself to warm their beds, right?

Song Qingshi stumbled through his words, “I, 1...” He found that he really
didn’t know how to berate people. Just how was he supposed to deliver an
absolutely ferocious scolding?

Most people who cultivate to immortality played around indiscriminately.
They didn’t care much whether it was a man or a woman. The more the two
cultivators looked, the more delighted they felt. They felt that this beauty’s
pretty and innocent look had a very special charm. They hurriedly urged,
“Don’t worry. Just speak slowly, gege will wait for you.”

“Fine. I’'m not worried,” Song Qingshi took a deep breath, calmed down
and asked sternly, “Do you know who I am?”

The sword cultivator smiled and wanted to reach out and stroke his hand, “I
don’t know, may I be so bold as to ask this beauty’s name?”

Song Qingshi grabbed his restless wrist and said loudly, “Song Qingshi of
the Medicine King’s Valley.”



The sword cultivator’s expression turned dazed.

Song Qingshi’s hold gradually tightened. He said, taking things to heart,
“I’m the fool whose house was on fire that you were just talking about.”

The sword cultivator’s wrist broke in his grip.

The demon cultivator realized that things weren’t looking good and he
turned around to flee.

Song Qingshi shot a few poisonous needles and various strange rashes
appeared on the two of them. They were painful and itchy, and they were
crying, wishing to peel off their skin. They wanted to scream but a pill was
stuffed into their mouths. Their throats turned hoarse and they could no
longer make a sound.

“For defaming the Medicine King’s Valley, your punishment is pain and
itching for seven days. For speaking insolently, you are banned from
speaking for ten years!

After Song Qingshi coldly pronounced his judgement, he left the two
unprincipled brutes rolling on the floor and returned to Yue Wuhuan. He felt
very manly and that he had performed very well. He wanted very much to
be praised.

Yue Wuhuan instantly realized what kind of undesirable thoughts those two
were directing towards Song Qingshi and he simply could not tolerate it.
Unable to control himself, he grabbed Song Qingshi’s hand that had
touched the sword cultivator and dragged him to the edge of the water. He
kept washing it with disinfectant soap. “Don’t touch those kind of dirty
things! It’s not clean...”

Song Qingshi was baffled as his hand was thoroughly washed clean.

Yue Wuhuan washed his hand clean for him and finally realized that he had
lost control of himself. He thought for a while, lifted the black gauze and
showed a gentle smile. “We’re going to eat mutton from Tianxiang Tower



later. Your hand touched poison as well as another person. It is safer to wash
it clean.”

Song Qingshi instantly understood.

It turned out that he had infected Yue Wuhuan with a medical student’s
minor mysophobia.



Chapter 16: The Scene of Purgatory

In fact, Song Qingshi didn’t like to eat mutton and he liked spicy foods
even less. But if his family’s little angel wanted to eat hand-held mutton
then he was going to accompany him.

The two had a leisurely lunch before arriving at Heaven Craft Pavilion.

The Pavilion Master of Heaven Craft Pavilion saw him and welcomed him
in respectfully but the expression on his face was unsightly.

It was then that Song Qingshi learned that what they had meant when they
wrote in the letter that “they were afraid of making a mistake”, was that
they didn’t understand at all and the craftsmen were going crazy...

“It’s a microscope, some transparent test tubes and flasks, a distiller, a
fermenter, a barometer, an infrared spectrometer...” Song Qingshi was at a
loss. He didn’t know what part of it they didn’t understand. He hadn’t even
ordered the difficult machines such as mass spectrometers and liquid
chromatographs. All of these were simple things, “The microscope is a
high-intensity magnifying glass, which can see bacteria...”

What the hell were magnifying glasses and bacteria? Were these tools for
killing or spying on people?

The Master of Heaven Craft Pavilion was completely confused listening to
him and began to have doubts about life...

The two talked for a long time but a donkey's lips simply didn't match a
horse's mouth.

Fortunately, Yue Wuhuan has been studying medicine with him these days
and had an idea of these objects. Seeing that his Master was having
difficulties, he took the initiative to explain for him.

Yue Wuhuan understood how people in the immortal realm thought. He
changed the way of communicating and finally made the Pavilion Master
understand that the microscope was used to check the tiny poisons attached



to objects, the test tubes and flasks were precious decorations and the
distiller was a kettle used to extract pure water...

Song Qingshi sat next to him, dumbfounded by his explanation. It sounded
weird but they weren’t technically wrong.

The Pavilion Master finally patted his chest and gave his assurance that he
could make these objects.

Yue Wuhuan began to bargain with him. After about half an hour, he found
out the Pavilion Master’s final price and with Song Qingshi’s permission,
he also used some of the common pills produced by the Medicine King’s
Valley to deducted part of the purchase price, allowing them to save a lot of
money. He also reached a mutually beneficial long-term agreement with
Heaven Craft Pavilion’s Master and also checked for any loopholes in the
contract.

He really was blessed to have an omnipotent secretary in his household...

In the end, Song Qingshi didn’t even have to read the contract. He only
signed his name.

He walked out of the Heaven Craft Pavilion, all muddle-headed. The sky
was quickly turning dark. The lights in the shops were lit up and visitors
came in and out in an endless stream. The red-light district and the betting
houses were a lot livelier and countless beauty-seeking patrons and
gamblers were shuttling back and forth. The sound of fights and quarrels
could sometimes be heard and there would even sometimes be magical
fights between cultivators.

Night Rain Pavilion was located in the red light district. It was engaged in
selling information and issuing rewards.

This was the first time for Song Qingshi to visit this kind of place and he
curiously looked around everywhere. From time to time, he would
encounter the bold flirting of a courtesan. There were even some xiao guan
who saw that Yue Wuhuan had a good figure and propositioned him. They
made such a racket that Song Qingshi felt very uncomfortable. He quickly



walked into Night Rain Pavilion to avoid them. Yue Wuhuan’s expression
under the black gauze curtain also finally looked a lot better.

Night Rain Pavilion’s rules stated that the one requesting information must
come alone.

After repeatedly warning Yue Wuhuan not to go running about, Song
Qingshi entered the inner room.

Ye Lin, the master of Night Rain Pavilion, personally came to receive him.

Ye Lin was a fat man with a good temper. His features were amiable and
genial. He smiled at everyone. The original body had once treated him for
serious injuries. Now, every time he received news of rare ingredients or
information about medicine that were about to be released or sold, they
would first be offered to Song Qingshi. It could be said that the two had
friendly relations. Now, he has heard that for the sake of a beauty, Song
Qingshi was moving troops and mustering up forces. He felt that this was
quite unlikely but it was hard to actually tell. He also saw that the method
for removing the Acacia Seal was quite troublesome, so he delayed telling
him for a few months lest the Medicine King Xianzun forge on ahead
seized by nothing more than impulse. Once he grows tired of playing with
this beauty, the losses would be quite considerable.

Now, Song Qingshi came visiting in person, asking him for the information.

“I only received it a few days ago,” Ye Lin didn’t dare to shirk anymore and
handed over the method. “Back then, when Huanxi Xianzun created the
Acacia Seal, he hadn’t left any means to undo it. However, there was a
demon cultivator who caught some low-level cultivators and used them as
slaves. Many of them were newly accepted disciples of major sects.
Therefore, the righteous sects developed two methods of undoing the seal.
One is by having a cultivator of Fen Shen rank or higher erase it and the
other is eliminate it by creating a formation using the Quintessence of All
Souls and adding in the secret word used when the Acacia Seal was drawn.”

Song Qingshi humbly asked for advice, “Which is easier?”



Ye Lin said with a bitter face, “My lord, you know as well as I do that the
Fen Shen elders are the greatest treasures of the various sects. They won’t
undertake any task easily. They would see it as a humiliation if you were to
ask them to erase the seal of slave with mortal origins.” He tried to express
it tactfully, but really wanted to tell him, ‘If someone were to take their pet
to the Medicine King’s Valley for treatment, wouldn’t you kick them out?’.

Song Qingshi thought for a while and understood. “I’ll choose the second
method.”

He will never let Yue Wuhuan be humiliated again.

Ye Lin looked at him, hating iron for not turning into steel. “The
Quintessence of All Souls... is a treasure that can only be produced once by
each spiritual vein. It may occasionally appears at auctions. Depending on
the quality and size, the price can reach 100,000 to 300,000 of the top-grade
spirit stones. This was a method developed at any cost because the daughter
of Jinyu Tower’s Master had had a seal imprinted upon her by an evildoer.
Because it’s too expensive, no one really bothers to keep this method a
secret. [ can give the information to you directly. However, slaves with the
Acacia Seal imprinted upon them all have a secret word from whoever
placed the seal on them. The formation needs to have the secret word
written along with it. Xie Que is extremely greedy and if he finds out that
you wish to release the seal, he will for certain charge you a high price for
it.”

The Medicine King’s Valley purchases various medicinal materials at high
prices for research all the year round, but sells very few medicines. It could
not be considered as a wealthy sect.

Although Wuhuan Gongzhi was a rare beauty, he was also a courtesan with
a terrible reputation. Was it worth it to spend such a large price to erase his
seal? The Medicine King Xianzun’s head must have been completely
bewitched, right?

Ye Lin tried to advise him, “If you really like that person, you just need to
be nice to him and not use the spirit bead. It would be the same whether you
erase the Acacia Seal or not. I have received news that Jinhuan Tower is



going to auction off a pair of stunning sister and brother, both virgins. The
price is only fifty thousand spirit stones and their appearance is not inferior
to...”

Song Qingshi immediately interrupted his words, “I want to buy the
Quintessense of All Souls. Would you know where it is being offered up for
sale?”

He didn’t know how to join up with the immortal realm’s cultivators’ way
of thinking. It had nothing to do with whether he would use the spirit bead
or not. The Acacia Seal itself was a mark of shame and deprivation of
human dignity. It cannot be allowed to remain else, Yue Wuhuan’s mental
problems would never be resolved.

Ye Lin gave up trying to persuade him. He said, embarrassed, “I know
Madam Ling Miao has a few in her collection but I am not sure if she
would be willing to sell them.”

Song Qingshi made a rough estimate of his resources, “I am willing to
refine a bottle of Ever Young Pills for her and pay another 200,000 spirit
stones.”

Although Madam Ling Miao had great talent, she joined the immortal sect
very late. She was already past thirty when she reached Foundation
Building and past forty when he reached Core Formation. She looked much
older than the other female cultivators and it was an extremely sore point
for her. Ordinarily, she could use the Skin Nourishing Pill to cover it up but
she has always wanted the Ever Young Pills to restore her appearance to its
peak. However, the method to make the Ever Young Pill has long been lost
and only The Medicine King’s Valley’s copy was left. The original body
disdained the Ever Young Pills. The ingredients needed were rare and it was
troublesome to make with a useless effect. It was like an insult to his
identity as a medical immortal and so he has never refined them.

As soon as the Ever Young Pill comes out, Madam Ling Miao will
definitely be tempted.



“I’1l take care of this matter for you.” Ye Lin felt distressed for him. He
suddenly remembered something and said, “By the way, did you know
something happened to Xie Que recently?”

Song Qingshi frowned, “What’s the matter?”

Ye Lin told him as though relating a humorous story, “Didn’t the Golden
Phoenix Manor’s Manor Lord get a new darling? The one he dotes on
terribly. I think he’s called Bai Zihao...recently it was discovered that he is
the illegitimate son in the mortal realm of Elder He of Pine Crane Sect. He
was sold as a slave by Xie Que that wicked good-for-nothing. There has
been a great dispute about it for so long but it hasn’t borne any results. Pine
Crane Sect cannot deal with Golden Phoenix Manor so now they are
looking everywhere for Xie Que to settle accounts. Unfortunately, Xie Que,

this clever bastard, runs fast as a thief. No one knows in which hole he’s
hidden himself in.”

Song Qingshi lowered his head and thought for a long time.

Ye Lin smiled and said, “If I find that bastard Xie Que, I can find a way to
get the secret word for you. The cost will be cheaper for you.”

“No,” Song Qingshi smiled, “I’m willing to pay double the fee if you can
tell me his whereabouts...”

Ye Lin was stunned. He then realizing something and repeatedly agreed as
he picked up his teacup.

Song Qingshi said his good-byes and left. One the way out, he took with
him Yue Wuhuan who had been studying the mission postings outside.

Ye Lin glanced at Yue Wuhuan from out the window. He shook his head,
and pulled out a picture book from a hidden part of the bookshelf. He
flipped through a few pages and sighed.

As expected, Wuhuan Gongzhi’s methods were outstanding.



It seemed like the Medicine King Xianzun’s lifelong reputation was about
to take a fall.

Now, all business matters were settled and there was a prospect for a
solution to erasing the seal.

Song Qingshi happily went shopping with Yue Wuhuan, buying books,
medicinal ingredients and daily necessities.

This red brocade was very beautiful. It will suit Yue Wuhuan very well. Buy
it!

This Barbarian Dragon Grass might be used to make medicine for Yue
Wuhuan. Buy it! Buy it!

Rongxing Hall’s cake was delicious. Wuhuan would love it. Buy it! Buy it!
Buy it!

Song Qingshi was the kind of person who would only go out shopping a
few times a year and would buy enough for half a year each time. He took
great pleasure in buying things. He even bought two bottles of wine from a
roadside pub. The wine was called Wangyou, it sounded delicious. The
beauty at the pub said that it could be used to dispel his worries. Although
he did things very purposefully and didn’t have too much worries, he could
still buy it for its taste.

He bought an awful mess of things.

Yue Wuhuan helplessly stored all his purchases into the mustard bag for
him, leaving them to be sorted once they got back.

When Song Qing saw a bookstore down an alley, he ran over happily.
Buying books was his favorite; the more the better.

Yue Wuhuan hesitated for a moment. He then finally followed after him
slowly.



Business was thriving for this bookstore called House of Immortal Passions,
with many book-buyers coming in and out. Song Qingshi first bought
copies of medicine-related books. He then bought copies of books with
information about the immortal realm. Finally, he bought copies of the
currently popular books. He found that the people who came to buy books
in the store seemed to particularly like the colored picture book in the
corner; especially the men, who seven to eight out of ten would purchase a

copy.
Song Qingshi curiously asked Yue Wuhuan, “What books are those?”

Yue Wuhuan looked at him, lost in thought. He opened his mouth to say
something but no words came out.

Song Qingshi walked over and picked up the picture book called “Beauty of
the Golden Age”. He smiled, “It turned out to be a collection of prints in the
style of Ukiyo-e. The printing is so exquisite. Are these paintings by a
master?”

He opened it and gave it a casual look through. He let it go as though his
hands had been burned. The picture book fell to the ground, falling open to
reveal the picture inside. He then looked at it again incredulously. His body
went cold from head to toe as though he’d been doused with ice water.

This was a pornographic book. It painted all sorts of dirty scenes
accompanied by countless gaudy words.

“The Evening Banquet of All Beauties”, “Lin Xianzun Copulates with
Wuhuan Gongzhi”, “Picture of the Great Beauty Jin Qiao” and so on...

In the painting, the stunning young man was lying underneath various men,
sweetly and agreeably pleasuring them. He was depicted in all sorts of
unbearable postures.

The youth had a pair of beautiful phoenix eyes and a scarlet mole under his
left eye so beautiful that it could arouse everyone’s desire.

This was Yue Wuhuan...



Song Qingshi knew of what Yue Wuhuan had experienced. But, when all
was said and done, he has never had to face these unbearable scenes. As
Yue Wuhuan gradually recovered, he wanted to make like an ostrich, using
time to forget about the past. But now, this picture album has brutally
ripped off the scar to show everything. The hell that Yue Wuhuan
experienced was even more miserable than he could have ever imagined.

How could people be so evil?

Song Qingshi was so upset that he couldn’t breathe. He was gasping for
breath and hugging his shoulders tightly.

The Underworld Ghost Fire rose up, burning all the filth.
And then?
What should he do? What can he do? He can’t do anything.

The bookstore owner wanted to come over to greet him but upon seeing this
he was so scared that he ran away. Song Qingshi stood there blankly,
feeling that he had lost all strength from his body. Finally, completely
without knowing it, Yue Wuhuan dragged him away.

Yue Wuhuan took him by the hand and walked aimlessly to the side of the
river.

The cold wind blew and Song Qingshi’s mind gradually cleared...

He finally understood why the two cultivators in the tea shed were talking
that way and why Ye Lin wanted to persuade him to give up.

So, everyone knows...

Golden Phoenix Mountain Manor has ruined Yue Wuhuan’s body and these
picture books have ruined Yue Wuhuan’s reputation.

No matter how hard Yue Wuhuan worked — Foundation Building, Core
Formation, even if he reached Nascent Soul...or cultivated to become the
sword sovereign, everyone who sees him will never think of his amazing



talents but would think instead of his body and those filthy scenes. His past
as a plaything will always remain in his heart. Even if he can burn down a
bookstore, two bookstores, burn down countless picture books for Yue
Wuhuan, he has no way of preventing these picture books from circulating
in the market...

Yue Wuhuan once said that he had nothing...
Only now did he know the depth of despair behind this statement.

Song Qingshi sat by the river, covering his face, letting tears slip through
his fingers. He hated how powerless he was.

“Master does not need to be sad,” Yue Wuhuan also sat down slowly, softly
comforting, “Sooner or later, you would have known about this matter...so
I never planned on hiding it. These paintings were from a few years ago.
The most well-known painter of the immortal realm in those days came to
Golden Phoenix Manor. Jin Feiren drugged me and controlled me with the
spirit bead, letting him paint these to spread all over the world. Thinking
about it now, he must have been aware that [ wanted to escape. He wanted
to warn me, that no matter where I flee to, I can’t escape the fate of a
slave... Therefore, I gave up all hope of escaping and became what he
wanted. shameless, indulging in desire, stupid and ridiculous...”

Song Qingshi buried his head and looked at the river, not daring to look at
him.

“Master has given me a chance to be reborn,” Yue Wuhuan said in a relaxed
tone, “I have already let go of these things...I have long gotten used to it,
and I am mentally prepared. I can research ways to change my appearance
and I’ll change my name too so that I won’t be recognized, so... it’s okay,
I’m really okay.”

Song Qingshi was still extremely sad, because this beautiful and proud
phoenix could no longer fly openly out under the sun.

He eased his emotions and wanted to stand up but found that Yue Wuhuan’s
body had been trembling all this time.



In the dark night, he had already taken off the curtain and his beautiful eyes
were filled with fear.

Yue Wuhuan used up all the energy in his body before he was able to speak
out the words he feared the most.

“Please, please, don’t hate me for being dirty...”



Chapter 17: Unforgettable

That night, Song Qingshi held Yue Wuhuan tightly in his arms, desperate to
comfort him. He was incoherent throughout the whole thing. Philosophy,
medicine, and sociological theories took turns on stage. He was so
distressed that English, German and Latin all rushed out. Let alone Yue
Wuhuan, even Song Qingshi himself didn’t know what what he was saying.

At least, the attitude was right...

Yue Wuhuan had already recovered. He quietly sniffed the comforting
fragrance of medicine on his body and listened to those messy but
reassuring words. The corners of his mouth couldn’t help but tick up into a
slightly pained arc.

He had known for a long time that he couldn’t hide this matter for the sake
of temporary stability, waiting for others to showcase his dirty past in front
of Song Qingshi to drive a wedge between them and arbitrarily discredit
him. Therefore, while they were in Lecheng, even if Song Qingshi hadn’t
found those picture books, he would have taken the initiative to lead him to
that bookstore and he would have pretended to have carelessly let him see
it. And during this time, while he still likes him, he’ll be honest and strive to
gain his mercy and promise, breaking off any chance for anyone with
ulterior motives who would use this to create an issue.

How ridiculous...

Obviously it was something he had been prepared for long ago and yet, the
moment Song Qingshi opened that picture book, he was still so
embarrassed, he couldn’t bear to show his face. What was even more
embarrassing was that even when he had seen such things, Song Qingshi
had anger and sympathy in his eyes but not the slightest desire. It made him
realize even more clearly that their two ‘likes’ were different.

Song Qingshi’s ‘like’ was appreciation, cherishment and care.

His ‘like’ was monopoly, invasion and desire.



Yue Wuhuan greedily kissed the tips of his hair. His thoughts quickly
turning crazy...

Why does his every probing reveal even more of this person’s goodness?
Given this, how could he possibly let go?

How good would it have been if he could have met this person while he was
still clean?

The venom of resentment spread from his heart to his whole body. He hated
Xie Que. He hated Jin Feiren and everything that had dirtied him. He hated
this disgusting world. He wanted to destroy everything outside the
Medicine King’s Valley. It was enough to leave only a piece of pure land in
the world, to leave only this one person...

After this incident, the two of them gave up all thoughts of touring Lecheng
and casually rested overnight, setting oft for the Medicine King’s Valley the
next morning.

Throughout their entire way back, Song Qingshi researched all kinds of
plans to conceal one’s identity and disguise one’s appearance for Yue
Wuhuan.

He even thought about cosmetic surgery to change his face, but he couldn’t
bear to ruin that perfect face...

Suddenly, the sound of cultivators fighting came from the forest.

Song Qingshi stopped the magical beast and took a look. He saw two Core
Formation cultivators having a life or death battle. Swords clashed and
spells filled the sky. They fought for about half an hour and the cultivator in
black suffered a crushing defeat. The cultivator that defeated him took away
his magical weapons and mustard seed bag, then got on his sword and
hurried away.



This kind of murder and looting was a common sight in the immortal realm
and no one can ascertain the identity and the enmity between the two
parties.

Therefore, unless you get were acquainted with one of the parties, you
wouldn’t interfere in this matter.

Song Qingshi abided by the rules of this world and was unwilling to get
involved in this mess. After watching for a while, he got ready to spur the
magical beast to leave.

Yue Wuhuan stopped him, “Master, let us go and see. Perhaps that person is
not dead yet.”

After he finished speaking, he steered the magical beast to the black-clothed
cultivator. Upon seeing this, Song Qingshi hurriedly followed after him.

Although the black-clothed monk still had breath, he was gravely injured.
He had seven or eight sword wounds on his body, part of his internal organs
were damaged and he was unconscious. If he was left without treatment, he
probably won’t live for long.

So as to avoid any trouble, the Medicine King’s Valley never accepted
patients from unknown sources.

Song Qingshi frowned and hesitated.

Yue Wuhuan squatted down. He put on his gloves, carefully checked the
black-clothed cultivator’s wounds and then asked, “Master, you recently
taught me how to stitch up and treat injuries. I have already studied this but
I lack hands-on practice. Could we bring back this injured individual back
to the Medicine King’s Valley so that [ may treat him and practice my
medical skills?”

Even if the protagonist shou has encountered so much ugliness, his heart
still remained good and honest. In the future, he may become a famous
doctor, serving for the good of the people.



Song Qingshi sighed for a long time. He immediately agreed and helped
him perform emergency treatment on the patient. They then loaded him up
on the magical beast and took him home.

In the Medicine King’s Valley, Song Qingshi placed the patient in a quiet
sickroom.

This was the first patient that Yue Wuhuan took charge off. He took extra
care, not only did he perform a good job of sewing close all the wounds but
he also decocted the medicine and fed it to the patient with his own hands.
He kept recording his vital signs, asking for advice on everything, lest there
be any accidents. Song Qingshi couldn’t help sighing at his immense talent.
All he needed was a hint and he could figure out the rest himself. Every
step was done perfectly. His medical records were also well written. There
was almost nothing to fault. After the patient showed obvious signs of
improvement, he felt reassured that he could leave this matter entirely to
Yue Wuhuan.

It was three days after that black-clothed cultivator woke up. He became
aware of the smell of medicine in the room. He moved his wounds a little
and found that he was bandaged tightly. The knew that he had been rescued
and he rejoiced in his heart. He looked up to thank his benefactor but when
he did, he saw the bright and beautiful face that he had never forgotten.

“We-were you the one who saved me?” the black-clothed cultivator
murmured.

Yue Wuhuan had stayed by his bedside, taking care of him for a long time.
Seeing that he was awake, he nodded and said, “This slave greets the
immortal elder.”

The black-clothed cultivator was named She Yun. He was a demon
cultivator and he wasn’t a person of any significance. Two years ago, he had
the good fortune to be a guest at Golden Phoenix Manor with his friends.
Originally, given his identity, he would not have been qualified to meet such
a remarkable beauty such as Yue Wuhuan. However, that night the beauty
did not serve the honored guests well and as punishment, he was drugged
and given to them to have fun with.



Those loose phoenix eyes, that coquettish teardrop mole, that bewitching
voice, the seal of imprisonment...

The joy of that night was something he would never forget his entire life.

No matter which courtesan in whichever brothel he looked for, he couldn’t
get that same feeling anymore.

She Yun looked closely at Yue Wuhuan, feeling a bit thirsty in his

throat. Under the control of Acacia Seal, no slave had the ability to hurt
people. So, what exactly was this beauty’s purpose for saving him? Could it
be that he still remembered him...

Under his burning gaze, Yue Wuhuan slightly lowered his head. He poured
out the potion that had long been kept warm by a small fire. He carefully
served it to him to drink and then smiled, “The medicine is bitter. The
immortal elder should take this candy pill as well. ”

He used his fair fingers to put the sugar pill into She Yun’s mouth.

Those beautiful eyes were looking at him, full of tenderness and
anticipation.

She Yun was dizzy and unable to think. The sugar pill had melted in his
mouth. There seemed to be some strange bitterness in it.

Yue Wuhuan waited for him to finish taking the medicine and got up to tidy
up the room. He piled up all the junk in the room in the corner, leaving only
an empty table and chair. He then put on a pair of animal-skin gloves.

She Yun asked expectantly, “Do you remember me?”

Yue Wuhuan walked back and looked at him, with the brilliance of desire
blooming in his eyes, “The immortal elder has made this slave very happy.
This slave wouldn’t dare forget.”

He used to be like a flower branch that has been manually trimmed.
Although beautiful, he was too artificial. Now, he has his own color,
making him even more dazzling. He was actually somewhat more beautiful



than before. If Jin Feiren saw it, wouldn’t he regret letting such a stunning
beauty go?

She Yun felt his mouth go dry. His heartbeat was speeding up. His whole
body weakened and his lower half was gradually getting a reaction.

Yue Wuhuan glanced at him and smiled even more charmingly. He gently
slid his fingertips across She Yun’s chest, opened up his shirt and then
pressed him back down heavily. He said, ambiguously, “Today, I would like
to be happy with the immortal elder once again. Is this okay?”

Yue Wuhuan’s teasing had made his heart like a frisky monkey. He could
hardly believe that such a good thing would happen. He hurriedly agreed, “I
would happily be with you. If you have been rejected by your owner, I
would gladly take you back with me.”

Yue Wuhuan laughed happily as if he had heard something amusing.

Immediately afterwards, She Yun saw Yue Wuhuan place a sound barrier
formation on the door. He then took out a bunch of strange little tools from
the mustard seed bag and placed them on the table covered with white
cloth. There were small knives, scissors, pliers, saws and other instruments
of horror, he didn’t know the use of. Yue Wuhuan then introduced them one
by one, “This is a scalpel. These are surgical scissors and bone scissors.
These are elbow forceps...”

She Yun realized something was wrong. He wanted to struggle but found
that he had lost control of his hands and feet. He couldn’t move.

“You took a Puppet Pill. I haven’t been able to make it successfully yet so I
can’t control your actions, but it’s enough.” Yue Wuhuan put on his robe
and his put on a mask. He picked up a scalpel and asked, sounding
concerned, “Now, aside from being unable to move your body, can you still
feel anything?”

She Yun was shocked and angry. “You’re not controlled by the Acacia
Seal?”



Yue Wuhuan let out a mocking chuckle but there was no human emotion in
his eyes, only near-overflowing craziness and longing, like a demon that
had crawled out of hell.

“Please, please, don’t be like this.” She Yun finally realized what was going
to happen, screaming and begging madly for mercy, “Let me go!”

This night was like that night, when a demon faced a defenseless lamb.
There had been no mercy, no kindness, only cruel toying.

The scalpel fell again and again. The wailing was endless.

“Does it feel good? Having it shoved into you, does it feel good?”
The demon happily repeated what he had said, word by word:
“Come, let me enjoy this bliss on earth...”

“Use your depraved body to pleasure me...”

“Scream! Come on! Scream in ecstasy...”
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Yue Wuhuan looked at his hands, covered in dirty blood. But his heart felt
very satisfied.

It turns out that he really was crazy.

It was late at night and Song Qingshi was still sitting on the Luohan bed in
the library, reading. Suddenly, he found Yue Wuhuan leaning on the door,
looking at him. He had no idea when he had taken a bath. He was wearing a
newly-made red single robe. On his body was the scent of orchids mixed
with the scent of herbs. His hair was dripping wet and carelessly tied
together. He seemed to be in a really good mood.



Song Qingshi raised his hand and motioned for him to come closer. “Why’d
you take a bath so late? Be careful or you might catch a cold.”

“My clothes got stained with something dirty so they had to all be washed.”
Yue Wuhuan sat on the Luohan bed obediently and casually opened a book,
“I couldn’t sleep so I’d like to accompany Master to read a book, is that
alright?”

Song Qingshi naturally welcomed him and pushed the snacks on the table
towards him.

“Right,” Yue Wuhuan said casually, “The cultivator we rescued a few days
ago woke up and insisted on leaving, so I let him go.”

Song Qingshi was slightly startled. “Leave? His injuries aren’t healed yet.”

Yue Wuhuan said, “I saw that he seemed to have some personal concerns
weighing on his mind so I couldn’t question him too closely.”

Song Qingshi was afraid that he was unhappy and persuaded, “We can’t
control patients who insist on being discharged from the hospital. Let him
do as he wants.”

Yue Wuhuan smiled and said, “It doesn’t matter, he already rewarded me.
We’re already even.”

Seeing that he didn’t seem bothered, Song Qingshi discarded this matter
from his mind and concentrated on reading.

Yue Wuhuan leaned in lazily, contentedly smelling the scent from his body.

The mad killing intent gradually dissipated and the bloodthirsty desire
slowly calmed down.

This was his pure land.

The author has something to say:



Scholar-Tyrant Song: That patient is in no shape to appear in polite
company. He’s disobedient. He insisted on being discharged despite being
injured. Next time, we won’t be accepting him.

Yue Wuhuan: Yes.

(The medical related details in his article rely on information found on
Baidu. If something is wrong, | am willing to let the real medical students
and doctors beat me...)

Translator’s note: ...Um...should I have put in a warning...? ...It was
pretty mild, right?...



Chapter 18: Bankruptcy Crisis

Song Qingshi placed his palms together before one and with a pious face,
said to Yue Wuhuan, “My great treasure is here!”

Yue Wuhuan was confused for a moment. He found that Song Qingshi was
looking at the six small white mice running around in the cage that he was
carrying. He hurriedly placed the cage carefully on the table in the
laboratory and presented it to him. “Master, this was sent over by the master
of Night Rain Pavilion. Are these perhaps some rare magical beasts?”

“These are the mice I asked him to find in the mortal world. He had a hard
time just finding these few.” Song Qingshi lay on the table and looked at the
cute little guys with joy, as though he couldn’t get enough of looking at
them. “Wuhuan, did you know that white mice and humans are 98%
genetically similar. They are the most used animals for medicinal
experiments.”

Yue Wuhuan’s beautiful eyes widened in disbelief. He looked suspiciously
at the dirty little mice in the cage.

This thing 1s 98% similar to him?

“Right now, we only have these few specimens taken from the wild. We
will need to breed them to attain large quantities. Then, we can cultivate
various types of mice. Clean mice, mice without specific pathogens, sterile
mice... maybe we can even raise high- and low-cancer mice , diabetic mice,
all sorts of mice.” Song Qingshi’s face was positively glowing as he talked
about his beloved white mice. It didn’t matter to him whether others
understood him or not as he kept on muttering to himself, “It may take
decades of breeding. Fortunately, a Nascent Soul cultivator has a long life
span. I can take my time breeding them. Has the breeding room been set up
already? From today on, I will be living in the laboratory. These mice are
very delicate and I don’t know if they can adapt to the immortal realm. |
want to make sure that they won’t get into trouble and that they’1l
successfully give birth to babies. This is my reason for living......



There used to be a senior sister who went abroad to perform experiments.
After four years of breeding, her mice were about to show results when they
suddenly encountered a mishap. She was terrified. She would call them
everyday to pour out her woes. Everyone persuaded her to give up the
experiment and come back. The senior sister instantly collapsed and
bawling, said this was her reason for living and that she wouldn’t leave
even if she died. Since then, in their laboratory, the white mice had attained
the nickname ‘reason for living’.

Yue Wuhuan finally understood. After thinking about the past rumors about
the Medicine King, he tentatively asked, “Master, no matter how similar
mice are, they’re not humans. It’s very troublesome to raise them. Why
don’t you use mortals to test the medicines? Isn’t this is a common practice
among immortal medicine makers?”

“Of course, we will need to use humans,” Right now, Song Qingshi’s mind
was filled with thoughts of the mice and he replied casually, “We must first
use mice and other animals to determine the safety of the drug. Then, we do
human experiments. My teacher liked to test the drug on himself to
determine their safety. Once he’s made sure they’re safe, he recruited
volunteers to test the drug. I’ve also tested medicines on myself several
times. It’s very convenient to determine its efficacy.”

He especially worshiped his teacher. A man of noble character and high
prestige, he worked selflessly for the public interest, was free of corruption
and worked only for the welfare of all mankind.

Hippocrates once said that medicine is the most beautiful and noblest of all
skills.

As long as medical research can produce a new drug, countless patients can
be rescued from their suffering. It can even change the course of human
history.

Isn’t that an absolutely wonderful thing?

Song Qingshi looked at the mice as though seeing a bright future.



Yue Wuhuan thought about it for a long time and asked cautiously, ‘“Master,
with your teacher having tested so many medicines, how is he now?...Is he
still doing well?”

Song Qingshi answered honestly, “He is in another world.”

Yue Wuhuan’s face paled. He said anxiously, “Master, please allow Wuhuan
to test the medicines in the future.”

“Alright, once I’ve tested that there’s no problem, I’ll let you test them.”
Song Qingshi praised with satisfaction, “Wuhuan is really a good seedling
suitable for studying medicine. So smart and kind, so full of love. Your
future achievements will be great.”

Master was good in everything; only that he was a little blind towards
him...

He had learned from the valley servant that although the Medicine King
Xianzun has always been a medicine fanatic, burying himself in his
research every day, his words and deeds were still equally as strange but
after his coming to the Medicine King’s Valley, the master seemed to have a
little more feelings and was no longer inexplicably angry. He no longer did
cruel human experiments and the trust and favor bestowed upon him was
unprecedented.

Such changes in Song Qingshi made him unable but to have vain hopes.
And today, these vain hopes became even stronger.

Master doesn’t dislike even such dirty mice, then maybe he too can...

“Master, [ will raise these little white mice for you,” Yue Wuhuan gently
pulled Song Qingshi’s sleeve and beseeched in a low voice, “My physique
is very suitable for testing medicine. Let me be the one to try medicine for
you for the rest of my life, just like these mice...1s that alright? I’'m not
afraid of death so please don’t hurt yourself.”

When Song Qingshi heard the word “death” come from his mouth, his hair
stood on end and the shadow of course failure once again attacked. He



sorted through their conversations and quickly figured out what went
wrong. He firmly swore that the little white mice and Yue Wuhuan were
both his reasons for living and that he valued them equally in his heart. His
teacher was in another world for other reasons and that he hadn’t met a
mishap because he was testing medicine on himself. Under his careful
control, he definitely won’t die.

Yue Wuhuan listened, feeling extremely satisfied.

Song Qingshi realized that there might be times when he’s indisposed and
would need someone’s assistance. So, he gave Yue Wuhuan a copy of the
very thick mouse breeding manual, asking him to meticulously take care of
them. Yue Wuhuan carefully took the manual with one hand and the cage
with the other, vowing to take good care of the master’s reason for living.

The valley servant delivered a bill for the mice and a letter from Night Rain
Pavilion.

Although the white mice were not magical beasts, no one has ever wanted
this thing. It was small and difficult to find. It took a lot of manpower and
material resources to find it, and it was finally found on an overseas desert
island.

Considering the above factors and other things, in the end each mouse cost
one hundred top-grade spirit stones.

“Oh, it’s not that expensive.” Song Qingshi paid the bill without hesitation.

Yue Wuhuan hesitated for a long time and asked, “Master, have you...not
read the account books I sent the other day?”

Song Qingshi was not interested in the account books, so he threw it on the
table and forgot all about it. Hearing him mention it, he picked it up and
glanced at it casually. Then he found out in horror that the Medicine King’s
Valley was in a fiscal deficit. He dumbfoundedly pointed to the numbers on
the account books, looking to the omnipotent secretary for an explanation.



Yue Wuhuan sighed, “Master has had a lot of special tools custom made
from the Heaven Craft Pavilion, which were expensive. And...you also
bought a lot of valuable herbs for research. The most significant thing
though, is the unknown payment of two hundred thousand high-grade spirit
stones...”

Song Qingshi gulped. He used to be a rich second generation. He only spent
money and had no idea about how to manage money. His parents doted on
him and did not begrudge spending RMB 800,000 on drugs for his self-
funded research. His laboratory had various kinds of equipment and so he
hadn’t stopped to consider just how much money it cost to do medical
research.

Now that he has transmigrated, Yue Wuhuan opened up a lot of money-
making routes after sorting out the property accounts for him. The prospects
were promising, so he bought and bought and bought. But he hadn’t wanted
to become a spendthrift.

He absolutely didn’t want Yue Wuhuan to know that the two hundred
thousand spirit stones had been used to by the Quintessence of All Souls.

For one, he was afraid it would cause a heavy psychological burden on him
and for another, he wanted to surprise him.

Yue Wuhuan saw that he didn’t want to say where the money had gone and
so he didn’t ask anymore. He said, comfortingly, “Master, please don’t
worry too much. The main reason is that it will take some time for some of
the promissory notes to come due. I will think of a way.”

Although he wasn’t blamed, Song Qingshi still felt very guilty. He suddenly
realized that he had been neglecting business matters for a long time.
Moreover, in order to refuse Golden Phoenix Manor, he had pretended to be
in closed-door cultivation and had not admitted any patients. He stayed
holed up in the laboratory and study every day being foolish. It was Yue
Wuhuan, who on top of cultivating, worked tirelessly to deal with all the
things he was unwilling to do. He even helped him to earn money and took
care to feed, clothe and house him. He even happily forgot these



responsibilities that he should have assumed in the first place and kept
adding on to the other’s troubles.

Song Qingshi pulled Yu Wuhuan’s sleeves and apologized ashamedly, “I’m
no good. From now on, I won’t spend money so extravagantly. I don’t need
ice silk pajamas. I won’t eat sweets and I’ll fast properly. For now, I won’t
add any more research equipment. Later, [ will treat a few wealthy patients.
I will try my best to make money to provide for you. I won’t make you
work so hard anymore...”

Yue Wuhuan was a first-rate peerless beauty and ultra learning god. Since
following him, not only has his meals been sub-standard, he even has to
work every day despite not having yet completely recovered; finding ways
to make money and raise this spendthrift, worrying about their livelihood
despite that supposedly being his responsibility in the first place.

What kind of scumbag is he? !
How can a doctor treat his patient like this? !

The more Song Qingshi spoke, the more panicked he became. His eyes
were already turning red.

“There 1s no need to take it that far,” Yue Wuhuan found that his master was
on the verge of crying and quickly explained, “For me, this matter is not
any trouble. Master’s research is for the benefit of the world and Wuhuan,
naturally, whole-heartedly supports you.”

Song Qingshi pulled him, not knowing what to say, “Bu-but...”

There was a faint smile in Yue Wuhuan’s eyes. He gently held his hand,
hooked it, and said softly, “Master, I like keeping busy so that I won’t think
about the past. So, let me do it, I like to do things for Master...”

The beautiful fingertips lightly stroked his palm, drawing circle after circle,
warm, scratching until his heart began to itch.

Song Qingshi was a total mess, moved by the little angel’s kindness.



Yue Wuhuan played with his palm and smiled. “This period of financial
difficulty will only be for a short while. I plan to prepare funds to purchase
fields for medical herbs, to purchase medicinal materials and to train pill
refiners. There’s no need to worry about the salability of low-level pills
from the Medicine King’s Valley. But I don’t have the personal connections
and it is not suitable for me to show my face in public. It would be best to
find someone suitable to be in charge of marketing.”

Song Qingshi knew what he was worried about and he didn’t dare let
Wuhuan go out alone lest he encounter some pervert.

Killing and looting in the immortal realm was all too common and only the
powerful can do big business.

Song Qingshi was the only one in the Medicine King’s Valley who could
hold the place down. If you let him, this social anxiety sufferer to negotiate
business with a sly old fox, you might as well just ask him to die...

Song Qingshi pondered for a long time. Suddenly, he thought of a good
idea. He found a letter from the pile, ran over and said, “An Long is coming
in a few days. He’s the master of the Myriad Gu Sect and they’re very
powerful in the Western Forest. Moreover, his family has a spirit stone mine
so he’s super rich and well-connected. Shall we try to see if he’ll be our
angel investor?”

The Song Family father and sister were were high-powered businessmen.
Although he was not wise in the ways of the world, he also managed to pick
up some things by listening to them everyday.

Yue Wuhuan scanned the letter box and found that letters from this An Long
accounted for the vast majority of the letters. Although they were all
academic discussions, there were practically three or four letters each
month. Moreover, the Medicine King’s Valley’s account books also
recorded their gift exchanges and every time, the Myriad Gu Sect’s gifts
would be much more expensive that the Medicine King’s Valley’s. He
frowned slightly, a little disturbed and felt that he would need to clarify this
matter.



Song Qingshi concealed nothing. He spent a lot of time, clearly explaining
his relationship with An Long to Yue Wuhuan.

Recently, the original body’s memory has integrated more and more with
him. He would often have the illusion that the two of them shared the same
soul. It’s just that the original body was more indifferent. Moreover, he has
not received any moral education and his approach was more radical. But
his living habits and learning methods were exactly the same as his.
Because the original body basically did not pay any attention to anything
other than research and cultivation and did not care about anyone, even
many of the details of his memories of An Long were not clear but they
were roughly correct.

“We met more than five hundred years ago. At that time, [ wasn’t a Nascent
Soul cultivator yet and he was a just a little cultivator who had just built his
foundation.” Song Qingshi organized his words and said unhappily, “I
remember he was a bit older than you, seventeen or eighteen, a very
rebellious teenager.”

Yue Wuhuan interrupted and corrected, “Master, I only stopped growing
because the Acacia Seal suspended my growth and my appearance was
controlled to look like a teenager’s. It doesn’t mean that I’m actually that
young. In fact, | was already an adult when I built my foundation.”

“Yes, you will grow up normally after the seal i1s removed,” Song Qingshi
thought of the lesson he had learned himself and cautiously suggested, “You
shouldn’t form your golden core too early. Your growth will slow down
when cultivators reach Foundation Building and it will be fixed once your
reach Core Formation. If you build you golden core too early, you might
turn out like I did. Unless you specializes in body-based cultivation
techniques or you reshape your body once you reach Fen Shen...”

This immature face was the price paid in blood and suffering by the original
body for having too high a talent..



However, he didn’t want to refine his body just for the sake of outer
appearances and so he had resigned himself to his fate.

“I know.” Yue Wuhuan looked at him with satisfaction, licking his lips,
“You’re good just like this.”

Song Qingshi treated it as him trying to comfort him and continued the
serious discussion, “I met An Long while collecting medicinal herbs in the
secret realm. We discussed pharmacology and I found that he was very
insightful and he had abundant knowledge about Gu poisons. He was thus
allowed to come to the Medicine King’s Valley as a guest. But that kid is
too mischievous. He loves to tease me and loves to rile me up. After a few
years...I reached Nascent Soul stage and I don’t know why but he quarreled
terribly with me. He got angry with me for no good reason. He kept
swearing and kicking up row for a long time. Finally, he left the Medicine
King’s Valley.”

Yue Wuhuan tapped the table lightly with his fingers, his thoughts
unscrutable.

“Two hundred years later, he also reached Nascent Soul. Suddenly, he
realized his mistake and wrote a letter to apologize. We kept up the
correspondence and we have a pretty good relationship.” Song Qingshi
concluded his account, feeling very gratified. “Now, it can be presumed that
he is now past his rebellious phase.”

Yue Wuhuan asked cautiously, “Master, does he like men or...”

“Don’t worry!” Song Qingshi knew that he had concerns in this regard and
he resolutely and decisively said, “Although An Long is a natural lecherous
loafer and loves to mess around, he is straight as an arrow! When we were
together before, I always saw him flirting with and seducing girls. If he
wasn’t off fooling around with this immortal lady, he was off teasing that
courtesan! It’s rumored he’s got a lot of jilted women outside out for his
blood. I have never heard of him having any interest in men!”

Yue Wuhuan was still a little suspicious.



Song Qingshi patted his chest and promised, “Don’t worry! If he dares to
cop a feel from you, I will break his leg!”

The author has something to say: The little Phoenix’s lifelong rival in love
are these little white mice and occasionally he would lose to them...

Because if there was any problem with the mice, Qingshi would
immediately jump off the bed and rush to the laboratory (no matter what
delightful things they were doing in bed at the time)

Translator’s note: About Yue Wuhuan’s age, from what we can tell, Yue
Wuhuan would have to be in his late 20s or early 30s. He spent ten years in
the Golden Phoenix Manor and the original Song Qingshi saw little YWH
when he was 11 or 12, when he was not yet Foundation Building. He must
have spent a few more years before entering Golden Phoenix Manor
because he was already Foundation Building when he did so; though the
Acacia Seal could have been placed earlier.



Chapter 19: The Gu King of the Western Forest

When the day of An Long’s arrival came, the Medicine King’s Valley had
already made ample preparations to receive guests.

Song Qingshi put on his robes neatly in front of the mirror and carefully
checked his appearance. When he looked back, he unexpectedly saw Yue
Wuhuan wearing a loose gray cotton robe. He was dressed like a valley
servant. Although the cotton clothes couldn’t hide his beauty, such a drab
color did not suit his temperament. He was more suitable for bright colors
that were more flamboyant and domineering.

As expected, the Medicine King’s Valley really has no money left. A
Phoenix has been reduced to a sparrow.

Song Qingshi secretly felt sad. He was determined to overcome his social
anxiety and draw in the investment from the Myriad Gu Sect.

There was the sound of birds announcing the guest’s arrival and the
poisonous fog array of the Medicine King’s Valley dissipated to welcome
him in.

Suddenly, there was an uneasy commotion from the valley servants keeping
guard at the gate. The commotion gradually spread into the valley and some
of the more cowardly valley servants even ran over in panic.

Yue Wuhuan raised his head and glanced coldly at the fleeing valley
servants. They immediately stopped in their tracks. Remembering the
ruthlessness when handling affairs of this beauty deeply trusted by their
master, their faces turned somewhat pale.

Song Qingshi was puzzled, “What’s wrong?”
Yue Wuhuan meekly lowered his head once again, not offering any answer.

Song Qingshi quickly understood what the valley servants were afraid of.



A huge white snake, with its tongue sticking out, slithered up the steps. Its
silver scales glittered under the sun. Its blood-colored eyes were like a
demon’s that crawled out from purgatory.

The white snake raised its head and quickly crawled to Song Qingshi’s feet.
It affectionate rubbed its head against him and curled its tail around his leg.

Song Qingshi was delighted. He squatted down and touched its head,
asking, “You’re Xiao Bai, aren’t you? I haven’t seen you for so many years.
How come you’ve grown so big?”

Seeing that Song Qingshi recognized it, the white snake used its tongue to
touch him, rubbing against him even more enthusiastically.

Yue Wuhuan wanted to step forward to stop it, but when he saw someone
coming, he backed away.

“This double-dealing scoundrel, I always knew it likes you more,” the tall
shadow enshrouded them. The deep resounding voice was filled with
helplessness, “Back then, in the secret realm, you refused to accept the
Luminous Dragon as a spirit pet and it had to settle for me. It has borne a
lot of resentment and its always wanted to go back to you.”

“Don’t joke” Song Qingshi said with a smile, “It’s not suitable for living in
the Medicine King’s Valley. It’s more suitable for the Myriad Gu Sect.”

Five hundred years ago, the Luminous Dragon was still a young snake. It
was injured fighting against a large beast. He had passed by, collecting
medicine and healed it casually. It made a huge fuss wanting to follow him
and so, it was forced onto An Long by the original body. At that time, the
Luminous Dragon was only a finger’s width thick but now it has become so
big, with such radiant scales. It showed that it had been carefully raised by
the local tyrant sect.

After Song Qingshi finished petting the snake, he raised his head and was
suddenly stupefied.



The An Long in his memory was an inexperienced, mischievous, ordinary
teenager. The man who appeared in front of him now was more than 1.9
meters tall, with an awe-inspiring body, with a tiger's back and a wolf's
waist, wearing skintight black leather armor. His bare right arm was
covered in tattoos of the five evils; the poisonous creatures were intertwined
with countless bones of the dead. It was both terrifying and fascinating,
people couldn’t look away. He was like a proud and overbearing ruffian. He
had his hair cut extremely short, making his facial features appear even
sharper. His dashing brows reached to his temples, his nose was straight
like a peak, and his narrow eyes were like beast’s choosing which person to
bite. His thin lips were tightly pursed and his whole body exuded a
dangerous aura.

The years served as a carving knife, using 500 long years to thoroughly
remold himself.

Song Qingshi stared blankly at him for a long time. Finally, he found traces
of the past on this face.

An Long also looked at him for a long time and finally laughed. A sharp
canine tooth appeared at the edge his lips. The dangerous aura faded in an
instant and he turned back into that bad boy who liked playing pranks back
then. All the girls in the Medicine King’s Valley blushed and they didn’t
dare look any longer.

This familiar feeling made Song Qingshi breathe a sigh of relief.

An Long looked around, bent down and whispered quietly, “I thought you
were angry with me and would never see me again.”

Song Qingshi thought back to this bear child’s trouble-making past, “I’'m
not angry.”

An Long didn’t quite believe it. He patted him on the shoulder, seeming to
want to change the subject.

The Myriad Gu Sect was a body-refining sect. His strength was enormous
and his hand pats were somewhat painful for Song Qingshi.



“By the way, | heard that you brought back a...” An Long glanced at the
crowd and quickly locked on to Yue Wuhuan. After thinking about it, he
didn’t know how to address him and so casually just threw out, “Is it this
kid? He’s not like what they say. He looks pretty cute and well-behaved.”

Yue Wuhuan was used to people giving him messed up appraisals. His
expression remained unchanged. He respectfully bowed to An Long and
continued to remain silent.

Song Qingshi, though, was shocked.

An Long touched his chin and exclaimed, “He really is beautiful. It’s a pity
he’s a man.”

Even after taking over the Myriad Gu Sect and cultivating to Nascent Soul,
he was still that same old unscrupulous scoundrel as before!

With a cold expression on his face, Song Qingshi skillfully dragged An
Long to the main hall. He then sent Yue Wuhuan to feed the mice and began
to lecture the guy in front of him. Although he wanted to get the investment
from the Myriad Gu Sect, that did not mean he was about to toss aside his
bottom line. Therefore, he quickly sorted out this bastard’s black history
and gave him a list of prohibitions, including prohibitions against taking
any liberties with Yue Wuhuan. He was not to speak anything obscene to
Yue Wuhuan. He was not to say anything vulgar to Yue Wuhuan. He was
not to flirt with Yue Wuhuan. He was not to trespass into Yue Wuhuan’s
room. He was not to make Yue Wuhuan drink any alcohol. There were 126
rules and regulations.

“Ancestors above,” An Long was dumbfounded as he listened to him. It
took a long time for him to come back to his senses, “Is this man made of
colored crystal?”

Song Qingshi tapped on the table and skillfully reprimanded, “Article
number 72, you are not to use any strange words to describe him.”

“Yes, yes, yes.” For some reason, An Long seemed completely happy being
reprimanded. He raised his hands in surrender and promised to stop talking



nonsense. He then asked, “Then how should I call him? What is his identity
in the Medicine King’s Valley?”

Song Qingshi was stunned. He realized that this was a serious problem...

Yue Wuhuan’s problem was psychological. It was inconvenient to explain
and he had to protect the patient’s privacy. Although he was the Medicine
King’s Valley’s Omnipotent Secretary, this profession was equivalent to a
main steward in the immortal realm and provided no real status. Therefore,
he had neglected to give Yue Wuhuan a suitable identity.

Song Qingshi immediately got up and said to An Long, “Wait here. I’ll go
make sure.”

After speaking, he immediately walked out of the main hall, looking for
Yue Wuhuan.

Yue Wuhuan had finished feeding the mice a long time ago. But he knew
there were some things Song Qingshi had to say that wouldn’t be
convenient for him to hear. And so he sat at a spot in the corridor that was
not too far away and waited patiently while reading.

Song Qingshi hurriedly ran to Yue Wuhuan and asked, “Wuhuan, do you
want to be my disciple?”

Yue Wuhuan looked at him in disbelief, somewhat stunned. “Master, why
did you suddenly...”

“An Long reminded me,” Song Qingshi explained, “It’s better for you to
have a suitable identity in the Medicine King’s Valley. I’ve never accepted a
disciple before, so you can be my most senior disciple. This way, no matter
what you do or when meeting guests, it will much more convenient. Of
course, if you don’t want to then just forget it. I’ll think of other ways.”

“I want to,” Yue Wuhuan said hurriedly, “Master saved my life and taught
me skills. I have already regarded Master as my teacher, but I didn’t dare to
ask i1t of you.” He took a black wood carving from his bosom. It had his



name written on it. He handed it to Song Qing embarrassedly, “I have
secretly made my life plate early on. Please accept it, Master.”

The life plate was a must-have for every disciple of the sect. Living in the
immortal realm was often filled with life-threatening danger. Each sect
would use the disciple’s thoughts and blood to make a life plate, which
would then be placed in a safe place. If the life plate shatters, it signifies
that the disciple had died.

Yue Wuhuan carefully said, “I added a little array when I made it. If I meet
with a mishap and my body perishes, the life plate will inform Master of the
whereabouts of my corpse. Wuhuan hopes... that my body may be
cremated and buried within the Medicine King’s Valley to accompany the
Master. Is that alright?”

Song Qingshi was so touched that he collapsed in complete shambles. He
repeatedly said, “Don’t worry, I’ll protect you and I’ll never let anything
happen to you.”

Yue Wuhuan got up to formally pay obeisance to his master.

“Wait, [ have a request,” Song Qingshi hurriedly grabbed him to stop. He
awkwardly said, “Can you not call me ‘Shifu’? This form of address always
reminds me of that guy...” He hasn’t accepted disciples for a very long
time. Hearing this also made him have an ill-feeling in his heart. Yue
Wuhuan’s previous shifu’s conduct and deeds has gravely broken his
bottom line, to the point that he practically feels nauseated. He absolutely
didn’t want the same title. Moreover, he was worried that Yue Wuhuan
would have a psychological shadow because of this form of address.

Yue Wuhuan understood his intentions and agreed with a smile, paying his
obeisance once again.

“Later, I will take you to pay your respects to your grand-master.” Song
Qingshi happily went back to An Long with the life plate. While showing it
off to him, he said, very proud of himself, “‘Yue Wuhuan is now my senior
disciple. This identity’s not bad, right?”



An Long was rendered speechless.

He’s seen masters accept disciples quickly, but never this quickly. Within
just three quarters of an hour, the Medicine King’s Valley’s senior disciple
came fresh out of the oven.

It seems... This came about because he asked that question?
Ancestors above, did he do something wrong?

Song Qingshi resolved this worry and began to think about how to pull in
his investment. He vaguely remembered his sister saying to first let the
investors eat and have fun before coaxing them to sign the contract. So
Song Qingshi took An Long to visit his laboratory, carefully telling him
about his methods for cultivating bacteria. He then invited him to perform
some joint experiments.

Both he and the original body both liked to use this manner to welcome
their friends.

Though it was a bit strange, it was very sincere.

Since entering the laboratory, An Long has been staring at him in a daze. He
was both surprised and happy, as though he wanted to ascertain
something...

He was starting so much that Song Qingshi started to think it strange. He
asked, “Is there anything on my face?”

An Long asked carefully, “Qingshi, have you really forgiven me?”

Teenagers do a lot of stupid things during their rebellious phase. What was
there that was worth holding a grudge over? Besides, he couldn’t clearly
remember most of them.

Song Qingshi smiled and said, “I’ve forgiven you long ago. I’ve forgotten
those things.”



An Long’s eyes were a little red as he stared at him incredulously, “You’ve
really forgotten?”

Song Qingshi definitely said, “I hate lying.”

“Yes, yes, you never lie.” An Long suddenly took him into his arms,
burying him against his shoulder. He whispered, “Thank you...”

The mask of pretending was torn off and the warm heart was drawn out.
He was so happy that he couldn’t help himself.

Song Qingshi wanted to push him away but he felt a warm dampness on his
shoulder. He thought about it and stood still.

An Long’s voice was unspeakably hoarse,
“You don’t know how much I regret...”

“I’m so happy that I could see you again.”



Translator’s note: About the chapter title, it literally translates to ‘to
recommend oneself to be a pillow mat’. In this chapter, from context, it
means for someone to willingly be/take the initiative to be someone’s bed
partner. In general though, the connotation is pretty innocent, it simply
means for someone, usually a woman, to take the initiative to be in a
relationship with someone.

Chapter 20: Self-Recommended Pillow Mat
Song Qingshi felt a little uneasy.
He felt that he had forgotten something very important.

An Long was housed at the separate Jingxin Compound. The valley
servants sent to serve him were all carefully selected by Yue Wuhuan. All of
them were older servants who did their work steadily. Because An Long
was addicted to drinking, once, when his alcohol addiction struck, he had
drank all the medicinal liquor he had hidden in his cellar. So this time he
sent someone to purchase a batch of fine wines and had them sent to the
separate compound.

They’ve also set up alarm charms on the compound’s door, windows and
roof so that they would know if An Long gets up to any drunken antics. He
had once crawled in in the middle of the night and dragged him to climb
trees together to catch cicadas and crawl through the grass to find crickets.

Everything was arranged properly so what was he forgetting?

In the middle of the night, Song Qingshi unfurled his hair, changed into his
pajamas and lay on the bed tossing and turning, unable to fall asleep.

Finally, a light flashed in his mind and he remembered what he had
forgotten...

Song Qingshi suddenly jumped out of bed. Alarmed, he put on his shoes
and robe and heedless of anything else, ran straight to An Long’s
compound.



He had forgotten that Xiao Bai loves to eat mice!

It was really late at night. The smell of alcohol coming from An Long’s
room was so strong that he could smell it from outside the door. The light
was out and the person inside seemed to already be asleep.

Song Qingshi stood at the door. He gathered up his robe. He raised a hand
to knock and after hesitating for a long time knocked gently on the door.

A moment later, the door slowly opened.

The strong scent of alcohol rushed out and a pair of sturdy arms wrapped
around his waist in the dark.

“Baby, I’ve been waiting for you.”

Song Qingshi was utterly confused and before he knew what was
happening, he had already been carried onto the bed.

His robe, which he hadn’t worn properly, was casually pushed open. His
hands were pressed down hard. Hot, moist breath brushed against his neck.
The husky voice was filled with desire, “You won’t be leaving tonight.”

Song Qingshi tried to struggle free but found that he couldn’t move at all.

All these body-refining cultivators were all beasts of burden. Their brute
force was simply astonishing. You can’t take one on recklessly.

The alchemical fire that served as his protection rose instantly, raising his
body’s temperature to be as hot as a soldering iron.

An Long was burned into shrieking and letting go. Half-clothed, he rolled
off the bed.

Song Qingshi lit the candlestick with the alchemical fire in his hand. He
looked coldly at the scoundrel on the floor. “Are you awake now?”



An Long was shocked. “Why is it you?”

Song Qingshi put away the flames and tied his robe again. He asked with a
dark expression on his face, “Who did you think it was?”

“I thought...” An Long’s expression was extremely embarrassed. He held
his injured hand and said, aggrieved, “I thought it was that girl named
Huang Ling, coming to serve as my bed partner.”

Huang Ling? Song Qingshi thought for a while and found that he did kind
of remember this valley servant. She was a relative newcomer, having only
been in the Medicine King’s Valley for a few years. She was responsible for
taking care of the garden nearby. Most of the valley servants were men;
there were only 30 or 40 women and most of them are middle-aged married
women. Huang Ling was young, cheerful, intelligent, gutsy and good-
looking. And so, she was rather well-received among the valley

servants. Song Qingshi used to run into her in the yard. They’ve even
exchanged a few words to clarify some matters. Later on, after Wuhuan
took charge of internal affairs, he never saw her anymore.

“You kept saying that I get drunk and cause trouble. Now, you come
breaking in to my room and you’re not even drunk. What are you doing?”
Seeing Song Qingshi hesitate, An Long, the thief crying thief, complained,
“You’ve even got your hair loose and you’re dressed like that. Take a look
at yourself in the mirror. I don’t think you can blame me for making a
mistake. You should be thankful that I didn’t light up a lamp, otherwise I
would have been scared to death.”

Song Qingshi couldn’t help but look back at the mirror. White robe...long
hair...

Fine, he does kind of look a bit like a female ghost.

Although it was a little uncomfortable, they were both men and it was
unintentional. He was no great beauty like Yue Wuhuan. There was no tofu
to eat. This wasn’t worth bickering about.



“Forget 1t,” Song Qingshi graciously turned to other problems, “When did
you hook up with my valley servant?”

“Don’t talk nonsense,” An Long climbed onto the edge of the bed and sat
down. He raised his hand and swore, “She was the one who took the
initiative to hook up with me. If you don’t believe me, ask her.”

He casually put on his robe and loosely tied up his pants letting them appear
as though they were about to fall off. He sat down carelessly, casually
showing off his perfect inverted triangle figure and the six pack on his
stomach. He oozed that bad boy charm that fascinated all the girls.

Song Qingshi thought of the glorious achievements of his womanizing
ways and had to believe him.

An Long smirked and asked, “Why are you looking for me in the middle of
the night?”

“I didn’t come to see you,” Song Qingshi remembered the most important
thing and immediately stood up and looked around, “Where’s Xiao Bai?”

The Luminous Dragon snaked down from the beam and affectionately
raised its head.

Song Qingshi grabbed the Luminous Dragon and warned him seriously and
solemnly, ordering it not to eat any of the rats in the Medicine King’s
Valley.

The Luminous Dragon was extremely psychic. It wagged its head to
express its understanding. Song Qingshi knew that it wouldn’t mess around
like An Long. He finally let it go, promising to compensate it with lots of
delicious food and he also promised to play with it.

While one person and one snake were conversing, An Long looked out the
door with a smile that was yet not a smile. He had long discovered that Yue
Wuhuan was standing far away in the courtyard, taking in everything that
happened in the room. However, he couldn’t see any flaws in Yue Wuhuan’s



body. His expressions and movements were very relaxed, as though he
cared nothing at all about this farce.

How truly interesting...

Yue Wuhuan realized that An Long was observing himself. He hurriedly
bowed in greeting. He kept head down in embarrassment as he took his
leave, pretending that he hadn’t seen anything.

Every reaction was impeccably natural.

He was every bit like a servant who knows his place; sensible and well-
behaved, never taking a step out of line.

Unfortunately, An Long didn’t believe it.

In the Western Forest, everyone knew that the most gorgeous ones were the
most poisonous.

After lecturing the Luminous Dragon well, Song Qingshi prepared to leave.

An Long smiled and pointed out the door. “Your eldest disciple was having
a good laugh at us.”

“It’s all your fault.” Song Qingshi blushed, feeling that his mature and
stable image in front of Yue Wuhuan had been ruined by An Long, this
scoundrel. He hurried away and quickly took Yue Wuhuan with him to
leave the Jingxin Compound. .

Seeing the two walking away, An Long got up and opened another jug of
wine. He gulped it down fiercely.

The more he drank of this wine, the more clear-headed he became.

He touched his burned hand and laughed at himself. “Ha, and I thought I
was in for something good...”



Song Qingshi explained to Yue Wuhuan as he walked, “That guy is an
Alaskan Malamute. Don’t take it to heart. I’'m not usually like this.”

Yue Wuhuan asked uncertainly, “What is an Alaskan Malamute?”
Song Qingshi was still fuming. “A dog!”

His elder sister had raised an Alaskan Malamute. It was an expert at tearing
apart their house. It was incorrigible, refusing to listen despite repeated
scolding. It was particularly infuriating. It had slipped once and because it
had bad legs and feet, was directly dragged into the river. Fortunately, the
water was shallow and it didn’t drown. When they got home, he even had to
coax it with treats.

Although Yue Wuhuan didn’t quite understand, he didn’t ask any further
and turned to other things. “The valley servant gave a report. Huang Ling
was caught outside the Jingxin Compound. This girl is feeling restless and
wanted to seduce the Myriad Gu Sect Master. Master, do you think...would
you like to dismiss her to the village?”

Song Qingshi thought for a while, “Okay, send her.”

Although a girl harboring thoughts of spring wasn’t a big deal, the
Medicine King’s Valley housed a lot of valuable information and they can’t
be keeping someone with any other intentions. Moreover, An Long was a
skirt-chaser. No one knows just how many stunning female cultivators he
had tossed aside. He once pretended to be hiding in the Medicine King’s
Valley, which led to several female cultivators clamoring outside their
gates, demanding for him to come out. It was complete chaos. There was
weeping and wailing. Some of them had come to blows. If it weren’t for the
fact that the original body had been refining pills at the time and couldn’t
leave, he would have gone to settle accounts with him in a fury. In short,
this kind of scumbag wasn’t someone ordinary little girls can afford to play
around with. It would be better for her to stay far away from him.

Yue Wuhuan agreed and then gently covered his nose.



Song Qingshi noticed his small movement and was puzzled. “What’s
wrong?”

Yue Wuhuan hesitated for a moment and then said honestly, “The smell of
alcohol on Master’s body is...a bit heavy.”

Song Qingshi belatedly realized and sniffed his sleeves. He indeed smelled
a faint scent of alcohol. He instantly felt extremely uncomfortable. He
hurried to the bathroom behind his room. “Wuhuan, get me new pajamas, I
want to take a bath.”

“Yes,” Yue Wu responded with a smile. He said happily, “Please take a long
bath.”

Song Qingshi first cast a few cleaning spells on himself. He then happily
jumped into the large hot spring bath and swam around a few times. He
then lay on the shore and secretly poked the tight lines on his pale and soft
underbelly. Thinking about An Long’s six-pack abs and mermaid line, and
thinking about Yue Wuhuan’s compact waistcoat line, he suddenly felt a bit
upset.

After much difficultly, he finally has a healthy body. Maybe he should find
some time to refine his body and make himself more manly?

Song Qing stayed lost in thought for a long time.

Yue Wuhuan sat on the steps outside, calmly playing with a scalpel while
reading a book.

Under the lights, his eyes were filled with nothing but darkness, like a
bottomless abyss.

How could he not be angry about this kind of thing?

The smell of that dirty guy playing with bugs made him want to vomit...



He has once had to pay bitter prices countless times and it has allowed him
to understand that the angrier he was the calmer he was, the more disgusted
he was, the more natural he acted. At this time, he would turn crying into
laughter, he would endure pain and express delight, he would change
anguished wailing to sounds to liven up the fun to allow those disgusting
guys to enjoy themselves to their heart’s content. He had practiced these to
the fullest.

Afterwards, he will lurk in the deepest shadows...
Exercising patience...waiting...

Until that perfect moment to open his poisonous fangs.
The author has something to say:

Song Qingshi: What relationship can there be between me and another man
besides friendship? Those who misinterpret our relationship are all
dishonest people!

Yue Wuhuan smiled: Everythig Master says is right.

An Long smirked: Everything Qingshi says is right~



Chapter 21

Song Qingshi got up early and took Yue Wuhuan to the ancestral hall to do
obeisance to his grand-master.

Other sects placed great importance to their ancestral hall. In the Medicine
King’s Valley’s case, it was both remote and unremarkable. Hidden by the
thickets, it was shabby and old; not much better than the dwellings of the
valley servants. Outside the ancestral hall was an herb garden. Wuhuan has
passed by it several times without giving it a second glance, thinking it was
just an abandoned building.

Song Qingshi opened the door that was sealed with a charm.

A thick layer of dust had settled in the ancestral hall. Aside from a simple
table, some chairs and an altar, only an old picture scroll was inside.

“Actually, it doesn’t need to be locked. There’s no valuables in here,” Song
Qingshi explained, feeling embarrassed. “I haven’t been here for many
years. Wait a while. I’ll sweep up first.” He then rolled up his sleeves and
used a wind spell to blow away the dust. He threw cleaning spells at the
debris lying everywhere. He then set up the incense burner on the altar,
placed fresh flowers and fruits and finally found a worn out praying mat.
He patted off the dust, and said, feeling quite pleased, “Alright.”

Yue Wuhuan stood to the side, holding the incense. He stood there in a
daze. Never in his life has he seen such a casual and carefree sect...

Song Qingshi unfurled the picture scroll above the altar.

There was no figure on the scroll, no inscription or dedication, only an
endless sea of clouds, a bright glow shone from the depths of the sea of
clouds, lighting up the horizon.

Song Qingshi tried his best to give an introduction. “I got your grand-
master’s inheritance by accident in a secret realm. Master didn’t leave a



name. | only knew that his surname was Song. I didn’t have a surname at
the time, so I took his surname out of respect...”

Murder and massacre was all too common in the immortal realm. There
were many children who were left orphaned and the original body was one
of them. Because of his inborn two kinds of spiritual fires, his innate talent
for medicine and poisons, he accidentally obtained the inheritance of the
Medicine King in the secret realm. He created the Medicine King’s Valley,
set up his residence within and started practicing medicine and treating
diseases. He refined pills and manufactured poisons. He occasionally went
to secret realms to grab some rare medicines. Before he knew it, he had
already gained the reputation he had today.

“In the immortal realm, inheritance is directly injected into the sea of
knowledge, so this painting is the only personally drawn work left by the
first master. I guess it has a special value as a memento and so I used it for
his enshrinement. Actually, I don’t know what this painting is. It might be a
landscape...” Song Qingshi felt quite guilty about his casual judgment and
quickly glossed over it. “In short, I have written down all the manuscripts
that are suitable to impart to the sect and placed them in the library. You can
read it yourself.”

After Song Qingshi finished his introduction, making sure that he hadn’t
left anything out, he signaled for Yue Wuhuan to light the joss sticks.

Yue Wuhuan respectfully lighted the joss sticks. Just when he was about to
kneel though, the joss sticks were extinguished.

He re-lighted the joss sticks, then knelt down. The light on the joss sticks
went out again.

Yue Wuhuan looked at Song Qingshi worriedly, “Could it be that...grand-
master is not willing to accept me as a disciple?”

“Impossible, you’re so smart. Grand-master would be beside himself with
joy.” Song Qingshi waved his hand and lowered his head, pondering for a
moment. “Speaking of, I’ve never knelt before. Every time I come here, 1
clean up, light some joss sticks and leave. Oftentimes, I even forget. ...I



guess grand-master might not like being bowed down to by his disciples.
Try to just offer the joss sticks directly.”

Yue Wuhuan skeptically inserted the burning joss sticks into the incense
burner. While standing, he bowed.

The incense in the incense burner really did burn steadily, staying lighted.

Yue Wuhuan couldn’t help but ask, “Isn’t this too disrespectful to the grand-
master?”

“The grand-master doesn’t like these, he likes...” Song Qingshi sorted
through the inheritance of the original body. The contents of the inheritance
were mostly knowledge, leaving almost no traces of the man himself. The
only thing he had left was a very interesting word. It seemed to have been
his motto. “To question.”

Question authority, question knowledge, question everything in the world.
To question was the driving force behind scientific research.

Song Qingshi expended a lot of energy to explain his idea to Yue Wuhuan.
“Grand-master does not want us to respect him as an individual. What he
wishes is for us to respect knowledge, to implement his ideas, to study hard,
and research earnestly. He doesn’t want that just because he is the grand-
master, that we dare not question what he has left behind. Although the
grand-master is very powerful, he could have also mistakes. We must find
the correct answer amongst all the constant mistakes.”

Yue Wuhuan hesitantly said, “The correct answer?”

Song Qingshi said happily, “En, I have researched and proven several
mistakes of the grand-master, writing out revisions to the answer.”

In the immortal realm, where great importance was placed on honoring
one’s teacher and revering his teachings, his theory could be described as
shocking and appalling.

Yue Wuhuan was too surprised to speak.



“Perhaps this is the foundation upon which the Medicine King’s Valley is
built upon,” Song Qingshi said longingly. “If I die, like the grand-master, |
also hope that I won’t be worshiped by my disciples. I won’t leave any
portrait or name for future generations to revere. These things are simply a
waste of time. If you have the time to do this, then it would be better that
you spend that time on research, to finish the work I was not able to, to
correct my mistakes and create more interesting...”

Before he could finish speaking, Yue Wuhuan forcibly pulled his arm and
interrupted his wild thoughts.

Yue Wuhuan stared at him fiercely, his face gloomy, like the dark sky about
to pour down rain. Through almost gritted teeth, he said, “Don’t say such
ominous things...”

Song Qingshi finally reacted and said with a smile, “Don’t worry, I’'m
talking about when I die of old age.”

Medical students weren’t afraid to talk about life and death. He didn’t think
there was anything unusual about this topic.

Yue Wuhuan was starting to feel panicked. He interrupted sharply, “Don’t
say it!”

Song Qingshi knew that he was really angry. He thought of his
psychological problems and obediently kept quiet.

Yue Wuhuan also knew that he should yield but he didn’t want to apologize
for this matter.

The two were silent for a long time and they finally quietly agreed to
pretend like this topic never happened.

Thus the ceremony to formally become his disciple was finished.

Song Qingshi liked to eat sweets, especially ice cream. Yue Wuhuan was
very picky about the taste. He thought that food bought from outside was



not good enough and that it was too dirty. The Medicine King’s Valley
didn’t have a good cook, so he took time to study various recipes and
methods for making sweets. Every day, he would change techniques and
make all kinds of sweets for him. All of them were especially delicious.

After finding out about Song Qingshi’s personal pastry kitchen, An Long
turned on ‘food-snatching’ mode and even tried to get Yue Wuhuan to cook
for him as well.

Song Qingshi was instantly angry. “Is my eldest disciple here to wait upon
people?”

The Alaskan Malamute didn’t care about these reasons. He kept kicking up
a fuss, all so that he could eat the sweets Yue Wuhuan made.

“Forget it. He’s very busy,” Song Qingshi was pestered to the point of
losing his temper. He put down his book, rolled up his sleeves and said, “I’1l
just make it for you.”

An Long’s eyes lit up with joy.

Although Song Qingshi loved sweets, he was never one to pursue his
appetite. So, it was fine with him whether he ate or not. In the original
world, he was a rich family’s spoilt son who simply had to open his hands
and mouth for food. In this world, the original body would rather fast than
cook. Therefore, in either lifetimes, he has never entered the kitchen. He
mind held countless medical knowledge but it had no space for oil, salt, soy
sauce and vinegar...

He stood ignorantly in the kitchen for a long while, trying to figuring out
how the use of the various utensils. He couldn’t find a recipe and also didn’t
know how to work an ordinary firewood stove. And so he simply resorted
to using the alchemical fire and made the sweets according to the methods
he used to refine pills.

In the end, he bustled about for a long time and brought out a dish of
scorched round dumplings, each of which was exactly of the same size and
degree of char. It could definitely satisfy anyone’s OCD tendencies.



“These are glutinous rice dumplings.” Song Qingshi has always been brave
enough to face up to his failures. He took out the finished product just to
prove that he had tried hard. He then advised, “It probably tastes terrible, so
better to just throw it away. I’ll let the cook make something for you. Just
don’t bother Yue Wuhuan. You can request anything you want.”

An Long smiled and looked at it for a while. Then suddenly, he picked up a
dumpling and threw it into his mouth.

Song Qingshi had no time to stop this Alaskan Malamute’s behavior of
indiscriminately throwing food into his mouth. He was a little worried he
might get diarrhea.

An Long chewed carefully for a long time and exclaimed, “It doesn’t look
very good, but the taste is actually pretty good.”

Immediately afterwards, he happily threw a few more of the dumplings into
his mouth, leaving only the last one.

Song Qingshi was stupefied. He didn’t even dare taste this thing after he’s
taken it out of the stove. Could it really be that it didn’t taste that bad? So,
mustering a brave and challenging mood, he put the last dumpling into his
mouth and chewed it. The explosive taste instantly surged to his taste buds.
It was so cloyingly sweet and it was mixed with all sorts of strange,
aromatic spices. It even had a strange fishy taste to it. It was worse than
even the bitterest pill. It had reached the level of absolutely nauseating.

Song Qingshi was so disgusted, tears were starting to pour out. He quickly
spit out the dumping and pointed accusingly at the Alaskan Malamute, not
knowing what to say.

An Long was slapping the table and laughing madly. He was laughing so
hard he couldn’t stand up straight.

He was like this before. He would willingly take on damage in order to
make fun of the original body. He also had a good grasp of the original
body’s bottom line. So he would repeatedly jump and dance around the
edge of death, right just before the original body really gets angry and



murderous, every time. Now, seeing Song Qingshi about to explode, he
quickly wiped away the tears from his laughter and went back to being
serious. He added, “I won’t go looking for Yue Wuhuan for something to
eat anymore.”

Song Qingshi’s anger disappeared instantly.

An Long said with a mischievous smile, “Well, it was your first time
making it. It was so precious, | just had to taste it.”

Song Qingshi felt a little embarrassed thinking about his workmanship.

An Long took advantage of the situation, “By the way, would you like to
see the new Gu that I developed? It’s very cute.”

Song Qingshi immediately put aside all thoughts of unimportant things like
dumplings and happily dragged him to the research room.

On the way, An Long smiled and asked, “You’re really worried about your
darling Yue Wuhuan? What's wrong with him?”

Song Qingshi threw him a warning look. Unwilling to answer this private
question, he ordered, “Don’t mess around.”

An Long looked pensive. “Interesting. Really interesting...”

The more Song Qingshi refused to let him mess around, the more he wanted
to mess around.

Just how much fun would he be to mess with?

Yue Wuhuan finished practicing his swordsmanship and was about to go
back to his room to take a bath and change clothes. When he was passing by
the corridor, a small paper ball hit the back of his head.

The paper ball fell to the ground and rolled. It seemed to be wrapped around
something.



It was around this time that Song Qingshi did his medical experiments and
couldn’t be disturb... So he squatted down obediently, picked up the ball of
paper and, just as the other party planned, slowly unfolded it.

Inside the ball of paper, there was a terrifying two-headed centipede, with
countless squirming feet and disgusting goo flowing out of its two weird
mouthparts. It made threatening gestures and was about to pounce on him,
baring its teeth and claws.

Yue Wuhuan thought for a while. He rewrapped it in the paper ball and
threw it away. He said angrily, “An Xianzun, don’t do such childish things.”

“Why? Without Qingshi here, you don’t want to bother pretending to be all
nice?” An Long laughed and walked from behind the screen wall. He
beckoned and the centipede immediately crawled out of the paper ball and
returned to his palm, “This little guy isn’t poisonous. He was raised to
scare people. Every time, he scares beauties into uncontrollable shrieking
and trembling. It’s really funny. Why weren’t you the least bit afraid? Now,
I’m a little disappointed.”

Yue Wuhuan said helplessly, “If Xianzun needs it, I could shriek for your
listening pleasure.”

“Never mind. Acted out performances are too fake. I don’t like it,” An Long
flipped his hand and the centipede disappeared. He came over languidly and
curiously looked Yue Wuhuan up and down. He sighed with great
admiration, “I never thought that a man could be so beautiful. Your looks
are even somewhat more superior than Lady Wan’s from the Bright Moon
Pavilion. Despite knowing that you only like men, I don’t even feel
disgusted.”

Bright Moon Pavilion was a well-known brothel in the immortal realm and
Lady Wan was a courtesan whose reputation for being amorous reached far
and wide.

This analogy could be considered as extremely malicious.



Yue Wuhuan didn’t care, he smiled and said, “I have heard that An
Xianzun’s confidantes are to be found all over the world and the you have
reviewed countless beauties. You have numerous immortal ladies and
enchantresses fighting for your affections, even coming to blows over you.
Having you speak highly of Wuhuan’s beauty is truly an honor to Wuhuan’s
reputation.”

“Wuhuan Gongzhi cracks jokes.” An Long heard his veiled ridicule of his
loose ways, and was amused. “However, not many of my confidantes have
been attracted by you into counting themselves among your close friends. I
once knew a friend, what was his name? Hmmm.. .he was even a hero of
the righteous way. He thought of you constantly. Upon knowing that you
have married into the Medicine King’s Valley and that he could never get
close to you again, he got blackout drunk and complained nonstop.”

When Yu Qing, after drinking in the Western Forest, started talking
nonsense that tarnished Song Qing’s reputation, he killed him easily and
sent the body to the Medicine King’s Valley for research.

Yue Wuhuan pretended to be ignorant of the matter. “I don’t make a habit of
remembering dead people.”

An Long sneered and said, “A beauty truly is cruel and ruthless.”

“That’s right. Courtesans are heartless and actors are faithless.” Yue
Wuhuan directly brought to light his veiled mockery. He raised his head and
tucked behind his ears, hair dampened by sweat from sword practice. He
took a few steps and languidly leaned against the screen wall of the
corridor. He raised his eyes and asked provocatively, “An Xianzun, don’t
you find that living talents are more interesting?”

An Long followed. He leaned down and placed his right arm, the arm
tattooed with the five evils, against the screen wall, right beside Yue
Wuhuan’s ear. He then gave a vicious laugh. He towered above him and
took off his disguise, revealing sharp wolf teeth. “I think this act you’ve put
on is very amusing. But I want to know what’s hidden under the skin of this
beauty. Can I see it?”



Yue Wuhuan asked with a smile, “Is An Xianzun interested in my true
face?”

An Long carelessly squeezed his chin, forcing him to look up. He carefully
looked this face over. He leaned in close and said resolutely, “Very
interested.”

Yue Wuhuan watched him quietly for a while and then warned him, “Master
seems to have finished his experiment ahead of time.”

An Long quickly withdrew his hand. He panicked for a moment and then
suddenly remembered that he had blocked Song Qingshi’s mental probe and
that he wouldn’t be discovered.

Yue Wuhuan bowed his head, holding back his smile.

“You dare trick me?!” An Long realized that he had been tricked. He was
furious and he wanted to bare his claws at this guy who didn’t realize what
was good for him.

Instantly, Red Lotus Fire rose from under his feet.
An Long noticed the crisis and immediately jumped away.

Immediately afterwards, several bursts of Red Lotus Fire forced him to
retreat three zhang away.

Song Qingshi appeared behind him. He was itching to use the Red Lotus
Flame to crush this Alaskan Malamute to death. He had just taken his eyes
off him for a little while and he goes off to bully his family’s little angel!
Fortunately, Yue Wuhuan had reminded him a few days before that he
should use his mental probe to secretly check on what this Alaskan
Malamute was up to, lest this damn dog tear down the Medicine King’s
Valley! Although a Nascent Soul cultivator could block off a mental probe,
once he discovered in the research room that the Alaskan Malamute’s
presence had disappeared, he had an ominous premonition. He felt that the
only reason he would hide his presence was if he was up to no good. After
determining Yue Wuhuan’s location, he immediately rushed over.



An Long pointed at Yue Wuhuan and was so angry that he could not speak.
“You, you, you!”

Yue Wuhuan whispered aggrievedly, “I didn’t lie.”

Song Qingshi rushed in front of Yue Wuhuan, carefully checking over for
any injuries. He asked, nervously, “Is this guy bullying you?”

Although he hadn’t seen how things turned out this way, was there still any
need to think about who was right and who was wrong between this fierce
and domineering Alaskan Malamute and the delicate and charming little
angel? Was there any need to think who was weak and who was strong
between the mentally fragile patient and the rough-skinned, muscle-bound
Xianzun? Besides, An Long can kill Yue Wuhuan a hundred times over with
just one finger! He must take good care of his family’s little angel! He
would protect him even at the cost of losing this investment!

Song Qingshi with the conviction that justice was on his side, openly
showed his bias.

An Long desperately directed pointed looks at Yue Wuhuan behind him. His
looks were filled with a particularly strong deterring force.

Yue Wuhuan saw and gently shielding a miscreant from punishment, said,
“No, An Xianzun was very nice. He was just joking with me.”

Song Qingshi looked back at An Long suspiciously. The Red Lotus Fire on
his body hadn’t yet been extinguished. There was even a faint tendency for
it to be switched over to the Underworld Ghost Fire.

An Long instantly switched to an innocent smile. “I wouldn’t dare bully
him. We were just having a chat, cracking jokes.”

“Yes,” Yue Wuhuan continued to persuade, “Master, I rarely go out, so I am
quite curious about the outside world. An Xianzun is a very open and good-
natured person of the world and he has condescended to talk with me about
the many interesting things outside. I was delighted to hear his stories.”



An Long draped an arm over Yue Wuhuan’s shoulders. He patted his chest
and laughed. “I hit it off with him and wanted to be friends.”

Yue Wuhuan admitted with a smile, “An Xianzun really wasn’t bullying

29

me.

Song Qingshi gradually extinguished the flames and skeptically asked, “Is
that s0?”

The two nodded at the same time. “Yes.”

Song Qingshi was a little confused and scratched his head. The moment he
saw An Long using a domineering posture to block Yue Wuhuan, refusing
to let him leave, the fire in his heart rose. He really hadn’t been paying
attention to what they had been doing. Was it really a misunderstanding?

“Go on ahead. I’ll look for you to chat next time,” An Long called out a
greeting to Yue Wuhuan, his tone carrying a veiled threat. He then dragged
Song Qingshi away, “Let’s go. Let’s go and see if the petri dish yesterday
has produced any results. .”

“Don’t be angry, I really wouldn’t dare bully your Crystal Man.”

“Article 72.”

“Fine, fine, fine. I won’t say anything. Come and accompany me to have a
drink.”

“NO_ 29
Yue Wuhuan bowed respectfully and watched them leave.

The Western Forest’s Gu King has always stood in a high position. He
never had any need for shrewd scheming. Force was enough to crush
everything.



Therefore, his probing and his thoughts were very shallow and easy to
guess.

An Long just wanted to investigate his unbearable past. He was
contemptuous and suspicious. He suspected that someone was behind him;
he suspected that he harbored sinister designs on the Medicine King’s
Valley; An Long suspected him of being overly-ambitious; he even
suspected his feelings for Song Qingshi. However, An Long was worried
that there if acted recklessly without any evidence, that Song Qingshi would
openly quarrel with him. He didn’t want to openly and directly investigate
so he wanted to find an excuse to entangle with him, try to find out his true
face. And then crush him to death.

This matter was not difficult to solve.

Since the Western Forest’s Gu King wanted to see his true face, then he’ll
show him his true face.

He hopes An Long can stand it...



Chapter 22: A Demon of Devastating Beauty

An Long, thick-skinned and hard to shake off, pestered Song Qingshi to talk
about Gu’s and pharmacology for the whole night. During this period, he
deliberately angered Song Qingshi five times and was in turn, scolded five
times and so, he acquiesced to his wishes five times. Speaking off, it was
strange. If anyone else even tried to scold him, he would outright wring
their head off. But he was so cheap in front of Song Qingshi. Every time he
sees him turn into a pufferfish from anger, wracking his brain for words to
criticize him only to wind up with words that lacked any destructive effect,
using weak words like “shameless”, “scoundrel” and “abominable” over
and over again, An Long was overjoyed to the point of being confused and

disoriented.

He had long known that the Medicine King Xianzun looked perverse and
aloof but he was actually good-tempered. As long as he knew the other’s
bottom line, the worst that could happen to him was to be burned. The
tough-skinned, muscle-bound An Long, had no fear of this. In any case, the
Medicine King’s Valley had medicine for every kind of injury. He had also
brought a lot of Gu’s for medical treatment and detoxification. No matter
how he did it, he wouldn’t die. If he was seriously injured, he could just lie
back and enjoy Song Qingshi’s superb medical skills and nursing care.
Nothing could be more beautiful.

Today, Song Qingshi was tossed about by this Alaskan Malamute. He was
so tired that he didn’t even feel like reading any books. He went straight
back to rest.

An Long cheerfully hummed a song and returned to Jingxin Compound to
continue drinking.

Suddenly, he noticed something weird in the compound. He sent out a
mental probe and found that the valley servants serving him were gone and
that there was someone seated in his room. He immediately knew the
identity his visitor.



“Ha, the little guy actually dared to take the lead to come calling on me?
Your courage 1s not small.”

Although An Long was a little suspicious of Yue Wuhuan’s identity, he
didn’t think much of a little Qi-refining cultivator who wouldn’t be able to
even kick up a fuss in his grasp. Whistling a little tune, he casually opened
the door and threw out thoughtless mockery, “What are you doing here?
Have you fallen for benzun‘s handsomeness and majesty and have come to
warm my bed?”

Yue Wuhuan sat languidly on the chaise lounge in front of the window, as
though enjoying the moonlight outside the window. He had his hair untied
and his smooth fine hair spilled carelessly across the sofa. It was a scenery
as if calling onto people to admire it at will. He wore clogs on his feet, his
plump and beautiful toes peeking from underneath his tight robe, hooked
around the clogs, flashing past.

He heard the door open and he slowly turned back and smiled.

The gorgeous tear-shaped mole situated under those noble phoenix eyes,
formed a beauty that people were simple unable to look away from.

An Long couldn’t help but be stunned when he saw this scene clearly.

Yue Wuhuan slowly sat up straight, letting the moonlight shine on his
flawless face. His bearing was as holy and pure as a celestial being’s but his
voice carried with it an inexplicably depraved hue. “Didn’t Xianzun... wish
to see Wuhuan’s true face? Wuhuan didn’t dare to disobey and naturally
came to let Xianzun have a careful look. I didn’t dare conceal even the
littlest bit.”

An Long’s throat was a little tight. He was afraid people would
misunderstand and so he quickly closed the door. He asked in a low voice,
“What do you mean?”

Yue Wuhuan smiled teasingly. He got up, stretched out his tongue and
moved it around, licking his lips wet. He then gently opened the jade belt
around his waist with his slender and nimble fingers, wordlessly letting the



plain green robe fall to the floor. Inside was unexpectedly a red ice silk
inner robe. The ice silk was like water, flowing through every inch of his
skin, drawing the most alluring contours. There was only a thin gold rope
tied around his waist, casually tied into a loose slip knot that looked as
though it would come undone with the slightest touch.

The semblance of holiness had been shed, revealing the true face of desire.

He moved his body, slowly walking over. The ice silk slid slipped towards
his shoulders, tottering over the edge, revealing a stretch of seductive
collarbone, making people want to see what lay further down. His legs were
faintly discernible through the hem of his robe, their shape, the most perfect
in the world, without the slightest flaw. He said longing, “So Xianzun has
also been waiting for Wuhuan warm his bed?”

An Long was so panicked that his hair was practically standing on end. He
refused. “Do-don’t come over here! I don’t like men like you! I-I actually
like women!”

“Xianzun has never tasted the flavor of a man. How would you know that
you don’t like it?” Yue Wuhuan approached step by step. He touched his
chest with his fingers, and slowly slid down. His eyes were full of desire
and his mouth uttering absolutely shameless words. “A man knows better
how to make a man feel good. As an accomplished person of the world,
Xianzun is a man who has viewed hundreds of flowers. All the more reason
he should try how Wuhuan’s style fares against these wonders. He will
definitely be able to serve Xianzun to enjoy himself to the fullest...”

An Long couldn’t refute. He was pressured into having his face flush from
anger. He backed up again and again and finally fell onto the wooden
armchair.

Yue Wuhuan glanced at his lower body, smiled and licked his lips. He said
ambiguously, “I have heard that the Western Forest’s Gu King made an
imposing and magnificent sight, with unsurpassed physical strength.
Wuhuan has yearned for a long time. Seeing it today, it certainly lives up to
its great reputation...”



His eyes, fingers, body and voice, every inch of him raised up a little bit of
flame, numerous enough to set the prairie ablaze.

He controlled the tempo like a demon trying to drag a sacrifice it had taken
a fancy to into the abyss of desire.

An Long has met many women in the flower houses. Some would leave
rope enough to hang oneself. Others would act spoiled and act stupid. While
even more others, would act bold and daring. They employed all sorts of
styles. He also sketched out an image of Yue Wuhuan in his mind through
other’s accounts and through picture books. He thought him nothing more
than a seductress that relied on his beauty and had a few gimmicks. But he
never thought that the demon that the Golden Phoenix Manor painstakingly
reared for desire would be this formidable once it comes into full bloom. It
had almost broken the self-control he was so immensely proud of.

It doesn’t matter whether you like men or women. That is totally of no
importance.

So what if your heart already belongs to someone?

Reason gets bogged down in the face of the web of temptation woven by
this beauty lovely enough to cause the fall of a city and one simply becomes
a desperate struggling moth.

Yue Wuhuan slowly sat atop the table next to him. He pulled An Long’s
stiff fingers over and placed them on the golden rope around his waist, the
very last bit covering that scenery. He whispered in a low voice, “Xianzun,
you must carefully inspect Wuhuan’s true colors. Let not even a single inch
go unchecked.”

An Long finally recovered a bit of sanity. He resolutely shook off his hand
and forcefully slapped it on the table. Several poisonous Gu’s emerged. He
asked threateningly, “You are looking for death!”

“Yes,” Yue Wuhuan suddenly became excited when he heard the word
“death”. He leaned in slightly and straightened his waist. With burning



desire in his eyes, he looked down upon the irritable man in front of him
and commanded, “Kill me!”

The string in An Long’s brain snapped with a “pop”.

He packed up this evil spirit, clothes and all, out the door as quickly as
possible. Afterwards, he found that his ears were burning terribly.

“Tch,” Yue Wuhuan got up from the ground in disappointment, he adjusted
his clothes, the desire in his eyes disappeared. He slowly knocked on the
door. When no response came from inside, he gently persuaded, “Xianzun,
don’t be angry. I was also just joking with you.”

Shamed into anger, there came a roar from behind the door, “Beat it! Can’t
you be like a man?!”

Yue Wuhuan was momentarily stunned and then he couldn’t help but smile.
A man?

His father and elder brother were tall warriors. If he hadn’t met with
mishap, he should have been a tall and handsome man as well.

When he was very young, he had known that he liked men and he had once
dreamt of many beautiful futures. He’d wanted to be like Mo Xi and
become a brilliant sword cultivator. He would have been wholehearted
devoted to the sword until he meets a cute boy, a cute boy who was gentle
of temperament, a bit foolish, liable to be earnest and serious, his focused
and concentrated appearance would have been particularly enchanting. He
would have done everything to pursue him. He would have pestered him, he
would have played the guqin for him, he would have performed sword-
dances for him, he would have done all the stupid things in the world for
him, all to make him laugh and smile, until he promises to become his own
Daoist companion.

A pair of Biyi birds, a pair for life, never to part until death.

He would have loved him forever, doted on him forever......



Now, this dream could no longer be fulfilled.

His body was imprisoned as a weak and delicate young man. He could no
longer grow up. He had lost the right to like someone. He had been forced
to learn how to accompany guests, he had been repeatedly deprived of his
dignity as a man, until he became numb, until he admitted that he was
nothing more than a plaything.

Now, was there anything he could grasp to be a man? Was there anything he
could use to pursue the person he likes?

Even if he reveals his intentions and was lucky enough to get his approval,
he would only cause the man he likes to become a joke in the eyes of the
world!

He had met this man too late...
The bird’s wing had been broken and it could no longer fly.

The only thing he could do for the person he likes was to endure his
feelings so as not to sully him.

Therefore, he was jealous of An Long, who could do whatever he wanted to
without restraint, who could make no scruple of saying whatever he wanted
in front of the person he likes.

While he had to be careful with every step he took, thinking over and over
before he spoke every sentence. He couldn’t make even a fraction of a
mistake.

He had promised not to commit suicide...
Therefore, he could not die so carelessly.

This life must at least be used for the person he likes. He mustn’t let those
disgusting things touch him...

Yue Wuhuan forcibly resisted his trembling. He turned slowly and walked
alone into the darkness.



An Long opened the wine jar and took a few big gulps, finally managing to
calm down.

He had almost lost control and killed that shameless evildoer. But this
would have violated Song Qingshi’s bottom line. The two of them would
have had a falling out and there would have been no possibility of
forgiveness.

It was not worth it for this sex scandal!

He had thought of telling Song Qingshi about the Yue Wuhuan’s debauch
manner, but Wuhuan Gongzi’s amorous reputation was known to all
throughout the world. Song Qingshi must have long known about him and
yet he still brought this evildoer back from the Golden Phoenix Manor. In
addition, his own fame as a playboy was considerable. He had too much
black history and if this issue blows up, people would assume that he had
forced Yue Wuhuan to submit. It would never cross their minds that this
little Qi-refining cultivator would have had enough guts to tease him, this
Nascent Soul elder with a ferocious reputation. He would completely lose
all face!

There was no way to explain this matter that wouldn’t sound terrible!

The Medicine King’s Valley’s eldest disciple coveted my body and came to
seduce me? He willingly came to be my bed partner? ’'m a gentleman so I
refused to submit even unto death?

Song Qingshi would definitely brandish the Underworld Ghost Fire and
burn him to death for being a shameless wretch!

The world would mock his virility!

An Long thought about it over and over and couldn’t help spiting out a few
curses. He found that had already suffered losses today.

He drank a few more gulps to drown his sorrows and his sulks eased a bit.



Suddenly, he thought, what had he gone through all this trouble for?

Given Yue Wuhuan’s background, he would never be able to claim any ties
with Song Qingshi. Based on his current investigation, he wasn’t scheming
to betray the Medicine King’s Valley. He had no connection with any
outsiders. His current standing was the best he could ever hope to attain.

Song Qingshi held no desire in his heart. His love for medicine towered
above all else. It was even more unlikely that he would be successfully
seduce by such means. Moreover, he had a bit of an obsession with
cleanliness. Although he didn’t care about other people’s lifestyles, he
would never allow himself to be contaminated by such wanton things.

Although Song Qingshi hadn’t wanted to answer, judging from his reaction,
Yue Wuhuan was definitely a sick person.

He can’t say for sure but...was Yue Wuhuan’s disease in this aspect? Did he
have a craving for handsome men like himself?

If he continued to approach Yue Wuhuan...

That evildoer might think that he was interested to him and continue to
harass him. What was he going to do if he sticks to him and refuses to let
go?

An Long thought about this terrible scene and couldn’t help but shudder.

No way! The farther away he was from this guy, the better!

Yue Wuhuan quickly tidied up his appearance as he walked down the dark
garden path. Within ten steps, his robes became neat and tidy. His fine black
hair was tied into a bun, not a single strand out of place. After leaving the
Jingxin Compound, he put away all the glamor and he restored his usual
cold and restrained appearance.

This appearance allowed him to temporarily regain his calm.



He had long known what dirty thoughts the Western Forest’s Gu King had
been thinking. He also knew that An Long was suspicious of his feelings.
He was full of hostility and wanted to banish him from Song Qingshi’s side.

He didn’t have any bargaining chips. If he didn’t press his luck and go for
broke, striking first to gain the upper hand, his feelings would have been
more easily exposed. An Long, this vicious wolf disguised as a dog, will not
only tear him to pieces but also make him sink into eternal damnation,
leaving him without a way out...

What happened tonight was worth it even if it had been nauseating.

The result was good for him. From now on, the Western Forest’s Gu King
will dispel part of his wariness, thinking that someone like him wasn’t
enough to be afraid of and that he wouldn’t want him coming near him. Of
course, it was also possible that the Gu King would have really forced him
or killed him out of anger. This kind of ending would have been even better.
In any case, he has long been thoroughly disgusted with his body of his and
his death would not have been a pity. If he could have used this to reveal An
Long’s true face, making Song Qingshi thoroughly detest him and drive
him away from the Medicine King’s Valley, never to come near it ever
again, this simply would have been great.

Since An Long dared to probe him out then the Gu King must endure his
test.

During his trip tonight, he found two interesting results.
First, An Long was very interested in men.

Second, An Long was very inexperienced about these things. He was most
likely a little chick in this aspect.

If so, then the many rumors about An Long were worth delving into.

The author has something to say:



An Long: Qingshi, help! ! Take away your family’s evildoer! ! ! He’s
bullying me!

Song Qingshi: My family’s little angel is very well-behaved. If he’s
bullying you, then you must have done something bad!

(The scholar-tyrant’s bias is that unreasonable.)



Chapter 23

An Long didn’t sleep well all night. His dreams were filled with that
evildoer’s face. Unable to beat or scold him, it seriously tested his
willpower...

He was simply jolted awake from fright. For the first time in his life, he was
terrified into a puppy by this kind of matter.

An Long was so angry that he spit out a few more curses. He then happily
ran to find the little cutie to heal his injured soul, only to see Yue Wuhuan
reporting to Song Qingshi in the research room. He evaded quietly but was
discovered by Yue Wuhuan, who threw him a flirtatious smile. He
immediately wanted to climb over a wall to run away, lest he couldn’t
retrain himself and whip out some Gu’s to take out this evildoer.

Song Qingshi was puzzled. “Why did An Long run away? Didn’t he want to
be your friend?”

Yue Wuhuan smiled. “I don’t know.”
An Long: “...”
He was so angry, he decided to retaliate.

He was the dignified Gu King of the Western Forest, when he walked
across the Jianghu, his fierce and mighty reputation preceded him and
everyone cowered in fear. How can he be pressured by this little Qi-refining
cultivator?

He carefully pondered Song Qingshi’s bottom line and secretly took out a
Fantasy Gu. The Fantasy Gu was not a harmful Gu. It can only feel the
desire and nature of a human being and then create corresponding illusions
to satisfy it. The portrayal of the fantasy world will seem very real and very
beautiful. Most of the time it would be a spring dream of wanton
debauchery. He would often use it to deal with the women he gets involved



with. Occasionally, he would use it on himself, running to the fantasy world
to get a taste of the delicacies he could not taste.

Given how Yue Wuhuan had such an unrestrained nature and such rich
experiences as well, under the influence of the Fantasy Gu, his fantasy
world must simply be wonderful. He’ll let this guy eat and drink his fill,
leaving him no time to pester this handsome guy. Then, he’ll make his
move and directly expose the contents of his fantasy, humiliating him in
front of Song Qingshi. This way, he’ll be killing two birds with one stone.
Even if he was found to be responsible afterwards, he can pass it off as him
just playing a prank.

An Long silently placed the Gu into Yue Wuhuan’s body and happily waited
for the results.

Yue Wuhuan sat in the study alone when suddenly he felt a bout of
dizziness...

When he woke up, he was standing under a sky of peach blossoms. His
mind was a mess. He didn’t know what day it was. When he saw the sword

in his hand and the calluses from long practice, he gradually remembered
his life.

He was born a mortal and had the good fortune to enter the immortal realm.
At first he practiced cultivation under a swindler named Xie Que. Later, he
discovered Xie Que’s filthy intentions and escaped before bad luck could
befall him. He spent many years alone before he met an old Sword
Immortal. The Sword Immortal valued his talent and accepted him as a
disciple, teaching him swordsmanship.

Although his spiritual roots weren’t strong, he was a swordsmanship genius,
possessing sword moves and a retentive memory that enabled him to learn
with a single look.

After the formation of his Golden Core, he killed Xie Que, then traveled
around the world, jJumping everywhere to challenge masters. He beheaded



many evil-doer Nascent Soul cultivators. Breaking through the confinement
of his meridians, he rushed to Nascent Soul stage and established his status
as a Sword Sovereign. Praise, jealousy, and admiration swarmed him.
Everyone praised him for his immortal bearing and unparalleled beauty. He
was the most dazzling star in the sky, the brightest phoenix.

He liked bright colors, liked wearing golden-red brocade. He liked being
flamboyant, liked doing as he wished. He liked collecting gems and jewelry
of various colors — pearls, agates, rubies, sapphires, emeralds...every gem
was of perfect color and luster, without the slightest flaw. He hid all these
gems in a box, looking forward to one day giving them to the one he liked.

He spent many years in his search...

During this time, he met a lot of outstanding suitors, including male
cultivators, female cultivators, talented Fen Shen cultivators and youngsters
who’ve just entered their immortal sects... Some of them were seeking
marriage, some were seeking pleasure; some loved madly, some loved
silently. But he liked none of them. And thus, he refused to reveal any
interest in anyone, refused to seek pleasure. He refused everyone and
waited intently for the one who would get him to willing give all his gems
away.

He traveled to countless places. His boxes of gems grew more and more.
However, that person never appeared.

Finally, he grew tired and randomly picked a immortal mountain to stop at
and rest.

The immortal mountain was full of peach blossoms and he practiced his
swordsmanship under them every day.

Suddenly, Yue Wuhuan found, on another immortal mountain not far away,
it seemed that there was someone who was watching him in the afternoons.
His gaze was respectful and without malice. He only showed up for half
and hour every day while Yue Wuhuan was practicing his sword. He never
caused any trouble or made him uncomfortable. Yue Wuhuan was



accustomed to having eyes fixed upon him and so he paid no attention to
the harmless spectation by this Daoist.

What he did not expect though was for that person to watch him for the
entire ten years that he practiced on that mountain.

Time provided no change. He was as well-behaved as ever, not moving
even half a step beyond what was proper. It was as if he had now regarded
Yue Wuhuan as part of the scenery outside his window.

Yue Wuhuan’s curiosity was finally piqued. He wanted to see who this
person was.

He quietly shielded himself from any spiritual detection and taking
advantage of the night, snuck into that other’s immortal mountain.

This immortal mountain was very dull and drab, with bare stones
everywhere. At the back of the mountain was a garden where strange
medicinal herbs grew. Beside the herb garden was a simple roof-tiled house.
The lights were on inside the house. Under the lights, there is a young man
wholly-absorbed in his reading. The young man was a little thin, dressed in
layer upon layer of snow-white robes. No decoration adorned his body. The
hair was very fine, scattered casually. It was reminiscent of some little
downy animal. His skin was very white, with delicate and pretty features.
He was particularly cute, especially the eyes... so clear that they appeared
to be unstained by even the tiniest speck of dust.

It turns out that pure white was more beautiful than any bright-colored and
gorgeous hue...

Suddenly, his heart began beating rapidly but he didn’t know how to face it.
He secretly took off the crystal he had on him and placed it in the courtyard.
He then quietly ran away, hoping that he would find it and come to meet
him. However, the boy seemed quite obtuse. Not only did he not find the
crystal but he also hadn’t discovered that he had gone over there.

Most of the time, the youth was busy doing his own research and was too
busy to attend to any other things.



He has never chased after anyone before. He was a little shy, too
embarrassed to confess.

So, every day, he would have a bird carry a gem secretly and place it around
the youth...sometimes, it would be by the creek, sometimes in the herb
garden, sometimes under a tree... The boy’s expression when he finds the
gems was particularly fascinatingly perplexed. He would place the gems he
found in his own pill box. Every day, the looked at them and earnestly
pondered. Yue Wuhuan didn’t know what he was thinking.

But in any case, it was fine so long as he was able to send his betrothal
gifts.

He became more and more interested in the youth and every day he
pondered how to make the youth fall in love with him.

His clothes became more and more ostentatious. His sword skills became
more and more beautiful as he practiced. Occasionally, he would pierce the
sky full of peach blossoms or he would cut the waterfalls in half to show off
his skills.

He found a lot of rare medical herbs and he replanted them on the young
man’s mountain.

On the Lantern Festival, he released a thousand Kongming lanterns of
various colors in the sky. Decorated with pearls, they dotted the sky, so
beautiful that they robbed the stars of their beauty. He let these Kongming
lanterns float towards the young man and then a sword slash streaked across
like a swimming dragon and the lanterns were instantly extinguished. The
pearls rained down one after another, all falling around the youth, giving
him quite the fright as he was unable to make heads or tails about this
matter. Yue Wuhuan though hid in a secret spot and roared with laughter.

On the Qix1 Festival, he summoned countless birds and filled the youth’s
house. The birds chirped and sang for the entire day. Rendered helpless and
bewildered by the noise, he went out to check, only to hear a melodious
song “Feng Qiu Huang” coming from the opposite forest.



He felt like a male bird courting a spouse. Every day, he happily displayed
his beautiful feathers, praying to get the other’s attention.

It was a pity that the person he was pursuing was confused, apparently
clueless as to what romantic interest was.

Later, Yue Wuhuan went to a secret realm to hunt for treasures. There, he
met with trouble and was seriously injured.

He lay in the house to recuperate and did not go out for many days.
There came a hesitant knock on his door...

The youth finally came to his mountain. Blushing, he apologized
embarrassedly, “I’m sorry, I didn’t intentionally mean to peek. It’s just that |
live alone and it’s occasionally quite lonely. Being able to see your bright
colors every day, makes me feel very happy...” The young man had known
all along what he had been doing. He awkwardly imitated him and secretly
placed a lot of various medicinal pills and herbs in a jar in the yard as gifts
in return. But Yue Wuhuan had never paid attention to what those dusty jars
contained. This time, seeing that Yue Wuhuan hadn’t come out for many
days, he grew worried and finally came to pay a visit.

It turned out that the youth had had him in his heart all along.
He was so happy that he caused his wounds to reopen...

The young man’s medical skills were superb. He was treated for his injuries
and taken care of daily.

The youth was very pure and simple. He was very introverted and he wasn’t
good at expressing himself. But he was gentle and attentive and he never
did anything wrong.

The young man always had such an earnest look in his eyes when looking
at him. It created an unbearable itch in his heart.



And so he dragged the youth around to see all kinds of beautiful scenery.
There were gorgeous multi-colored forests, peerlessly beautiful scenes of
rose-tinted sky over the sea, shining gem pits creating rich displays of lights
and colors, roaring rivers under the vast abyss, the high speed stimulation of
flying through the heavens... Together, they went to perform chivalrous
deeds, to practice medicine and benefit mankind, to explore secret realms,
to drink and spectate...

The young man’s speech grew from somewhat jerky to fluent as he grew
familiar with him, he began to talk more and finally... those clear eyes were
filled with his own image and his clean laughter was filled with his own
name.

Finally, he took the young man’s hand and asked with the greatest care,
“May I hold this hand for a lifetime?”

The youth’s eyes curved into a smile. “Yes.”

The phoenix has perched on the Wutong tree and the beautiful gems that
had been waiting for years finally had a home.

With Heaven and Earth as their witness, they became Daoist companions.
At night, he found that the youth was even more adorable.

With a little stimulation, the rims of his eyes turned red. With a little bit
more stimulation, tears started falling out.

The young man tried his best to endure, but he couldn’t hold on for long
and he was quickly sent from whimpering to wailing. In the end, his throat
turned hoarse from crying and still, he held on to him and said incessantly,
“Wuhuan, I like you.”

“Wuhuan, I like you.”

“Wuhuan, I like you.”

(13 29



The youth said it over and over again, making him like it a little more each
time, until he was crazy about it.

He gave him all the best gems in the world.
He gave him the most beautiful flowers in the world.

He collected medicinal materials, medical books. He collect everything that
the young man liked and gave them to him.

They traveled all over the world, saw all the beautiful things and all the
beautiful sights. They ate and drank all sorts of delicacies and finally, they
chose a place to call home.

They are the most loving of Daoist companions, living the happiest of lives
and never letting go of each other’s hands.

One night, he woke up suddenly. The young man wasn’t lying on his pillow
beside him. An inexplicable anxiety rose in his heart. He felt as though he
had forgotten something.

A mirror appeared before the bed...

He suddenly remembered that in this life, he had never looked in a mirror.
He had never looked at his face and he only had a vague impression of his
appearance.

It was extremely strange, extremely terrifying.

He slowly got up, as if controlled by something. He went to the mirror, took
off his clothes and looked.

In the mirror was a familiar and yet unfamiliar young man, about twenty-
five or twenty-six years old; tall with a well-proportioned physique. He had
muscles just taut enough from training. He had no excess fat, with a slender
waist and contours that carried with it power. The appearance though
exquisite and delicate, was still every bit heroic. His beautiful phoenix eyes
carried a nobleness that would not tolerate the profane. They were very
clean.



That’s right, his face should be like this...
He breathed a sigh of relief.

Suddenly, the scenery in the mirror began to distort. A garish and beautiful
red tear-shaped mole appeared under his left eye. Carrying with it a
decadent aura, it ruthlessly crushed all his nobility, destroyed all his
cleanliness. His body gradually changed to that of a weak youth’s. All his
strength disappeared. His beauty was dyed with a bewitching hue. His back
was branded with a scorching seal, dragging him into the filthy abyss,
ceaselessly defiling...

He drew out his sword in a panic and smashed the mirror.
The beautiful dream ended...

He woke up from the fantasy and for a long time after, he could not calm
down. He looked in horror at his hand without any calluses, at his
unbearable body. He looked in the mirror once again. Reflected in the
mirror, the laughable beauty and the tear-shaped mole under his eye seemed
to be mocking his delusional dream.

He had no power, no reputation, no gems, no young man, no home...
He was still that Yue Wuhuan who had nothing but filth...

The mirror fell unwillingly from his hand and smashed into pieces.
So dirty, everything was so dirty...

He couldn’t control his breathing anymore. He couldn’t make a sound. He
couldn’t control his body. He could only curl up into the darkness,
trembling continuously. His chest hurt so much, he felt as though it would
split open. His fingers clung so tightly to his body, that his fingers drew
blood. He was like a fish on the verge of death, he was panting hard but he
couldn’t suck air into his body. He could only gradually suffocate, unable to
call for help as he watched himself inch step by step towards death.

The door of the study suddenly opened.



It was Song Qingshi who noticed something was wrong and rushed in. He
hugged him tightly.

He struggled to call the youth’s name. He wanted to say something but only
a hoarse whine came from his throat.

Like this, he was so unsightly to look at ...

He had thought it was after he had come to the Valley of Medicine Kings,
after he had received tenderness and kindness, that he slowly fell in love
with this person.

Now, he finally realized that when he had first met him by the river, it had
been love at first sight.

That’s why he had been able to doggedly drag his injured body closer.
That’s why he was able to poke his nose into his business, to prevent that
beautiful misunderstanding. That’s why, he had wanted to touch that soft
hair. That’s why he had been shamed into anger upon having the dirtiness of
his body found out. That’s why he had hoped for a better fate for him than
the fate he got himself...

That’s why he had clung to this person tightly, unwilling to let go of this
gentleness.

His body began to spasm. The world was turning dark. He could not
support himself and he slowly collapsed.

He could no longer hear what the young man was anxiously shouting.
Only the most enticing words from the fantasy remained in his mind.

“Wuhuan, I like you.”



Chapter 24: Physiological Health

The flare up of Yue Wuhuan’s medical condition had been too sudden.
There was no way to control the situation.

Song Qingshi had no choice but to use a golden needle to make him lose
consciousness before proceeding any further.

He could only look on helplessly as the condition of the patient he’d been
working so hard to treat for more than half a year suddenly deteriorated. All
his efforts were wiped out in a flash. Song Qingshi felt like he had returned
to his lab days when all the mice were completely wiped out. Although he
felt terrible and wanted to cry, he couldn’t cry now.

On the road of medical research, failure is the overwhelming majority and
success 1s only incidental luck.

Song Qingshi had a wealth of experience in failure, enough to face any
setbacks. The thing to do now was to stand up, pick up the pieces, look for
mistakes and start with a new treatment plan.

He carefully checked Yue Wuhuan’s body. He grabbed a thoroughly
satisfied Fantasy Gu from his body, determining the culprit of this disaster.
But, this made him fall into a new bout of confusion. There were many Gu
techniques that could be used in medical treatments and poison production.
Song Qingshi and An Long have known each other for hundreds of years
and they had a rather deep friendship. The two often exchanged knowledge
and resources; therefore, he has was quite knowledgeable about Gu insects
and knew the effect and abilities of most Gu’s in the Western Forest.

Not all Gu’s were harmful and the Fantasy Gu was one of the harmless
ones. It could induce a very beautiful fantasy wherein any desire could be
satisfied. The only drawback was that it was quite addictive. It could be said
to be the narcotics of the Gu world. Therefore, the Myriad Gu Sect has set
up rules prohibiting disciples from planting this Gu on their own body, lest
their willpower not be strong enough and they find themselves immersed in
the illusion, forgetting to practice cultivation in reality.



An Long once took a Fantasy Gu to the original body to experiment with.
Within the fantasy, the original body got a Medicine King’s Valley with an
inexhaustible supply of rare and exotic medicinal ingredients. His treasure
house was filled with all kinds of legendary miraculous medicines. All his
pill furnaces were magical implements. All the valley servants were clever
and quick-witted, allowing him to happily shut himself in and perform his
research for ten years. It was a pity that the Fantasy Gu’s illusion would
have a flaw left behind by the bewildered person. If that flaw was found,
the fantasy could easily be undone. At that time, he had discovered that
there was something fishy with the attributes of some of the medicinal
ingredients and the products he refined were strange. ..

Despite this, the world in the fantasy was truly bliss on earth, satisfying all
desires, making one feel refreshed and also, making one linger on with no
thought of leaving.

After waking up, he gave An Long an account of the happiness he’d seen.
He said he still wanted to try it further.

For reasons unknown, the expression on An Long’s face went dark. He was
angry for a long time and no matter what he said, An Long refused to give
him the Fantasy Gu to play with again...

Song Qingshi recovered from wallowing in regret and once again
confirmed that there had been no mutation in the Fantasy Gu. He then
looked at the pale-faced Yue Wuhuan lying on the bed. He felt so sad but he
couldn’t understand what Yue Wuhuan had encountered in the fantasy that
could turn him like this. He lit the Spirit Calming Incense and gave Yue
Wuhuan a sedative. He then undid his belt and took off his outer robe. He
pierced him with a few golden needles and massaged him with spiritual
energy, trying to get his taut body to relax.

With phoenix eyes closed tight and tear-shaped mole like blood, the beauty
finally fell sound asleep.

Song Qingshi couldn’t help but touch that bewitching tear-shaped mole
with his finger. He always felt that this mole was a bit too seductive.



Yue Wuhuan seemed to feel the touch and trembled in pain.

Song Qingshi quickly retracted his hand and continued to earnestly perform
acupuncture treatment and apply a massage.

The scent of the Spirit Calming Incense gradually filled the entire room,
easing his breathing. In the darkness, the sound of his breathing grew more
tranquil.

Song Qingshi withdrew the golden needles. He finally had time to feel sad
and to reflect on the mistakes he had made.

He was an unreliable psychologist. He had overlooked that many patients
would pretend to laugh heartily to cover up their illness in order not to
worry the people around them. In their day to day activities, they would
seem like any other person.

Yue Wuhuan was very clever and he had superb acting skills; skills good
enough to make himself appear as though he was getting better.

Seriously pondering it now, there were many small details that could prove
this. Such as:

Yue Wuhuan was particularly afraid of disappointing him. He never
quarreled with him and compromised to the point that it seemed he had no
bottom line.

Yue Wuhuan seldom expressed his own preferences. He was fine with
following Song Qingshi’s intentions.

Yue Wuhuan has never refused any request from him, as though he were
living for him.

All these were weren’t right.

No normal person could be so humble in front of another person, humble
enough to give up his own everything.



The more Song Qingshi thought about it, the unhappier he felt. He found
that he didn’t know what food, color or things Yu Wuhuan liked... He cured
Yu Wuhuan’s body but he never seriously understood his heart. He hadn’t
even dared to touch upon Yue Wuhuan’s past because he was afraid of those
unbearable things. He had tried to be like an ostrich, waiting for it to heal
by itself.

However, a hidden boil would never heal by itself. It would only get deeper
and deeper, until it festered into the bones.

Song Qingshi took a deep breath and determined the direction of future
treatment.

The most important thing now was... To give that disaster-bringing Alaskan
Malamute a good lesson!

Red Lotus Fire flew everywhere and several buildings turned to ashes. The
Luminous Dragon hid under the rockery and the valley servants dodged one
after another.

An Long was crying out from being burned. He fled in a panic. He had
originally been happily discussing investment matters with Song Qingshi,
deliberately making things difficult, wanting to take the opportunity to get
more benefits from the bargain. Unexpectedly, Song Qingshi did a complete
U-turn and turned hostile. He didn’t want the investment anymore, he didn’t
care about the research and he was almost beaten to death. With great
difficulty, he managed to find out the reason. He was dumbstruck and
desperately begged for mercy.

“I didn’t know that he’s actually made of crystal! That he can’t even handle
a Fantasy Gu!”

“Didn’t I remind you?!”

“I was just joking!”



“Article 12! You’re not allowed to play a joke on him! Did you forget?!”

“Aren’t we partners?! I’ll send a message and have the spirit stones
delivered to you!”

“This partnership is broken! I don’t want your spirit stones!”

(13 2

An Long was burned miserable. He made many promises to forfeit
sovereignty and humiliate the country. Song Qingshi finally vented his
anger and barely managed to control it to finally let him off. He ordered
him to hand over all the details regarding the Fantasy Gu so that they could
get to the bottom of what actually happened.

“With my ancestors as witness, the Fantasy Gu only provokes desires and
wishes. It isn’t made to create nightmares. Otherwise, how could I have
dared to let you use it?” An Long sat on the steps, feeling very wronged. He
used the Gu’s and wound medicines to treat his burns while he explained. “I
have been playing with Gu’s for so many years and I have never seen a case
where a Fantasy Gu caused someone to collapse. Your senior apprentice is
the very first ever since the creation of heaven and earth. I also want to
know why. He obviously looks like a regular healthy person but he’s
actually that sick. Chichi...”

Song Qingshi also sat down on the step. When he heard that he wanted to
change the topic once again, he immediately interrupted, “Explain
properly!”

An Long curled his lips and continued, “If you want to know what he
encountered in the fantasy, there’s an easy way to do it. There should be
some fragments of the fantasy left within the Fantasy Gu. Not a lot. It
should be the ones with the strongest emotions. You can place the Fantasy
Gu directly into your own body and check.” This was the hidden use of
Fantasy Gu. His original plan had been to put the Fantasy Gu taken from
Yue Wuhuan’s body into Song Qingshi’s. That way, this guy who cared for
nothing but curing diseases could see with his own eyes just what kind of



trash his senior disciple was. And by the way, he might even learn
something about romantic affairs.

Now he didn’t dare do this. He was afraid that if he wasn’t punished by
Song Qingshi to kneel on the washboard, then he was going to be placed on
the Medicine King’s Valley’s blacklist.

An Long was desperately trying to escape the blacklist...

Song Qingshi was very perturbed by this proposal. After thinking and
thinking, he shook his head. “There are many of Yue Wuhuan’s secrets in

the fantasy and I would need his permission to check it. When he wakes up,
'l ask...”

An Long was baffled. “You’re doing it for his own good. Just look at it.
Why are you overthinking this?”

Song Qingshi asked, confident that he was in the right, “Could I look into
your secrets if I’'m doing it for your own good?”’

An Long’s body stiffened. His face went dark and didn’t say a word.
Their discussion had reached a deadlock and neither of them spoke.

Song Qingshi sent his mental probe again and again to check the vital signs
of Yue Wuhuan, who was resting in the room. He was getting a bit of a
headache from thinking so much about the treatment plan. When he reached
the end of his rope, he suddenly wondered whether he lacked the empathy
for these things. How can someone who has never even flown an airplane in
either of his two lifetimes understand the disgust of being held down by a
man and having those disgusting things done to oneself? If he couldn’t
understand, then how could he find the source of the disease?

The Divine Farmer tasted all kinds of herbs and suffered all kinds of
poisons to establish pharmacology.

Should he follow suit?



“It’s probably very painful, right?” Song Qingshi quietly rubbed his
backside, muttering to himself. All his knowledge regarding this kind of
thing came from physiology and hygiene class. But the textbooks only
talked about matters between men and women. All he knew about how this
was done between men was through self-study. This course was not in
Scholar-Tyrant Song’s curriculum. But he thinks, the laceration wounds
must hurt.

An Long saw his movements and his ears pricked up. “What’s very
painful?”

Although the Western Forest’s Gu King specialized in killing people, he
was also a master with regards to medical treatments, otherwise he wouldn’t
be able to enter the Medicine King’s Valley.

Song Qingshi felt that he could still have an academic discussion with him.
“Do you understand about sexual intercourse between men?”’

An Long used all his strength to tamp down on the corners of his mouth that
were threatening to turn up. He said solemnly, “I know a thing or two.”

Song Qingshi looked suspiciously at the Alaskan Malamute.

An Long looked entirely upright and outstanding, brimming with
righteousness, like a man successfully reformed in prison, ready to get up
on stage and lecture on the Eight Honors and Eight Shames as a model for
virtue, ready to dedicate his heart to socialism.

He seemed like he had truly reflected on his actions.

Translator’s note: I feel so bad for Wuhuan but this chapter also makes me
want to laugh.



Chapter 25 — A Demon in One's Heart

Song Qingshi and An Long discussed medical issues such as the human
body structure, physiological hygiene, the anorectal branch of medicine,
lacerations and other matters. Their discussion slowly turned to heated
academic debate. They were seriously arguing their points. Although
neither of them have had sex with a man, Song Qingshi had a related
treatment case. His analysis was justified and well-founded. However, An
Long had no way to prove his theory, so his arguments were repeatedly
refuted and he retreated again and again in defeat.

An Long put up a desperate struggle. “There are many loving same-sex
Daoisnt companions in the immortal realm, such as Wangyue Xianzun and
Wuling Xianzun. They are a devoted and deeply affectionate couple. They
are as inseparable as body and shadow. If this was truly so painful, how
could Wangyue Xianzun accept it so willingly?”

Song Qingshi fought back, “Because Wangyue Xianzun likes Wuling
Xianzun and is not willing to let the other suffer.”

An Long asked helplessly, “Why do you think this way?”

“That’s what I think,” Song Qingshi replied very seriously. “It’s just a mere
laceration and it’s not unbearable. A true man, for the person he likes,
should be strong and couldn’t allow the person he likes to be hurt, right?”

An Long wanted to laugh. He almost couldn’t hold together his serious
expression, revealing his wolf’s face.

Little Qingshi was really cute. It’s a pity the two kinds of spiritual fires in
his body were so difficult to deal with. The Red Lotus Fire needed spiritual
power to guide and mobilize, while the Underworld Ghost required spiritual
power to suppress it. If you were to use any skill to seal his spiritual power,
the Underworld Ghost Fire would madly rush out of his body and burn
everything around it. If you choose not to seal his spiritual power, then the
two kinds of spiritual fire will come out together and it would be difficult to
withstand it. All magic weapons or arts used to control or imprison were



ineffective against him. In battle, you could only choose to kill him. You
couldn’t choose to capture, imprisonment or threaten him...

It’s a pity, otherwise he would have snatched away this treasure and hidden
him away in the Myriad Gu Sect to coax slowly.

An Long held back his smile and said solemnly, “It doesn’t make sense for
us to discuss this. This kind of thing requires actual practice to know the
answer.”

Song Qingshi felt that this made sense.

“Don’t look at me,” An Long flashed his burly figure and terrifying tattoos.
“The person who dares to get fresh with me is still in his mother’s womb.
Even if [ want to help a friend out, I am powerless.”

Song Qingshi felt that this too made sense. Given this Alaskan Malamute’s
appearance, figure and character, let alone do such things to him, no one
would even dare to approach him.

An Long gave a heartfelt proposal, “Maybe try it yourself?”
Song Qingshi hesitated.

“I’m not suggesting that you find just anyone to try it with.” An Long made
a reasonable analysis, “If it really hurts as you’ve surmised, the poison fire

may go out of control if you get injured. That’s going to be very dangerous.
Best to find someone strong enough and has a better understanding of your
character to try with.”

Song Qingshi retorted, “I have confidence in my control of the Underworld
Ghost Fire. As long as my spiritual power remains, I’1l be able to suppress it
even in a coma.”

An Long energetically wagged his invisible wolf’s tail and said with a stern
expression on his face, “The Medicine King’s mighty reputation is so
impressive, who would dare lay their hands on you? Do you have any



friends in the immortal realm who can do this? Or I will sacrifice myself
and help to research clearly how it feels. From a medical perspective.”

Although Song Qingshi thought his approach was strange, the analysis and
theory were correct.

Song Qingshi thought for a whole quarter of an hour and finally rejected the
proposal. “No.”

He was a medical student and he didn’t think there was anything shameful
about doing these things. This was one of mankind’s three instinctive
desires, the foundation for reproduction. He also didn’t think there was
anything shameful about two people of the same sex doing this kind of
thing. In nature, almost all animals display some homosexual behavior,
including the white mice he raised. There were also some male mice that
looked at other male mice. So, he can face this kind of problem calmly, just
like when he discussed with his seniors about the history of treatment of
ancient sexually transmitted diseases, difficult cases in obstetrics and
gynecology diseases, prevention and treatment for AIDS, and other matters.
There was nothing embarrassing about these things. Moreover, in modern
times, love came in all sorts of combinations. Many even co-habited before
marriage. The reason he never dated was because he was too engrossed in
his study of medicine. He was obsessed with the medical field, it didn’t
mean he cared about his chastity.

The reason for his refusal was also very simple. An Long was a straight
man. There was no need to force a man who liked women to be with a
man. Moreover, his upbringing had been very strict and playing with
emotions was simply unacceptable. He always felt that a true man should
have the courage to accept the consequences of his actions. No matter
whether it was towards a man or a woman, he should accept responsibility
for what he did. He should rush to get married or be bound together as
Daoist companions...

He definitely didn’t want to be responsible for this Alaskan Malamute!

Having him as a good friend was enough. If he were to raise him at home,
the Medicine King’s Valley was going to be torn apart.



Seeing him hesitate, An Long felt that this was promising and tried to
persuade him from the perspective of his male dog waist and big d*ck
energy. His attitude was a bit too eager and not natural enough. His
enthusiastic wolf face was beginning to show.

Song Qingshi became suspicious. “You’re not trying to play another trick
on me, are you?”

The Alaskan Malamute has pulled one over him so many times, there
simply weren’t enough bamboo slats. His sense of trust in him was almost
nill.

An Long started to refute, “I’m not!”

Song Qingshi thought about it carefully and raised new doubts. “Your
expression just now looks exactly like you’ve got some ulterior motive, like
when you want to make a fool out of me.”

An Long thought of his long dark history and was left unable to respond.

Song Qingshi felt that he might have penetrated into a bull's horn. The main
point wasn’t about how doing this thing was painful, but that doing this
kind of thing with someone you don’t like would be a hundred thousand
times more painful. He decided to give up. “Forget it. This is already too
far. ’'m being rash and impulsive. Don’t mention it again.”

An Long felt that the meat that was about to get into his mouth had flown
away. He dejectedly squatted down in the corner and sulked.

The Luminous Dragon crawled out from who knows where. Completely

ignoring its frustrated master, it climbed up Song Qingshi’s waist and acted
like a spoiled child.

Song Qingshi was originally going to pet it but he sensed something with
his mental probe and he realized that Yue Wuhuan had woken up. He
quickly pulled the snake off, threw it to An Long and ran back in a hurry.



The Luminous Dragon failed to strive for favor and the whole snake was
struck stupid.

An Long patted its head comfortingly. “Don’t be sad.”

Yue Wuhuan woke up and for a while, he sat idly by the bed. His breathing
was much smoother but his mind was still confused. Countless fragments of
his memory were all jumbled together. His emotions were all over the

place. The unbearable and disgusting reality and the blessed and happy
fantasy... He longed for that person, longed for him to the point of almost
going mad.

Trembling, he slowly got up and walked to the mirror. In a daze, he looked
at the mole under the corner of his eye and suddenly, he had a strange
thought.

If he didn’t have this mole, could he return to being who he was in the
fantasy? To being the him that that person liked?

He looked back at the room and found that all the sharp tools that could be
used to commit suicide had already been taken away. And so, he broke the
porcelain box on the table. He picked up a broken fragment and began to
gouge out the tear-shaped mole under his left eye. His hand was a little
unstable and the fragment wasn’t quite sharp enough but it didn’t matter. He
didn’t feel the pain. He didn’t feel the blood flowing to his fingertips.
Facing the mirror, he stabbed again and again, finally succeeding in
gouging out that tear-shaped mole. He happily placed it in his palm...

The door opened, and his young man, together with the dazzling sunlight,
appeared in front of him.

He smiled expectantly and said adorably, “Qingshi, you’re back?”

As soon as Song Qingshi opened the door, he saw the beauty with a
porcelain fragment in his hand and his face covered in blood. He was
almost sent kneeling from fright.



He had secretly touched that mole! Did he have to go so far as to gouge it
out?

Song Qingshi rushed forward. He grabbed the weapon and the bloody flesh
from his hand. He began to handle the wound on his face for him.

Yue Wuhuan had sliced his face into a mess, almost ruining half of his
perfect face. But he was still smiling at Song Qingshi, softly comforting,
“Don’t worry, I’m fine.”

Voice trembling, Song Qingshi kept comforting him, “Yes, you’re fine.
You’re fine. You’re a wood-type spiritual root. It won’t leave any scars.”

He didn’t know whether to comfort the person in front of him or to comfort
himself.

Scars weren’t a big problem. But his mental state has collapsed. What was
he to do?

Song Qingshi felt that even he was going to collapse.

“So he’s really crazy?” An Long took the Luminous Dragon with him and
sneakily stuck his head in to have a look at the situation. He realized that if
he didn’t take some of the really good things from the bottom of the chest to
make serve as compensation, he might never be allowed back into the
Medicine King’s Valley. “What can a guy who’s got mental problems bad
enough to be reduced to this do anyway? What stupid thing have I done?
What was I thinking bothering him?”

An Long fell into deep self-doubt...



Chapter 26
The Gu that An Long took out was called the “Emotion Locking Gu™.

This breed that Song Qing had never even heard of before was one of An
Long’s hidden Gu’s.

The Emotion Locking Gu was a treatment-type Gu. It looked like a
miniature silkworm. It was white, soft, without mouthparts or sharp claws.
It didn’t have any kind of attack power. It looked quite cute. It relied on
absorbing human desires and emotions to live. Similar to a valve, the user
can control the emotional threshold at will, letting it absorb the excess,
keeping the emotions in a stable range.

It provided a better degree of control than drugs. It was much better than the
Medicine King’s Valley’s sedative regimen.

An Long swore upon his ancestors that there was no harm in using the
Emotion Locking Gu. The Emotion Locking Gu was an inert Gu and won’t
accept any instructions aside absorbing the emotions from its host. He
couldn’t control this Gu to do anything bad.

Song Qingshi tried it and found that it was as he had said. The Emotion
Locking Gu was actually a Gu developed for psychotherapy. In his heart, he
was quite surprised because the design of this Gu was completely
inconsistent with An Long’s style. An Long’s interest lay in slaughter-type
Gu. The more brutal the better. Though they were accompanied by some
auxiliary Gu’s, Gu’s that were used for investigation, for interrogation by
torture or control-type Gu’s were given first priority. For treatment, he
relied on body-refining skills, poison skills and the ready-made healing
Gu’s from the Myriad Gu Sect. He also had the pills specially provided by
the Medicine King’s Valley and very thick skin. There was no need for him
to specially develop this kind of Gu.

And yet, the design of the Emotion Locking Gu was very complicated and
it was extremely difficult to cultivate. It was obviously the handiwork of
this once in a lifetime genius of the Myriad Gu Sect.



What did An Long mean by developing this Gu that he had absolutely no
use for?

Song Qingshi directly raised this question.

An Long looked at him for a while, then smiled. “In order to be your
friend.”

The original body had persistently tolerated An Long’s propensity to cause
trouble and tear his house apart. He had been willing to be good friends
with him because he was very insightful when it came to medicine. He
knew a lot of devious ways to use poisons and was a genius in the Way of
Gu. The original body had also cleaned up many messes for him, treated
many of his injuries and researched many drugs for cultivating Gu’s, so...
this was probably a gift?

Song Qingshi’s suspicion instantly dissipated.
He went to find Yue Wuhuan with the Emotion Locking Gu.

Yue Wuhuan has already woken up from the effect of the sedative. Loops of
gauze was tied around his face. The wound wasn’t a big problem despite
having made it quite deep when he gouged the mole out. The wood-type
spiritual root was extremely strong in terms of recovery ability. He has
suffered countless injuries but no scars have ever remained on his body.
Even the serious injury he had gotten from being bitten by the demon tiger,
after a few months, left no trace at all.

This was his fortune and also the source of his misfortune.

Otherwise, he would have ruined his face and body at Golden Phoenix
Manor a long time ago.

Yue Wuhuan hadn’t been rushing to disfigure his face when he had been
removing the tear-shaped mole. There had still been a hint of clarity in his
mind and so, he had quickly sobered up. He had also realized that he had
done something wrong and caused serious trouble for Song Qingshi.



Feeling uneasy, he apologized countless times and said that he would
obediently take his medicine and that he will never fall sick again.

When he said these words, not only was he unable to face Song Qingshi, his
hands also trembled from time to time, as though he was holding back some
great pain.

Song Qingshi’s senior sister had once said, ‘A man’s mouth is a deceitful
mouth’.

Song Qingshi resolutely didn’t believe him... It would be better to believe
in the Emotion Locking Gu.

Yue Wuhuan listened to the effects of the Emotion Locking Gu and thought
about it. Knowing that his body had no other choice, he accepted this
treatment plan. After about half an hour since the Emotion Locking Gu
entered his body, his mood visibly improved. The slight tremor of his body
disappeared and his entire person felt a lot more relaxed. He touched his
heart, urging the Gu to swallow all the desire that he shouldn’t have. His
gaze when he looked at Song Qingshi appeared more natural and his entire
being came to life.

Song Qingshi took this opportunity to explain the matter regarding the
Fantasy Gu. He asked him about the things he’d seen in the fantasy, “If
you’re unwilling, I will respect your wishes.”

Yue Wuhuan said without hesitation, “I want to keep it secret.”

Song Qingshi took out the Fantasy Gu contained in the sealed Gu box. He
wanted to return it to him.

Yue Wuhuan thought for a while and pushed it back to him. “Master should
keep it. I am a mortal after all and I will leave sooner or later. At that time,
Master can open this box and check the contents.” He decided to abandon
his shameful desires. He only hoped that this person would know of his
feelings after his death.



“Okay,” Song Qingshi never shied away from discussions of life and death,
let alone discussions of wills and testaments. He placed the Fantasy Gu into
his mustard seed bag and changed the subject, “I have refused our
partnership with the Myriad Gu Sect. Thinking about it now, this decision
had been too hasty. An Long will definitely take this opportunity to
constantly come find me. When the time comes, public and private matters
will mix together. With his propensity for stirring up trouble, who know
what kind of chaos he’ll create. I’'m thinking of handing over the sales
distribution to Night Rain Pavilion. Although Ye Lin has an insatiable desire
for profit, he does have a wide network of contacts and he keeps his
promises. We will lose twenty percent but we’ll have peace and quiet in
exchange.”

He was really has been messed with pretty badly by the Alaskan Malamute.
He was now afraid that he might come dropping in every day to bother him.

Although it will take time to increase their production and the Medicine
King’s Valley will have to remain poor for a while longer, right now all his
thoughts were on accompanying Yue Wuhuan. He didn’t want to do
anything else. Except for raising the white mice, all other research can be
stopped. They’ll find some unused artifacts in the treasure house and sell
them off. They’ll pool enough money to set up the production line.
Everyone will have to tighten their belts for a while but this stress will
eventually pass. Maybe during the period, there will be another one like the
elder from the Five Mountain Sect who had more money than sense,
suffering from a strange disease and seeking medical attention?

Yue Wuhuan nodded. “I will listen to Master.”

Song Qingshi went to the collection room and took out a bottle of Purple
Flower Dew, one of his prized collection. The Purple Flower Dew was
extremely beneficial to An Long’s body-refining techniques. The raw
materials for it have long since disappeared and its value was definitely no
less than the Emotion Locking Gu. However, both Song Qingshi and the
original body both regarded this collection of one of a kind medicines as
more important than life itself. An Long tried every means possible to coax
him into giving it over for a very long time, all to no avail. Now that he has



accepted the Emotion Locking Gu, though it pained him to do so, he must
pay off the favor.

Song Qingshi reluctantly gave the Purple Flower Dew to An Long.

An Long understood instantly, and asked, “Are you already going to drive
me away again?”

Song Qingshi resisted his distress and said earnestly, “I want to focus on
Wuhuan'’s illness so I don’t have time to play with you.”

An Long looked at him for a long time and suddenly laughed. He raised the
Purple Flower Dew in his hand. “Since you’ve even taken out your treasure
to give to me, then I shall accept it as a sign of your sincerity.”

When the Luminous Dragon discovered that something was wrong, he
crazily wrapped around Song Qingshi’s hands and feet. He absolutely
refused to leave!

An Long took the opportunity to bend over to his ear and seemingly very
aggrieved, asked, “I wasted so many days and wasn’t able to negotiate a
partnership. Shouldn’t you compensate me a bit?”

Song Qingshi was a bit at a loss. The Medicine King’s Valley was still in a
state of financial ruin, what kind of compensation could he give?

An Long violently pulled him into his arms and locked him in tightly. He
bit his prey on the neck like a beast venting his anger.

The spiritual defenses around Song Qingshi’s body could not match the
steel and iron teeth of this body-refining beast of prey. His skin was torn
open and An Long bit a welt on his neck.

Song Qingshi was in so much pain, his hair was beginning to stand on end.
He quickly wielded the Red Lotus Fire to resist.

An Long felt a scorching hotness on his lips and so he reluctantly removed
his mouth from his neck. He licked the traces of blood from his lips and
said with satisfaction, “The taste is as good as I thought.”



This Alaskan Malamute was unworthy of any tenderhearted feelings!
Song Qingshi decisively kicked him out the main door!

Looking back, Song Qingshi saw that the Luminous Dragon was still
wrapped around his waist. Shaking its head, it triumphantly bid farewell to
its master. When it found Song Qingshi directing a dirty look at it, it quickly
slid down to hide in the bushes. It was going to hang on, it refused to clear
out! How could Song Qingshi possibly let it off? He grabbed its tail, pulled
it out and threw it out the door. Fuming, he went to disinfect the wound on
his neck.

The gate of Medicine King’s Valley closed instantly. The poisonous fog
array dispersed, revealing the way out.

The Luminous Dragon was so aggrieved. It rolled about on the ground and
refused to leave. Its eyes were filled with accusation against the heartless.

“You still haven’t learned.” An Long pulled it along and taught the stupid
snake as he walked. “So what if Little Qingshi saved you back then? Even
if he was gentle and considerate to you, even if he took care of you so
lovingly, so what? Once you’re all better, you should leave. Even if you roll
around and act shamelessly, it’s useless. He doesn’t want you anymore.
Don’t you understand after being rejected so many times?”

The Luminous Dragon aggrievedly climbed onto its master’s shoulders. It
curled up into a ball and stopped moving.

When it had met Song Qingshi, it had been a useless little snake in the
secret realm. Every day, it had been bullied to death by the big demon
beasts. Song Qingshi rescued it when it had been badly burned by
poisonous fire. Song Qingshi hadn’t avoided it because of its hideous
appearance . He had changed its dressing every day and kept it warm by his
heart. In order to protect it, he had even given up the precious elixir he had
gone into the secret realm for. In his eyes and in his heart, there had only
been it......



The snake thought it was special and wanted to be Song Qingshi’s spiritual
pet. It never expected it’d be given over to An Long after it got better. It
thought that it wasn’t strong enough to be worthy of that person, so he
practiced desperately and became an illustrious ferocious beast. Afterwards,
nodding its head and wagging its tail, it gave up its dignity and persistently
begged for mercy. And still, it didn’t get the opportunity to remain by Song
Qingshi’s side.

“You’re not special,” An Long gave light pats on the Luminous Dragon’s

body. He spoke comforting words but he didn’t know who he was trying to
mollify. “No one can be special. How gentle he is when he’s healing you 1s
how cruel he once you’re healed. No one can ever stay by his side forever.”

This seemingly compassionate person has the most ruthless heart in the
world.

Five hundred years ago, he knew what heart-piercing, bone-deep despair
was, what absolutely hopeless darkness was.

An Long couldn’t help laughing. The laughter was filled with self-mockery.
He looked back at the Medicine King’s Valley gradually disappearing
behind the poisonous fog and said to himself:

“Little Qingshi is becoming more and more adorable. But it’s a pity...”
“I wonder what the beauty will look like when he discovers the truth.”
“The look on his face must surely be very beautiful, right?”

He gave a couple forceful pats on the Luminous Dragon’s head. He restored
his ferocious appearance.

“Little brother, don’t be sad. Let’s do something amusing.”
“It suddenly occurred to me that there’s someone I have to deal with it.”

Translator’s note: Ah...An Long...sigh...



Chapter 27 — In-room patient care
Yue Wuhuan’s swordsmanship was becoming more sophisticated.

Cultivation has never been difficult for him. He can understand the secret
manuals about cultivation with a single glance. The flow of spiritual power
through his body was as natural as breathing. He was an innate practitioner
but he was trapped by the weak meridians and Dantian of mortals. It was
difficult to rely on ordinary cultivation methods to break through his
confinement. Thus, he chose to use the Way of the Sword to ascend the
summit.

The things in the fantasy remained so vivid in his mind.

After calming down, he suddenly realized that the sword technique in his
fantasy had already become a part of his body as if he had practiced it
countless times. He looked at his sword as he did a sideways stab. This
simple sword technique could break three kinds of commonly used
protective magic weapons in the immortal realm. It could then go on
downwards to pierce through the heart... He obviously hadn’t used a sword
to kill anyone but why did he understand everything as if he had
experienced it himself?

The Fantasy Gu couldn’t possibly have such an effect, otherwise it would
be the world’s strangest Gu; it wouldn’t be a toy.

Yue Wuhuan stared at his hand that was holding the sword. He wanted to
continue pondering this mystery but his head was suddenly overwhelmed
with pain. There seemed to be some power from the depths of obscurity
trying to suppress, binding the answer to this question in layer upon layer of
chains. It refused to give him this answer and it banished the answer from
his mind. It forcefully altered his thoughts until it finally made him come to
a conclusion that barely passed logic.

Various fortuitous meetings circulated in the immortal realm. The Fantasy
Gu might just be his ‘fortuitous meeting’.



Song Qingshi stuck his head out from the depths of the corridor. Who knew
how long he’s been looking on from where.

Yue Wuhuan quickly retracted his sword. He saw him walking over with a
notebook and a homemade charcoal pencil in his hand. He motioned for
him to sit down on the stone bench next to him. Song Qingshi looked at him
and after struggling for a long time, finally opened the notebook. On the
first blank page, he wrote in bold, large words “Interests and Hobbies List”.

Yue Wuhuan was at a loss. “What is this?”’

Song Qingshi resisted the shame. This was what junior high-school girls did
when they stan-ed celebrities. He didn’t want to do this either. But Yue
Wuhuan hid himself too well and his EQ was terrible. He couldn’t even
venture a guess as to what the other party was thinking.

He was also a person who didn’t like to hide things in his heart. After
thinking about it, he simply made a list and inquired directly. He’ll fill in
the information one by one to make a file like a medical record to prevent
any more mistakes.

“You are not allowed to lie, you must answer the questions honestly.” Song
Qingshi tried his hardest to display the dignity of a doctor. He then picked
up the charcoal pencil and asked seriously, “Wuhuan, what do you like to
eat?”

Yue Wuhuan forced himself not to smile and replied jokingly, “I love
sweets.”

Song Qingshi looked at him helplessly and quietly grumbled, “Be serious,
don’t say what I like to eat.” When he was in Lecheng, he also thought that
Yue Wuhuan liked to eat cake. After he bought it and brought it back, he
found that he was just eating it himself. The same went for the ice cream.

“I don’t have anything I particularly like to eat,” Yue Wuhuan thought for a
while and answered seriously, “Before... there were a lot of things that |
couldn’t eat, so it ruined my stomach and now, I don’t feel like eating



anything anymore. Now, I like taking the fasting pills, it saves a lot of
time.”

Song Qingshi directly noted down, “Stomach Medicine” and then continued
to ask, “What do you like?”

Yue Wuhuan stayed dumbfounded for a long time. The smile in his eyes
became brighter, “I like Master. Master treats me best.”

Song Qingshi was embarrassed at being praised. “I meant things.”

Yue Wuhuan laughed and said, “I don’t have anything I particularly want
because Master has given me everything.” He already has no bright gems
and he doesn’t need it anymore. The master has spent a lot of money on him
already, there was no need to trouble him.

“What color do you like?” “White.” “What things do you like doing?”
“Sword practice, medicine, reading, studying.”

Yue Wuhuan answered very smoothly. You wouldn’t be able to pick any
flaw.

Song Qingshi finally asked, “When is your birthday?”
Yue Wuhuan replied, “February 14.”

When Song Qingshi heard this special date, the pen in his hand suddenly
stopped.

Yue Wuhuan was puzzled. “Is there anything strange about this day?”

Song Qingshi refrained from laughing and shook his head. There was no
Valentine’s Day in this world. He just suddenly remembered that in his
original world, every Valentine’s Day, he would be on duty at the lab in
place of his seniors who were all out on dates. He would receive roses and
gifts from suitors for his senior sister and he’d order candle-lit dinner and
opera tickets for his parents. After that, he would accompany the white mice
in the lab while eating instant noodles. Everyone said that his future lover
must surely be a white mouse spirit. He thought it was so funny.



Yue Wuhuan watched him snicker and became even more confused. He had
no idea what the master was so happy about.

Song Qingshi happily closed the notebook. He had collected a lot of
information. Next month will be Yue Wuhuan’s birthday. He has sent a
dozen follow-up letters to Night Rain Pavilion. The Quintessence of All
Souls has already arrived. They had a lead to Xie Que’s whereabouts. When
the time comes, he’ll be able to create a big surprise for Yue Wuhuan. It
might make Yue Wuhuan feel a whole lot better and forget all about that
problematic fantasy.

Of course, that is on the premise that he has to make sure that Yue Wuhuan
was no longer sick.

Most of the wounds on Yue Wuhuan’s face had already healed. The strange
thing was that the mole that had been gouged out had regrown in its original
place. Song Qingshi suspected that he hadn’t been able to scoop it out
cleanly at the time. Afraid that he would find it so displeasing and that Yue
Wuhuan would hurt his own face once again, Song Qingshi personally
performed a mole removal surgery on him. However, after changing the
dressing this morning, the tear-shaped mole tenaciously grew back;
moreover, it was now even more dazzlingly red, even more beautiful than
before.

Song Qingshi had never seen such a situation before. He felt it was strange
but after studying it for a long time, he couldn’t find what was special about
this mole.

There were many things in the immortal realm that were
unscientific. Maybe it’s a natural mark that can’t be eliminated?

Seeing that he was worried, Yue Wuhuan repeatedly swore that he would
give up messing with this mole. He ensured that under the control of the
Emotion Locking Gu, he would not fall ill. Song Qingshi resolutely did not
believe it. And even though a Nascent Soul Cultivator’s mental probe was
strong, he could not release it over long-distance for 24 hours a day. He
could only use it for supplementary investigation. Moreover, he was the



kind of person who couldn’t do two tasks at once. He forgets about the
mental probe once he thinks about something else.

So these days he kept a very close watch on Yue Wuhuan. He can’t even
sleep and so he just directly made his bed on the floor next to him. He was a
family member looking after a hospitalized loved one! Although it was very
embarrassing, it was better than him being sound asleep in his bedroom and
not noticing any movement and inexplicably failing this course.

Yue Wuhuan woke up in the middle of the night and was shocked when he
found Song Qingshi on the floor.

He never dreamt that his master would do such a stupid thing for him! He
seriously thought about whether to pretend not to have seen it or to call out
to his master. In the end, he found that both options were extremely
embarrassing! After thinking about it, he toughened his scalp and woke
Song Qingshi up. He tried to provide him with a way out of this
embarrassment, “Master must have been too tired, so you fell asleep right
here. Please be careful. The floor is cold.”

Turned out, from the very start, Song Qingshi had no intention of leaving
this embarrassing situation. He stayed lying on the floor. “No can do. I’'ll
stay here.”

Yue Wuhuan knew that it was his fault. Completely helpless, he said,
“Then, Master should sleep on the bed and...” He originally wanted to say
that he would be the one to sleep on the floor.

Unexpectedly, before he could finish his statement, Song Qingshi’s eyes
brightened and he climbed up on the bed using the bedpost as support. He
has always been spoiled and pampered. After having slept on the floor for a
few nights, his whole body was already aching. Now that the little angel
invited him to the bed, he was very happy! This proved that the little angel
was totally unguarded towards him. Appropriate physical contact will help
his mental recovery!

He was a gentleman and the little angel was the protagonist shou. It was
perfectly fine for the two of them to sleep together.



The beds in the immortal realm were very big, more than enough to sleep
two or three people.

Song Qingshi was touched and climbed up with the quilt, which he then
spread out. The two of them slept far away. He promised, “Don’t worry, I’'m
very well-behaved when I sleep. I don’t move at all. How I sleep at night is
how I get up in the morning. I absolutely won’t take advantage of you.”

Yue Wuhuan didn’t know what to say...

Song Qingshi hadn’t slept well for a few nights. He was extremely sleepy.
He quickly clutched up the quilt and fell into unguarded sleep. His messy
hair covered the bed and the ice silk pajamas lifted halfway up, revealing a
soft waist and a pale belly... ...

Yue Wuhuan squeezed the Emotion Locking Gu several times before he
was able to bring his desires under control. After covering Song Qingshi
properly with the quilt, he lay back down helplessly. But he couldn’t fall
asleep no matter what. He knew that he has a lot of black history, coupled
with this deceptively beautiful face, no one could see his inherent desire to
invade buried deep in his bones. There’s also no one who knew now much
he detested being made a ‘receiver®.

The truth was, he liked men because he liked to conquer; he liked to
control; he liked to seize the entire person, to cover the other from head to
toe in his scent. Only in this way can he get endless happiness...

The master’s mind was simple and uncomplicated. He doesn’t understand
these messy things at all. Song Qingshi purely trusted and cared about him.

He simply couldn’t have these filthy thoughts.

If they were going to sleep, they were going to just sleep. He can’t think
about other things. He can’t just touch at random, let alone do any bad
things.

Yue Wuhuan lay beside the one he liked, feeling extremely pained from
holding back...



His body temperature was higher than most people’s in the first place and
his desire made it even higher.

In order to lock the two fires in his body, Song Qingshi practiced the Cold
Jade Technique. His body temperature was usually on the low side. He felt
like there was a large warm stove emitting heat next to him. In a daze, he
shifted over and reached into the quilt next to him. He hugged the heat
source and nuzzled against it in satisfaction.

The pleasant medicinal scent came from Yue Wuhuan’s bosom. Warm and
moist breath brushed against his neck. The pale pink lips were slightly
raised, as though inviting people to have a taste. Arms wrapped tightly
around him, from his chest to his waist. Immediately afterwards, legs were
also added in. Song Qingshi was like an octopus entangled around a
satisfied prey. He refused to loosen even a fraction of an inch.

The ice silk pajamas were too loose. As he moved around, it rode up higher
and opened wider. His collarbone was exposed and a captivating view could
vaguely be seen. Aside from that vicious dog’s bite mark on his neck that
was being an eyesore, it truly was a feast for the senses. That scene from his
fantasy of joyfully eating a great feast seemed to appear before Yue
Wuhuan’s very eyes. He could no longer control the dirty thoughts in his
mind. The reaction of his body became unbearable. He wanted to hide but
was mindlessly being held down by the other’s legs.

“Master, don’t touch. It’s dirty...”

Yue Wuhuan was afraid of being found out and so he didn’t dare push him
forcefully away. He could only implore softly. He felt that he was about to
be tortured to death; unable to get any release. In the end, he could only

close his eyes and rely on the Emotion Locking Gu to endure through it...

After finally holding on til dawn, he saw Song Qingshi’s hands and feet
slowly retract. He then rolled back into his own quilt and fell sound asleep
again, posture the exact same as when he first fell asleep.

The corners of Wuhuan’s eyes twitched. He was quite sure that Song
Qingshi had not woken up from beginning to end of that natural and



spontaneous sequence of actions. He now understood where his confidence
in his sleeping posture came from...

About half an hour later, the sky was completely bright.

Song Qingshi opened his eyes. After confirming that he was still sleeping in
his original position, he said happily, “Look, I’'m a very well-behaved
sleeper, right?”

Yue Wuhuan looked at him, completely exhausted. He thought for a long
time, took a deep breath, gritted his teeth and said, “Yes!”

Master must be right. Even if Master was wrong, he must be right!

Song Qingshi happily asked, “I will sleep here tomorrow too, alright?” He
felt that since Yue Wuhuan could accept it, he can continue to try to help
him overcome his fear of physical contact. He’ll let him realize that even if
a man sleeps next to him, it was still safe too! Because there were still many
good men like him who have no dirty thoughts!

Yue Wuhuan took a deep breath and continued gritting his teeth. “Alright.”
His road to cultivation might possibly require a test of willpower.
First, he’ll go to the bathroom and take a cold bath.

The author has something to say: Yue Wuhuan: Help! What to do if Master
climbs into my bed every day?

Translator’s note: I guess the author wanted to give us a light little interlude
after those emotionally charged chapters. And dun-dun-dun, that
unexplainable power in Yue Wuhuan’s mind...This is the start of the
underlying mystery behind their entire situation.



Chapter 28 — Underworld Fire Black Lotus

With his Master climbing up his bed every day, Yue Wuhuan had to think
up of all sorts of measures...

First off, using various reasons, such as that the weather was cold and that
he might develop a stomachache, he coaxed Song Qingshi to change back
to wearing ordinary unlined garments, the kind that was wrapped tight.
Secondly, when Song Qingshi turned over 1n his sleep, he stretched out his
right arm first, letting his arm serve as a bolster or he would turn to his side
so that his back was facing the other; this was to prevent large-scale contact.
Finally, he worked with the Emotion Locking Gu to suppress his desire. In
this way, he was barely able to reach normal conditions.

Although Yue Wuhuan slept badly, he never thought of driving Song
Qingshi away or perhaps making an extra bed next to him. It was because
he felt that the way Song Qingshi hugged him while sleeping closely
resembled the way he did in his fantasy. It allowed him a happy illusion, it
made him feel like that the other liked him and he would rather have this
kind of bittersweet happiness.

Song Qingshi thought that between two men sleeping innocently, where
was the trouble? When he was in primary school, he often slept with his
cousins during summer vacations. When he went abroad in junior high
school, because they hadn’t been able to book a twin room, he slept in a
double bed room with his senior brother. Although he had been inexplicably
delivered a hit and expelled to sleep on the sofa the next day. He had

abundant experience in sleeping with men. There had been no problems at
all!

He will prove to Yue Wuhuan that a good man will never launch a night
attack! He hoped the Yue Wuhuan can eliminate his distrust of men!

Yue Wuhuan has already gotten used to him sleeping there. Only that, he
has developed a habit of taking a bath every morning...



Song Qingshi sniffed himself and wondered if his body was not clean
enough. He also took a few more baths and added perfume in the bath to
make his body as fragrant as possible, lest he be shunned by his slightly
mysophobic roommate’s sensitive nose.

Ten days later, Song Qingshi’s long-awaited messenger bird from Night
Rain Pavilion finally arrived.

After reading the information on the jade slip, he pondered for a long time
and then went to find Yue Wuhuan. Hesitantly, he said, “Night Rain
Pavilion sent me a letter. I have to personally pick up something that I had |
ordered before. I will have to be out for a few days. Can you take care of
the mice for me at home? They are in their breeding period and I don’t feel
at ease about handing them to the valley servants...”

“For Master to go out must meant that this is a necessary and important
matter,” Yue Wuhuan immediately understood what he meant by saying
these words, “I will take care of myself. I will use the Emotion Locking Gu
to control my illness. I will take my medicine on time. I will make sure that
Master won’t have anything that he needs to worry about here. If there are
any problems, I will use the messenger bird to notify you in time.”

Song Qingshi was a little relieved. He selected a few valley servants who
were well-versed in their work and had reached the Foundation Building
stage to look after Yue Wuhuan for him. He then turned on all poison
formations in the Medicine King’s Valley to prevent any foreign enemies
from invading. After being reminded by Yue Wuhuan, he made a life plate
and left it with him. This would let Yue Wuhuan know the state of his safety
at any time so that he wouldn’t go sleepless from worry.

Nanchuan, a mountain range covered in mists and clouds, filled with lonely
peaks.

Song Qingshi had the spirit beast land. He carefully took measure of the
surroundings. He saw mountains covered in mist, gurgling streams, roaring
waterfalls and a thick blanket of fog covering everything. It was certainly



imbued with an ‘immortal’ air. However, there were no immortal towns
stationed within thousands of miles, only a few small villages where
mortals had gathered. This meant that there were no spiritual veins or secret
realms here. There were also no high-value spiritual plants or beasts. It was
an abandoned place in the immortal realm.

It truly was a one in a million place...

Song Qingshi’s heart was filled with even more anger and his expression
grew colder.

Ye Lin informed him through the letter that Xie Que had hidden back in the
sect he had established. This place called Yanshan Sect was also the place
where Yue Wuhuan grew up. Since they were young, these mortal children
were deceived to live in this discarded land, thinking all the while that it
was a blessed place. Unable to communicate with outsiders, they practiced
the lowest level techniques and learned completely erroneous knowledge.
They listened to every word of Xie Que’s brainwashing.

What ‘cultivators need to pay attention to their appearance’? What
‘cultivators need to pay attention to their posture’? What Yanshan Sect and
the Way of Music? What ‘must maintain the condition of one’s hands’? And
what ‘Shifu loves them the most, so he isn’t willing for them to suffer even
the littlest bit of physical injury’!

Xie Que was such an expert at lying and pretending that it was practically
seamless.

Yue Wuhuan once had a chance to come face to face with the original body.
But the original body hadn’t found out Xie Que’s true colors back then. He
had missed a golden opportunity.

Although no one was to blame for this, Song Qingshi felt as though
everything of the original body’s was his to bear, he felt no different as if he
had been the one to do it himself. Every time it was brought to mind, he
would regret it terribly. In his heart, he angrily berated Professor System for
not transmigrating him during that time so that he could give this medicine-



refining idiot a good thrashing to wake him up; the ‘beat-to-death’ kind of
thrashing!

Yue Wuhuan didn’t take it to heart at all. He said how could he possibly
blame the kind Master who has detoxified him and saved him for things that
even he hadn’t been able to see?

“Actually, there had been several opportunities for me to discover the
truth”, Yue Wuhuan recalled the past and found it somewhat
incomprehensible, “but every time I would inexplicably miss it. There were
a lot of unbelievable coincidences, as if I was destined to suffer this
catastrophe.”

In short, this was Xie Que’s fault!

Song Qingshi waved his hand. He controlled his spiritual energy to dwell in
dozens of dragonflies and butterflies. He attached his mental probe onto
them and borrowed the insects’ eyes to find Xie Que’s whereabouts.

This was a little trick he learned from An Long before. It could make his
own mental probe much more difficult to detect. At that time, An Long was
just a Foundation Building cultivator. He had wanted to use this technique
to manipulate a snake to scare him in his bathroom. He caught it and got
this self-made Gu technique. He improved it a bit and it was now quite easy
to use.

As he walked along the way, he controlled countless butterflies and
dragonflies to fly towards the Yanshan Sect.

A panoramic view of Yanshan Sect was brought to appear before his eyes.
There were more than ten courtyards with blue tiles and white walls. There
were many flowers and trees outside the courtyard and there were some
chickens, ducks and geese being taken care of by mortal servants. There
was also a seemingly cute puppy in the yard, lying lazily under the tree
basking in the sun. This dog looked ordinary but it was actually a spirit dog.
It was best at tracking down people; no doubt used to prevent slaves from
escaping.



Song Qingshi hid all traces of his aura and sat under a flowering tree
outside the courtyard. Through the eyes of the countless flying insects, he
observed the situation in each room. Yanshan Sect was raising about twenty
children, ranging in age from six to seventeen or eighteen. They were all
dressed in neat cyan Yuelan clothes, similar to what other ordinary immortal
disciples wore. Each one of them had impressive looks, glowing with health
and vigor, with superb complexion.

The relationship between the disciples was very good. The elder disciples
led the younger disciples to do their homework. On the martial arts field,
there was a cheerful sixteen or seventeen-year-old boy who was helping a
newly-admitted child to do his stretches, telling him the importance of
physical flexibility in training his body. Under the flowering tree, a twelve
or thirteen-year-old girl was helping another endearingly-silly girl of about
the same age to recite their lessons. The two seemed to be friends. The silly
girl just couldn’t memorize it and the girl, hating iron for not becoming
steel, rapped lightly against her head. The silly girl grumbled that it would
only make her even more stupid, lowering her grade in their exams. How
was Shifu going to fall for her now? The silly girl, with tears in her eyes,
immediately began acting spoiled. She was a pear blossom bathed in the
rain. Her friend’s anger instantly dissipated... In the kitchen, a beautiful
eight or nine-year-old boy was playing a prank, trying to steal the steamed
buns.

Everyone was happy, as if they were in a paradise without any suffering.
They were waiting, free from all anxiety for the gates of hell to open.
Song Qingshi was somewhat lost in thought...

Finally, Xie Que appeared. He came over and caught the boy who stole the
food and brought him back to the study for lessons.

Song Qingshi immediately had a butterfly cling to the study window.

In the study, there was a delicate girl copying a book, stroke by stroke, her
handwriting like green pine and bamboo. She had the graceful bearing of
famous artist. Xie Que brought in the boy who stole the food and handed



him over to the girl, who he asked to oversee the boy’s punishment of
copying lines. The girl meekly agreed and personally supervised the boy to
practice his calligraphy.

Xie Que heaved a sigh, “You little monkey who can’t sit still, can’t you
learn from your Wuhuan Shixiong? When your Wuhuan Shixiong was your
age, he already had such good calligraphy skills and he had already
memorized all the books.”

“Every day, you tell me to learn from Wuhuan Shixiong. You praise
Wuhuan Shixiong every day.” The boy was very stubborn and immediately
retorted, “Well, Wuhuan Shixiong has gone to cultivate at a famous sect for
so many years already and I’ve never seen him come back even once to
visit Shifu! He’s ungrateful!”

Song Qingshi was stunned and when he looked closely at the boy’s
appearance, he found that his looks were quite gorgeous. His appearance
was actually similar to Yue Wuhuan, except that his eyes were not phoenix
eyes but large almond eyes. The temperament was also unlike Yue
Wuhuan’s graceful demeanor. With bared teeth and brandished claws, he
looked more like a wild and untamable cat.

The girl knocked him on the head and reprimanded, “Don’t talk nonsense.”

“Yes, yes, yes. It’s Shifu’s fault. I forgot that you are different from
Wuhuan.” Xie Que looked at him carefully for a while. Not taking his
actions as being disobedient, he laughed, “My family’s Ming Hong is the
most conscientious. A truly promising disciple.”

The boy named Ming Hong lowered his head, embarrassedly, “Hong’er was
a little beggar. It was only thanks to Shifu picking me up and taking good
care of me that I am here today. Hong’er likes Shifu the most. I won’t let
you down.”

Xie Que touched his head and praised, “Then Shifu will be waiting.”

The teacher was kind and the disciple was filial. Their relationship was
harmonious and happy.



Song Qingshi really couldn’t bear it. He didn’t want to involve other people
and so he directly took out his Life Artifact. The two lotus flowers
composed of the Red Lotus Fire and the Underworld Ghost Fire blossomed
in his palm. He raised his palm and the Red Lotus Fire shot up and rapidly
expanded, enveloping the entire study, forming a flame barrier that no one
could enter or leave. Then Song Qingshi stepped into the study with the
black lotus in his hands.

Xie Que was terribly frightened when he saw this scene. He kept repeatedly
falling back. When he saw Song Qingshi come in, he gave a quivering
laugh and said, “Medicine King Xianzun honors us with your presence... It
has been ten years since we’ve bade good-bye to the Medicine King’s
Valley. Xie Que bears in mind his gratitude for the detoxification. I don’t
know what important matter could have brought Xianzun here today but as
long as it 1s with in my capabilities, I will never refuse...”

Seeing that the situation was far good, the girl hurriedly dragged Ming
Hong and retreated behind their shifu.

The black lotus made from ghost fire burst forth and lashes of poisonous
fires wrap around Xie Que’s face. Amidst the blood-curling screams, it
quickly corroded skin and flesh, until the white bone underneath could be
seen.

Song Qingshi said coldly, “You don’t need this face.”

Xie Que was rolling on the ground in pain. He’d been hiding away here to
avoid being hunted down by the Songhe Sect. He hadn’t left his house for a
long time. Only recently did he reach an agreement with the Songhe Sect. It
was said that Jin Feiren developed true affection for Bai Zihao. Elder He
has always been loose. This was but one of his illegitimate children. Golden
Phoenix Manor gave the Songhe Sect a large amount of compensation and
promised to treat Bai Zihao kindly and not regard him as a slave. This
managed to appease the Songhe Sect’s fury. Xie Que also returned the
money from his sale of Bai Zihao and sent a beautiful slave to Elder He to
make amends and settle this matter.



He had been so busy bustling about, he hadn’t had time to pay attention to
any other matters.

Although Yue Wuhuan had been his most expensive item, that had also
been ten years ago. Now he was just a slave worn out from having been
played with too much. He wasn’t worthy of attention. Although he had
heard that Yue Wuhuan was seriously injured and taken in by the Medicine
King’s Valley to become a test subject, he hadn’t thought much about it. He
only felt a little regretful. He had raised so many new beauties but he was
never able to raise another like Yue Wuhuan.

The Medicine King Xianzun bearing down so menacingly probably meant
that he’s been swayed by Yue Wuhuan’s sweet words; coaxed to come here
and claim his due.

That kid had always been smart and over-concerned. Xie Que had expended
a lot of effort to prevent that boy from knowing the truth and now,
unexpectedly...

Xie Que was baring his teeth in pain. He crawled on the ground, pretending
to surrender, all the while thinking frantically how to worm his way out.

“Bad guy! Don’t hurt my Shifu!” Ming Hong saw that his Shifu was
seriously injured and couldn’t bear it. He pushed aside the girl who was
holding him back and rushed in, crying. He threw himself at Song Qingshi’s
leg, opened his mouth and bit down. But he couldn’t even tear his robes. He
let out sorrowful wails like a puppy protecting its owner.

Song Qingshi lowered his head, carefully looking at the child biting on his
leg and those furious pair of eyes.

The girl screamed in fear, “Ming Hong! Come back!”

Xie Que retreated back step by step. With an appeasing smile on his face,
he said, “Xianzun misunderstood. I also couldn’t bear to let go of Yue
Wuhuan. Back then...Yes, it was Golden Phoenix Manor who took a fancy
to that child and forced me to do it...”



Ming Hong’s eyes were red. He couldn’t hear anything around him,
desperately kicking and biting, trying, with what little power he had, to deal
with the person in front of him and let his Shifu escape.

This similar face gradually overlapped with the face in his memory...
[Hong’er likes Shifu the most. I won’t let you down. ]

[Wuhuan likes Shifu the most, I don’t want to cause shame to Shifu. ]

Song Qingshi slowly raised his head and whispered, “Back then, Wuhuan
was also like this...”



Chapter 29: The Old Wooden Box

Xie Que was a swindler whose mouth was filled with lies. None of his
words were worth listening to.

Song Qingshi had absolutely no intention of talking with him at all. The
black lotus bloomed in his palm once again and four fragments of
poisonous fire encircled Xie Que’s hands and feet, corroding his flesh and
bones. Xie Que quickly tore off the jade pendant hanging around his neck.
A golden defensive array was deployed underneath him and most of the
offensive was blocked. The jade pendant was dyed black and then turned
into ash. The power of the remaining poisonous fire was undiminished and
numerous black spots of corrosion appeared on his legs, slowly spreading
and expanding.

Xie Que’s aptitude as a cultivator was mediocre but he has been trading
slaves for many years and he has still managed to obtain a few magical
weapons.

He slumped on the ground. Using his hands, he moved ever backwards. His
whole body trembled and he continuously begged, “My Lord, please spare
me. [- everything I have will be given to you... If the Lord likes Wuhuan...
... Then, then this child named Ming Hong looks very similar to Wuhuan
when he was a child. You, you can take him back and raise him...”

Ming Hong was stunned, not understanding what this meant.

Xie Que saw Song Qingshi’s thoughts. While slowly moving backwards, he
enticed, “Wuhuan also dressed like this when he was this age...He looked
obedient but was actually very naughty. My Lord, take a closer look at
Ming Hong’s face. Except for the eyes, they look very similar...Does the
Lord wish to know what happened to Wuhuan in the past?”

Under the erosion of his poisonous fire, his spiritual power became weaker
and weaker.



The weak girl who was secretly hiding to his side, finally broke away from
the restraints in her body. She leapt forward and tore off the scroll that was
hanging behind Xie Que. Beneath the scroll was an ingenious teleportation
rune array; a last resort Xie Que had set up in advance.

Xie Que was so angry that he spit out a mouthful of blood. He roared,
“Traitorous disciple!”

Song Qingshi also understood. Xie Que had kept mentioning Yue Wuhuan,
because he wanted to divert his attention and take the opportunity to escape.

Surrounded as he was by the Underworld Ghost Fire, Xie Que’s escape
would have resulted in his death, regardless. But it would have ruined his
plan.

Death was by no means the most terrifying thing in the immortal realm.

The black lotus in Song Qingshi’s hand reopened, completely incinerating
Xie Que’s hands and feet, incapacitating him. He then reached out his with
his mental probe, invading Xie Que’s sea of consciousness, directly
searching for the Acacia Seal’s secret word. Although the sea of
consciousness was vast and his cultivation level could only allow him to
find out what happened within the past few years, Xie Que has always been
a slave trader and often did the branding. Sing Qingshi needed only to find
the entire process of the branding of the latest slave.

An image soon appeared in the sea of consciousness.

The young girl overheard that she was being sold off. She wanted to escape
but was caught by the spirit dog and locked in an array. With tears in her
eyes, she allowed the devil to draw the lavish pattern of the Acacia Seal on
her back stroke by stroke. She kept crying but she didn’t receive any mercy.
Finally, she was branded with the secret word, the word “Xie Que”
modified from ancient runes. Xie Que smiled and looked at her tears, as
though looking at livestock now ready for slaughter.

After Song Qingshi found the answer. He withdrew his mental probe and
destroyed this disgusting sea of consciousness. He then drew out Xie Que’s



soul and put it into a container he had prepared earlier.

He looked up at the girl next to him and asked softly, “You know
everything?”

This young girl named Qing Luan was the person he had just seen in Xie
Que’s sea of consciousness.

Qing Luan was slumped on the ground. After blanking out for a moment,
she finally realized that she was free from the hell that was Xie Que’s
control. Her suppressed emotions were suddenly released and she burst into
tears from an excess of emotion. Seeing her intense reaction, Song Qingshi
reached out his hand, intending to use his spiritual power to ease her
emotions.

“You bad man!” Ming Hong rushed up to tackle him. Choked with sobs, he
said, ““You’ve already killed Shifu, don’t kill Qing Luan Jie!”

Although he felt that his Shifu’s words were somewhat problematic, his
feelings would not allow him to believe that the Shifu who picked him up
from the pile of beggars, raised him and taught him the immortal ways
could ever possibly hurt him, so... Shifu must have been terrified by this
wicked man into abandoning him and fleeing.

Song Qingshi looked helplessly at the stubborn child. He was really was no
good at explaining these things.

Qing Luan slowly got up. She walked in front of Ming Hong and laid a
heavy slap across his face. She screamed, “Don’t call that beast Shifu!”

Ming Hong was hit and fell to the ground. He covered his face and looked
incredulously at this gentle senior sister who had taken care of him.

Qing Luan was in tears. She looked at him for a long while and slowly
untied her clothes.

Ming Hong exclaimed, “Jiejie, are you crazy? There are men here! Why are
you taking off your clothes?!”



Song Qingshi had already looked away. He was not going to be a voyeur.

Qing Luan turned around and raised her long hair, revealing the enchanting
Acacia Seal in front of Ming Hong.

Ming Hong asked blankly, “What...what is this?”

“Xie Que told you all that I would be leaving in a few days to go to Miao
Yin Sect to study the guqin...” Qing Luan said slowly, “He lied to you all. I
had already been sold by Xie Que, sold to Bright Moon Tower. This brand
is a mark that turns humans into livestock...Does Ming Hong know what
kind of place Bright Moon Tower is?”

Ming Hong shook his head, faintly afraid.

“Bright Moon Tower is the largest brothel in the immortal realm, Qing Luan
Jie... was about to become a flower lady who waits on guests and smiles
and flirts for money.” Qing Luan laughed mockingly at herself but an
endless stream of sorrowful tears streamed from her eyes. “Does Ming
Hong know what a flower lady 1s? It’s a slave who serves men every day
and uses her body to please them in bed.”

Ming Hong kept shaking his head, trembling all over, “No, it can’t...”

“Why can’t it be?” Qing Luan put on her clothes again, walked towards
him, and asked with a smile, “Stupid boy, do you know? Jiejie had to
pretend to behave and be clever just so I could be sold to Bright Moon
Tower instead! Bright Moon Tower is a brothel with rules. In their hands,
the torture won’t be excessive! Haha... I fawned over that beast, threw
myself at his mercy to be a shameless woman! Isn’t it ridiculous? Don’t
rush to sympathize with your jiejie. Do you know what your fate would
have been?!”

Ming Hong looked at the almost crazed Qing Luan. He was so scared that
tears were coming out of his eyes.

“Ming Hong...you look a little like Wuhuan Ge. That’s why that beast
placed great importance on you.” Qing Luan gently stroked his beautiful



face. Choked with sobs, she said, “Wuhuan Ge is not ungrateful. He was
sold to the hell that is the Golden Phoenix Mountain Manor and tortured to
the utmost. So, he can’t come back. Golden Phoenix Manor placed an order
and specified that they wanted to buy another beauty like Wuhuan Ge and
you were chosen for this purpose...”

Ming Hong asked cautiously, “Chosen to do what?”

Qing Luan sneered, “Just like jiejie, you would use your body to serve
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men.
Ming Hong couldn’t believe it. “I am a man! How can I serve men?!”

Qing Luan thought for a while, then lowered her head to his ear and told
him a little bit...

Ming Hong couldn’t bear it, tears flowed down without restrain. He retched
again and again.

Song Qingshi didn’t stop Qing Luan. These beautiful mortal children
couldn’t afford to be simple and innocent.

After Qing Luan vented her emotions, she recovered her composure. She
dragged over the dispirited and listless Ming Hong and prostrated herself
before Song Qingshi, thanking him for saving her life. She then took the
initiative to inform him of Xie Que’s mustard seed bag and the location of
his hidden treasures.

There were tens of thousands of spirit stones in Xie Que’s mustard bag and
two spirit beads, one of which belonged to Qing Luan. In addition, there
were several books of accounts and a thick pile of contracts. Each contract
was full of tears of blood. Song Qingshi found Bright Moon Tower’s down
payment contract and gave it back to Qing Luan along with the spirit bead.
Qing Luan was so grateful. Holding these things, she expressed a thousand
thanks. She couldn’t control her tears.

Song Qingshi also found Yue Wuhuan’s name on the account books. A mere
thirty hu of Mermaid beads ruined his entire life.



He never knew that words could pierce his eyes...

Song Qingshi’s original plan had been to kill Xie Que and leave, but now,
looking at Ming Hong and Qing Luan who were kneeling on the ground, he
seemed to see Yue Wuhuan from long before. He didn’t have the heart to
abandon them. Therefore, he ordered Qing Luan to gather the others and tell
them about the bad things and lies that Xie Que had done. She was to tell
them that if anyone wanted to return to the mortal world, he would give
them a Longevity Pill to bring back and they could completely wash their
hands of cultivation and the immortal realm. For those that had nowhere to
go, they could choose to go to the Medicine King’s Valley to work as a
valley servants, engaging in pharmaceutical and medical work.

Though Qing Luan looked weak, she was very competent at handling
matters. She summoned everyone to gather in the square and then used her
Acacia seal, the account book and contract as evidence. She then used the
spirit bead to control another young man who had also been branded with
the Acacia Seal. Soon, everyone understood the truth.

The children who cried, cried. Those who vomited, vomited. Everything
was a mess.

The servants were also clueless mortals. After hearing this, they were
terribly frightened.

Qing Luan took with her a few children who could still keep calm and they
comforted the others one by one.

Song Qingshi sat alone in the distant library. He wrote a letter to Night Rain
Pavilion, asking Ye Lin to help him hire a magic ship drawn by spirit beasts
from the Immortal Beast Sect to transport all these children back to the
Medicine King’s Valley. He will handle the rest of the matters from

there. The Immortal Beast Sect had a good reputation with regards to
transportation in the immortal realm. Although it was a bit expensive, it can
be paid with the spirit stones obtained from Xie Que’s place.

He sent out the messenger bird. He won’t get a reply until tomorrow.



Song Qingshi couldn’t help it and wrote another letter to Yue Wuhuan. He
held the pen for a long time, but he didn’t know where to start. After writing
and changing, writing and changing again, he only wrote that he would be a
day late in coming back. He was safe and there was no need to worry.

Qing Luan arranged everything properly. She asked the children to pack
their luggage and then personally returned to report back to the master.

Song Qingshi looked at the lamps in Yanshan Sect lighting up one after
another. He couldn’t help asking, “Have you ever seen Wuhuan?”

Qing Luan said carefully, “In reply to the Lord’s inquiry, I came to this
place... When I was around six years of age, Wuhuan Ge was sent away
half a year later.”

Song Qingshi motioned for her to get up and sit down. After hesitating for a
long time, he asked, “Can you tell me about Wuhuan from that time?”’

Qing Luan thought for a long time and considering her words, replied, “I
was too young to understand a lot of things. Wuhuan Ge was a very good
person. He often took care of the new children and taught us to write and
study...”

Her memories were disjointed and Song Qingshi listened very carefully, re-
imagining the original image of the boy and writing it down in the
notebook.

“Every time there was something good, Wuhuan Ge let us have it. If we
made a mistake, Wuhuan Ge never got angry.”

“Wuhuan Ge was smart and powerful and we all looked up to him. After he
left, we were sad for a long time.”

“Everyone liked to sneak peeks at him because he looked so good...”
“Wuhuan Ge liked red. Many of his clothes were red.”

“Wuhuan Ge liked to sit under the phoenix tree and practice music. He
played so well that the birds would come down and listen.”



“Wuhuan Ge was most beautiful when he smiled. It was like rays of
brilliance from the sky fell on him. He was so dazzling, no one could look
away.”
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Song Qingshi took notes one by one and then asked the questions in the
notebook. “Do you know what Wuhuan likes to eat?”

“Brother Wuhuan was not picky about food. But he was especially
particular about cleanliness,” Qing Luan suddenly recalled an amusing
incident from back then and narrated, “He never ate things that had been
touched by others or dirtied. Not even if it was a cup of water, he wouldn’t
drink it as long as someone has already touched it...but he wouldn’t speak
out so as not to cause trouble to others. He would rather go thirsty and
hungry. Everyone found out gradually... He didn’t seem to like others
touching his things or sitting on his bed. Although he wouldn’t get mad if
someone touched him, he would secretly clean...

It turned out that Yue Wuhuan’s mysophobia didn’t start when he studied
medicine. His mysophobia must have made it even harder for him to endure
those dirty things, right?

Song Qingshi stopped recording, he thought for a moment and suddenly
remembered that Yue Wuhuan had drunk his water several times. He had
also eaten his leftover food. He never disliked it when he went to his room
and slept on his bed. Could it be that Yue Wuhuan’s mysophobia was no
longer so serious? Or was he afraid of causing trouble to him? When he
goes back, he will need to ask, lest he step on other people’s taboos without
knowing it.

Song Qingshi asked another question, “Do you know what Yue Wuhuan
likes?”

Qing Luan suddenly stopped talking. After a long time, she couldn’t help
but smile. “Beautiful stones...”

Song Qingshi was surprised. “Stones?”



“My Lord, please come with me.” Qing Luan got up and brought Song
Qingshi to a dusty sundries room. There were all kinds of unwanted things
in it, including broken balls, broken swings, even some stuffed toy tigers,
practice books and other small items. It seems that they were all things left
behind by previous children. Qing Luan rummaged in the pile of junk for a
long time. She finally found an old wooden box and handed it to Song
Qingshi.

The wooden box was handmade, very simple and crude with clumsy bird
patterns engraved on it. Inside were a few beautiful stones of no value.
There was a pebble covered with golden grits, an emerald green glass bead,
a black rock with an exceptional landscape painting...

“Originally there were many more, even some gems.” Qing Luan’s voice
was sad. “After Wuhuan Ge left, the precious stones disappeared and these
were the only ones left. I was afraid Wuhuan Ge wouldn’t be able to find it
once he comes back and so I hid the box here. Now, it can be returned to its
original owner...”

Song Qingshi held the light box. “This belongs to him?”

Qing Luan nodded, “I have seen Wuhuan Ge secretly picking up rocks by
the river. He picked them one by one, picking up thousands, tens of
thousands, until he found the best ones and placed them in the box. The box
had been filled with bright and colorful stones, they were very beautiful.
When he saw me, he was a little embarrassed. He gave me a lot of candies
and asked me not to say anything...”

“Wuhuan Ge treasured this box. He usually kept it next to his pillow and
wouldn’t let anyone look at it.” Qing Luan recalled the past and became
sadder and sadder. “After he left, I found this box in Xie Que’s room. He
gave away the worthless stones in the box to the children to play with. I
didn’t believe that Wuhuan Ge would leave such an important thing behind.
I began to grow suspicious so I secretly searched for Wuhuan Ge’s
whereabouts until I found out the truth about him being sold as a slave...
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Song Qingshi suddenly felt that the box in his hand was heavy, so heavy
that it made his heart feel sad.

He slowly turned around to leave...

“Honorable Lord,” Qing Luan suddenly called out, making him stop in his
tracks. She wiped away the tears on her face, showed a smile and bowed
low. “Thank you. Thank you for saving Wuhuan Ge. I’m really happy
Wuhuan Ge is still alive...He’s such a good person and deserves to be
treated well by the entire world. Lord, you must like him very much, right?”

Song Qingshi asked blankly, “Like him?”

Qing Luan said expectantly, “Only if you like someone would you be able
to do all these things for him.”

Song Qingshi’s heart was a little confused by her answer.

He came to this world for Professor System’s mission. However, he didn’t
know when it started but he already seemed to be unable to regard the
people in this world as just virtual existences. Being good to Yue Wuhuan
was like an instinct carved in his bones. He couldn’t wait to offer him
everything in the world, to let him forget the pain and regain happiness.

The ‘like’ in Qing Luan’s eyes was different from the ‘like’ he had
understood before.

He didn’t quite understand the feeling of this ‘like’. Was it a rise in
phenylethylamine? The medical books say that phenylethylamine is a
mental stimulant, which can cause rapid heartbeat, blushing and high
temperatures. The side effect is that it can cause bias and attachment,
making one lose the ability to think objectively...

He did not feel that there was any problem with his analytical judgment.
Wasn’t he just healing and saving people?

Doctors should not have other intentions towards a patient. This was against
professional ethics.



Lost in thought, Song Qingshi walked to the riverbank. He stared at the
rocks that covered the ground. He bent down and picked them up one by
one, a thousand stones, ten thousand stones. He picked through them for a
long time but couldn’t find one worthy of Wuhuan. Regardless, he had time.
He can take him time searching...

The author has something to say:

Song Qingshi (extremely serious): Of course, Wuhuan can’t kill Xie Que,
this kind of thing. He’s so kind and gentle. What if he can’t bring himself to
harden his heart and makes this bastard’s death too easy? And... how can |
dirty his hands with this disgusting thing?

Yue Wuhuan (wrapped tightly in sheepskin): En, killing people is scary.



Chapter 30: Happy Birthday

Early in the morning, the messenger bird came back with a ship pulled by a
dragon-like beast.

Song Qingshi signed a transportation contract with the Immortal Beast Sect.
After confirming that Qing Luan and the children were all aboard the ship,
he had the spirit beast ascend upwards to the sky. Looking down at the
deserted Yanshan sect, the Red Lotus Fire bloomed once again in his hand,
igniting a raging fire and burning this lair of evil.

The speed of the magical ship was slow. It will take about three days to
reach the Medicine King’s Valley.

Song Qingshi missed Yue Wuhuan. With his heart set on speeding home, he
carefully gave Qing Luan a few instructions and went on ahead.

He landed in a few cities along the way and spent a lot of time there. He
rushed home but by the time he returned to the Medicine King’s Valley, it
was already nearing midnight. He estimated the time. He was afraid that it
might be too late. He hurried to go look for Yue Wuhuan but then, he saw
that Yue Wuhuan had already appeared before him.

Song Qingshi breathed a sigh of relief. “I thought you were already asleep.”

Yue Wuhuan smiled and said, “Master said that he was coming back today
so I couldn’t sleep. I was waiting here for you.”

“It’s a good thing you haven’t slept yet. Come with me.” Song Qingshi
didn’t think much. He hurriedly dragged him onto the spirit beast and they
flew into the air.

Yue Wuhuan was a little confused by his actions. He said comfortingly,
“Master, the mice are fine and all the village outside is fine too.”

Song Qingshi said happily, “I want to take you to somewhere beautiful.”

He directed the spirit beast to Xinyi Mountain.



Xinyi Mountain was the highest peak in the Medicine King’s Valley. There
was usually no one here and it was very secluded. On top of the mountain
there was a Du Ruoting. Song Qingshi would occasionally sit lost in
thought inside the gazebo. In the spring, he would watch exotic flowers and
rare herbs. In the summer, he would watch the cliff-side springs and
waterfalls. In autumn, he would watch red leaves cover the sky and in
winter, he would watch an expanse of white snow. All these sceneries
would be half-concealed in the mist. It was more beauty than one could take
in. At night, this was the only place where there was no fog in the Medicine
King’s Valley. It was the best place to see the star-filled night sky.

He had long wanted to bring Yue Wuhuan to play here, but he was delayed
by various things.

The weather was clear tonight and the starlight was just right. This was the
best setting for a celebration.

Yue Wuhuan hesitantly followed Song Qingshi into the gazebo and sat on
the long stone bench. Song Qingshi smiled and sat beside him. The two of
them were close together. He felt heartbeat running faster and his thoughts
getting all jumbled. As long as he had this person beside him, even the vast
and mighty galaxy, even the most picturesque scenery, couldn’t enter his
eyes.

Song Qingshi snapped his fingers and the lit up the gazebo’s lanterns,
enveloping the two of them in candlelight. He told him earnestly, “I have
three gifts for you.”

Yue Wuhuan immediately guessed one of them and his heart was beating a
little quickly.

Song Qingshi took his hand and slowly spread it open. He placed a golden
star-1it stone onto his palm and then tightly grasped his hand, connecting
their two palms with the stone.

Yue Wuhuan has seen countless treasures. He immediately recognized the
value of this stone. Hardly able to believe it, he said, “This is...the
Quintessence of All Souls?”



He finally knew where the two hundred thousand spirit stones had gone.
This gift was so expensive that he doesn’t know how to react...

“En, close your eyes and relax. It will only hurt a little bit.” Song Qingshi
asked him to take out the spirit bead. He cheerfully gave him a few
instructions and then used his spiritual power to carefully interweave
countless spiritual threads onto the Quintessence of All Souls. He formed a
rune and then use the Quintessence of All Souls as a medium to direct these
runes made of spirit threats to the depths of Yue Wuhuan’s spirit, pouncing
on the chains that imprisoned his soul, snapping them off one by one.

Yue Wuhuan’s hands were very hot and his back was too. It was as if there
was a gentle fire burning, burning bit by bit that livestock brand that had
ruined his dignity. The places the fire had burned through felt refreshed and
indescribably comfortable. At the moment when all the chains were cut off,
the spirit bead turned into powder and he suddenly felt his soul relax. The
spiritual power in his Dantian was grew frantically. It wanted to break
through the bottleneck formed by his narrow meridians. It quickly made a
circuit twice, steadying his breath.

He opened his eyes. He couldn’t dare believe that he had just got rid of his
confinement. It was like the fulfilment of a dream he had yearned for
endlessly, day and night...

Song Qingshi released his hand and asked excitedly, “Did it work? Let me
see, okay?!”

Yue Wuhuan gave him a profound look and slowly undid his clothes and
turned around.

The enchanting mark spreading across his back had completely
disappeared, leaving only a small red phoenix birthmark on the left
butterfly bone. It had revealed its original appearance.

Song Qingshi poked the little phoenix and said in surprise, “Your birthmark
is very cute.”



“En.” Yue Wuhuan felt his ears grow a bit hot. He was afraid of being seen
through by the other party. He quickly put on his clothes again, lowered his
head and stopped his cheeks from turning red by using the “Emotion
Locking Gu”. He tried his best to try and make himself appear acting
natural. He adjusted his breathing and then stood up and bowed carefully to
Song Qingshi.

He didn’t say any more words of thanks because some debts of gratitude
can no longer be expressed in words and will take a lifetime to repay.

“Don’t thank me. I’'m embarrassed. It’s taken me this long to fulfill my
promise to you.” Song Qingshi pulled him up and said with a smile, “I still
have gifts for you. You’ll like this one. ”

He took out a soul lamp from the mustard seed bag. In the faint blue flame
inside the lamp, a suffering soul was ceaselessly struggling.

Yue Wuhuan took the lamp. Once he clearly saw the appearance of this
soul, he opened his eyes in disbelief. “Is this Xie Que?”

Song Qingshi nodded. “I killed him and locked his soul in this lamp.”

Towards those that immortal cultivators hate deeply, they can use a soul
lamp to trap their adversary’s soul after death, stopping them from being
freed so easily.

Yue Wuhuan’s breathing began to race once again. “Why?”

“He’s your hatred and the source of your pain,” Song Qingshi considered
his words for a long time and slowly explained, “I can be very obtuse and |
can’t always understand other people’s intentions. [’m giving you this to
vent your hatred. You can torment him however way you want. If there
comes a day when you want to let go of your pain and hatred, just smash
this lamp and I will know what you intend...”

Yue Wuhuan said dazedly, “What I intend?”



Song Qingshi smiled and said, “To break off the shackles of the past and
have the best life.”

Yue Wuhuan looked longingly at his smile and tightly grasped the soul
lamp in his hand. He only felt that he would never be able to let go of this
hatred his entire lifetime.

Song Qingshi was embarrassed and said, “Jin Feiren should also be killed
but his cultivation level is similar to mine. It is rumored that there are Fen
Shen cultivators behind Golden Phoenix Manor. I’m not certain that...” He
has calculated many times, but Jin Feiren was rich and powerful;
everywhere he goes, he would have attendants crowding around. He had
countless magical weapons on his person. Although a sneak attack using
poison could be employed, the success rate was very low. He was not afraid
of his own death. What he was afraid of was that the Medicine King’s
Valley would fall into the hands of Golden Phoenix Villa after his death and
Yue Wuhuan would be brought back to the devil’s lair.

“Don’t try to take on Jin Feiren!” Yue Wuhuan grabbed him and said
anxiously, “I have seen with my own eyes. There are indeed Fen Shen
cultivators in Golden Phoenix Manor and there are three of them. Jin Feiren
has on him a talisman that gives him poison resistance and it can restrain
you. Master killing Xie Que for me was already enough to assuage my
hatred. Don’t take any risks.”

“En,” Song Qingshi casually poked the soul in the soul lamp, increasing his
pain. “If you’re feeling unhappy then you can play with this and bully him.
A tool to help you decompress.”

Yue Wuhuan smiled and glanced at the soul lamp. He said softly, “Okay.”

He liked this gift a lot. He will take good care of this lamp; look after it day
after day so that it will not be damaged in the slightest.

Song Qingshi scratched his head, embarrassed. “The last gift is a bit
simple.”



“I’'m already very satisfied.” Yue Wuhuan looked at him with a smile and
couldn’t think of what else he needed.

Song Qingshi carefully took out an old wooden box engraved with a bird
pattern and placed it in front of him.

Yue Wuhuan was stunned. He tremblingly stretched out his hand and took
the wooden box...

When he was a child, he dreamt of collecting the most beautiful gems and
stones in the world.

This wooden box was made by his brother when he was six years old. It
contained gems given by his parents and brother, as well as beautiful stones
after he came to the immortal realm. He collected a box full of them. Afraid
of being made fun of as being childish, he didn’t dare let anyone know.
Later, he was sold to the Golden Phoenix Manor and he lost everything. The
wooden box also disappeared. He sunk into hell every day and he had
already forgotten all his likes and preferences a long time ago.

He never thought that he would ever be able to see this wooden box again
in his life...

Yue Wuhuan gently stroked the clumsy carving on the wooden box and
opened the lid.

The wooden box was filled with a box of gems and stones, including pearls,
sapphires, rubies, diamonds... and the beautiful stones that he had picked
up on the mountain or by the river. He picked up these beautiful gems one
by one and placed them down one by one. Finally, he placed a white round
pebbles in his hand and examined it carefully.

“I don’t have any money.” Song Qingshi was ashamed of the poverty of the
Medicine King’s Valley, “I saw a lot of gems from the immortal realm in
the city. They were very beautiful but they’re too expensive for me to buy...
so | only bought these mortal world gems. Somehow I managed to put
together a box. I will definitely give you better-looking ones in the
future...”



He was feeling a little guilty. He felt that these gems were not worthy Yue
Wuhuan’s beauty. He should have bought flame stone or blood jade.

However, the money he had grabbed from Xie Que was used to pay the bills
from Night Rain Pavilion and Heaven Craft Pavilion. He didn’t have much
pocket money left, so he took out all of it and still only managed to buy
these...

Song Qingshi said, stumblingly, “I’m sorry, when I make money, I’ll buy
you better ones.”

“I already have the best.” Yue Wuhuan suddenly stretched out his hand,
took him into his arms and hugged him tightly.

He recognized that this white pebble came from the river in Ruoxu Peak. Its
surface was still slightly damp which meant that it was put in recently. Such
a spotlessly white, smooth and round stone was not easy to find. There was
still a little bit of mud at the corner of his Master’s clothes. It must have
taken him a long, long time standing in the water to find it. The “Emotion
Locking Gu” wriggled and struggled around his neck, frantically absorbing
his emotions. He laid a sincere kiss on Song Qingshi’s forehead. In
ambiguous words that the other would not be able to understand, he said
words of the love he could not declare, “I want to give it to you, give it all
to you...”

My first gift, I would like to give you my body...
My second gift, I would like to give you my soul...
My third gift, I would like to give you my heart...
I am yours, and will always be yours...

Song Qingshi counted down the time. He raised his hand and countless
tongues of Red Lotus Fire bloomed in the air, layer upon layer, overlapping
each other. Like brilliant fireworks, they illuminated the entire valley, as



though it constituted the most gorgeous celebration. Standing under the
fireworks, he raised his head with a smile and wholeheartedly gave the most
beautiful blessing.

“Wuhuan, happy birthday.”



Chapter 31: Heaven Questions Foundation Building
The first birthday celebration had been too rushed.

Song Qingshi was embarrassed. When he used to celebrate his birthday
before, he used to hold a grand family party at home. Three-tier birthday
cakes, chocolate desserts air transported from abroad and gifts piled up like
a mountain. His older sister especially liked to give him tons of gifts every
time; gifts ranging from computers and designer clothes to medical
instruments. His mother held special concerts for him every year and his
father liked to donate to charity in his name. His father had even donated a
laboratory building to the school in his name as a birthday gift. The chef at
home would make him longevity noodles, the housekeeper would give him
dolls she had made herself and the servants would draw cute greeting cards
for him, wishing him well. Even during the last year, when he’d been bed-
ridden in the hospital, his birthday celebration was a hundred times better
than Yue Wuhuan’s was now.

No cakes, no food, no greeting cards, no expensive gifts...

Using the Quintessence of All Souls to remove the Acacia Seal was a matter
they had already discussed early on. Xie Que’s soul was ugly and
disgusting. It wasn’t worthy of being a gift. The wooden box was also
originally Wuhuan’s, he just added some gems in it. Mortal gems were not
considered valuable in the immortal realm. They can only be regarded as
children’s toys.

Song Qingshi was feeling guiltier the more he thought about it so he
hurriedly set off a few more fireworks into the sky, trying to create a more
birthday party-like atmosphere. He then took out a big...shoutao from the
mustard seed bag.

“They say this is what you eat for birthdays.” Song Qingshi lowered his
head in shame, his voice getting smaller and smaller. He went to pastry
shops in several cities before he knew that there was nothing like cakes in
the immortal realm and it was too late to order them. The owner of the
pastry shop saw that he was a Nascent Soul cultivator and didn’t dare to



refuse his unreasonable request. He recommended this birthday shoutao,
saying it was for birthdays and its symbolism was similar to that of cakes.

He also hadn’t found any suitable birthday candles and so he simply lit a
small red lotus on it using his alchemical fire. He then handed it to Yue
Wuhuan, saying, “Make a wish and then blow out the flame on it. Then
your wish will come true.”

Yue Wuhuan has never heard of such a custom. He smiled and accepted the
shoutao. “It can really come true?”

“It can.” Song Qingshi replied firmly. This was because his parents taught
him to make wishes since he was a child. He has made a wish every year
that he could have a healthy body. The result was a bit different from what
he originally imagined but he miraculously came to this world and got a
new start to life. In any case, his wish has been fulfilled.

Seeing his insistence, Yue Wuhuan closed his eyes obediently. “I hope to
also celebrate my birthday with Master next year.”

“Wishes mustn’t be said aloud. It must be said silently in your heart,” Song
Qingshi realized that he had forgotten to tell him this important rule and
quickly stopped him. “You can make a new one.”

If you don’t need to say it aloud, that makes things a lot easier...

Yue Wuhuan smiled and silently made an impossible wish. He then gently
blew out the red lotus on the birthday shoutao.

Song Qingshi quickly extinguished the flame the moment it flickered.
He wanted to help Yue Wuhuan realize all of his wishes...

“This year’s birthday party is too simple,” Song Qingshi promised
earnestly, “Next year I’ll make a grander one for you. I’ll study how to bake
a cake. I’ll make a big birthday cake with white cream and write your name
with jam. I’ll also buy you more beautiful gems as gifts and set off real
fireworks...”



Yue Wuhuan watched him for a long time and tentatively asked, “Will you
be with me every year?”

Song Qingshi didn’t hesitate. “I’ll be with you year after year!”

Yue Wuhuan has long established that Song Qingshi doesn’t like to lie. He
means to keep every word he says so this promise meant that he could stay
in Medicine King’s Valley forever. He could stay by his side and become
his most important person step by step. Ecstasy spread in his heart, covering
the dark shadows. The corners of his lips couldn’t help but curl up. He
hadn’t been so happy in years.

He seemed to have returned to the happy times when he was a child and he
couldn’t stop laughing.

Song Qingshi’s heart moved and he remembered what Qing Luan had said:

[Wuhuan Ge was most beautiful when he smiled. It was like rays of
brilliance from the sky fell on him. He was so dazzling, no one could look
away. ]

Turns out to be true. He smiles so beautifully...

Even if you add up all the stars in the sky together, it couldn’t take away the
slightest of his brilliance.

He couldn’t look away...

The phenethylamine in his body was increasing and he was losing the
ability to think calmly, resulting in a rapid heartbeat and a bit of heat on his
face. What was this? These were not feelings that a doctor should have
towards a patient. Song Qingshi took a deep calming breath, trying to
steady his breathing and adjust his emotions. Suddenly... he felt the
Nascent Soul he had cultivated in his body suddenly move. His spiritual
power began to grow chaotic and his Dantian was a little uncomfortable.

It seemed like this body had some sort of hidden disease?



Song Qingshi resisted the discomfort. He controlled his emotions and
forcibly suppressed his Nascent Soul’s abnormal movements, temporarily
calming his breathing. He found that after the Acacia Seal was lifted, Yue
Wuhuan was more mentally relaxed and the spiritual power in his meridians
was flowing like crazy. There were signs that he was going to break through
to Foundation Building. He quickly gave him a pill to help him meditate
and adjust his breathing.

Building a foundation wasn’t difficult for Yue Wuhuan.
Song Qingshi stood by, checking his body while waiting for his results.

It took him more than an hour to thoroughly check himself inside and out.
After eliminating the influence of various poison, he still couldn’t find the
reason for Nascent Soul’s abnormal movements. He was deeply troubled.

At this time, Yue Wuhuan opened his eyes. He had reached Foundation
Building. The heavens and humans reacted and his heart moved. He slowly
looked towards the sky and guardedly drew out his long sword.

Song Qingshi realized belatedly that something was strange. He looked up
and found that the sky had changed its appearance without him noticing.
The rolling black clouds had obscured the stars and a vortex of thunder and
lightning was formed in the clouds. He couldn’t believe his eyes. “This
is...?”

To cultivate to immortality was to go against the Heavens.

The Lightning Tribulation was a test of life and death sent by the Heavens
for cultivators. It was also an opportunity to stabilize your cultivation base
and temper your physical body.

Song Qingshi had undergone this test when he formed him Golden Core
and he gave birth to his Nascent Soul. He was no stranger to this, but...
needing to pass the Lightning Tribulations during Foundation Building was
unheard of in the immortal realm! Foundation Building was just the first
step into the immortal gate and this was a stage that was reached by almost



all cultivators. What need was there for a Lightning Tribulation test? The
Heavens must have gotten it wrong, right?!

Yue Wuhuan had never encountered such a thing the first time he built his
foundation so he hadn’t prepared any equipment to pass the tribulation.

The first strike of lightning fell. Its intensity was comparable to that of tests
at Core Formation.

Yue Wuhuan held the sword to welcome it. The long sword pierced without
hesitation and the cry of a phoenix reverberated in the air. The sword light
intertwined with the lightning and unexpectedly broke up the momentum of
the incoming strike. He then guided it to him own body and used his body
that had just attained Foundation Building to resist its force. A thin stream
of blood 0ozed out from the corner of his mouth. He looked at the still
seething thunderclouds overhead and his eyes were filled with hatred.

These were not ordinary Tribulation Clouds. This was Heaven’s malice
towards him.

The second lightning strike fell and the intensity was even stronger.

Song Qingshi desperately took out all the magical pills and defensive
weapons in the mustard seed bag and threw them all to Yue Wuhuan,
hoping that this can hinder the lightning. The Immortal Refining Elixir can
temporarily increase your cultivation base, the Heart Protection Pill can
protect the heart and the Body Refining Pill can quickly repair the body...
Regardless of the value, regardless of whether it was part of his collection
or not, at this moment, none of that mattered...

Yue Wuhuan quickly set up a defensive array and with the help of the magic
weapons, he greeted Heaven’s lightning.

The third lightning strike...
The fourth lightning strike...

The fifth lightning strike...



The sixth lightning strike...
Unexpectedly, this was actually a Nine Lightning Tribulation...

As lightning struck one after another, Yue Wuhuan’s long sword shattered,
all the magical weapons have been destroyed and only the medicine and the
formation were left to help him suffer through this ordeal. His body was
already so badly injured by the lightning, but he gave a crazed smile at the
Heavens. “If you want to ruin me then come on! If you want to destroy me
then come! I’m right here!”

Song Qingshi’s Nascent Soul began to shift frantically. The pain made him
gasp but his eyes didn’t dare to move even a fraction away from Yue
Wuhuan.

The seventh lightning strike...
The eighth lightning strike...

All the formations have been destroyed. Yue Wuhuan fell to the ground
once again, his entire body covered in blood. And yet, ever staunch, he still
wanted to get up and continue to fight. However, the Tribulation Cloud in
the sky became even stronger, furious lightning rolled in the clouds,
converging into a Lightning Tribulation matching the ferocity of that which
was for a Nascent Soul breakthrough. Yue Wuhuan finally realized that with
this Lightning Tribulation, the Heavens never intended to give him even the
slightest chance of survival...

He must die today.

“Why?” Yue Wuhuan looked at the lightning in the sky and muttered to
himself, “In your eyes, am I not even worthy of living?”

A Foundation Building cultivation base, no matter how hard he struggled,
there was no way he can resist the strongest strike of a Nascent Soul’s
Tribulation.



The intensity of this Lightning Tribulation has already destroyed the laws of
heaven and earth. It surpassed all others of its kind before and since.

Yue Wuhuan suddenly understood everything, he smiled and asked the
thundercloud in the sky.

“This Lightning Tribulation that does not hesitate to break the laws of
Heaven, this is not hatred...”

“You have a reason why you must kill me during the Foundation Building
period.”

“Haha, are you afraid of me?”

Heaven flew into a rage from shame and roared down furious lightning.

Yue Wuhuan used his last strength to prop up his body. He looked at the
lightning with bitter resentment, waiting for the arrival of death. Looking
back on his whole life, he didn’t know what he had done wrong to deserve
being targeted repeatedly by Heaven. Not only did they destroy everything,
but even his life would not be spared. He finally crawled out of hell and got
a little bit of warmth and he was going to be deprived of it in the blink of an
eye.

He was not afraid of death...
He just regrets that he can’t spend his birthday with his master next year...

Suddenly, there were two red and black flame lotus flowers blooming in the
air. It was Song Qingshi who flew into the air and blocked the Ligthning
Tribulation with his Life Artifact. He had long realized that there was
something not right about this Lightning Tribulation. It was not that he
didn’t want to make his move in advance, but if a Nascent Soul cultivator
were to intervene in the Lightning Tribulation, it will make the tribulation
stronger and in addition, Yue Wuhuan would lose the opportunities and



benefits brought by it. And so he could only wait painfully until the final
blow, when the lightning has taken shape, to intervene.

However, he never expected that the final lightning strike would turn out to
have the intensity of a Nascent Soul’s Lightning Tribulation, maybe even
stronger.

The two lotus flowers were torn into pieces. His magical artifacts were
already used up.

He can only block this lightning with his body...

The vestment made of ice silk were set ablaze. His Nascent Soul was
severely injured and he lost all sensation on the burned left half of his body.
Consciousness slipping away, he fell feebly from the sky, like a very light
leaf, floating into Yue Wuhuan’s arms.

The laws of heaven and earth once again took shape and Tribulation Clouds
unwillingly dispersed.

Yue Wuhuan desperately held the person in his arms. No! This is not the
ending he wants!

The Emotion Locking Gu couldn’t control the emotional collapse and his
breathing began to turn disordered.

Song Qingshi realized something was wrong. He struggled, exhausting the
last of his strength. He wanted to make a sound from his burnt throat,
“Don’t, don’t be sad...”

Wuhuan, did you hear that?



Chapter 32: The Promise of his Life

For doctors, the most important thing was to remain calm, especially when
faced with a patient in complex, critical and urgent condition.

The Tribulation Clouds have dissipated, countless stars once again filled the
entire sky.

Saving him was a race against time. There was no time for him to
agonize...

Yue Wuhuan carefully picked up Song Qingshi. He secretly rushed back to
Medicine King’s Valley.

He first took out the Golden Lily Heart Guard Pill from the treasure house’s
collection and gave it to Song Qingshi to stabilize his heart and life. Then
Song Qingshi was quietly transferred to the secret room he used for closed
door cultivation. This closed room was located underground below the
bedroom. It was piled with some unfinished ancient books and a small
abandoned medicinal spring bath. The medicinal spring has the effect of
warming the body.

Song Qingshi used to take a bath here, but later he found the bath to be too
small, so he rebuilt a larger bathroom outside his room. He then abandoned
this place. Yue Wuhuan accidentally discovered it while helping him clean.
Because he hadn’t used it for hundreds of years, no one in the Medicine
King’s Valley knew about this secret ro