Mythical 201

Chapter 201: Our Four Directions

In truth, Xi Zhicai had always wanted Guo Jia's mental ability, but Guo Jia's ability was unique and
impossible for Xi Zhicai to replicate. Although he couldn't use it, Xi Zhicai was able to understand Guo
Jia's ability through his own talent. In this sense, Xi Zhicai's ability had an additional feature beyond
copying others' abilities—it allowed him to gain insight into others' mental abilities.

Due to the constraints of his own mental ability, Xi Zhicai could only copy three abilities at a time, but
after ten days, he could swap one out for another. Over time, he might know more about others'
abilities than they knew about themselves. After all, those with mental abilities were among the top
strategists and intellectuals in the world, giving Xi Zhicai a significant advantage. When necessary, he
could even act as a detector for others' abilities.

As for Guo Jia's mental ability, it was the only one Xi Zhicai had encountered that he could replicate but
not use. If using others' abilities sometimes felt off, using Guo Jia's ability felt outright dangerous to Xi
Zhicai.

Xi Zhicai named Guo lJia's ability "Curse of Speech." The activation conditions were extremely stringent,
but its effect was terrifying enough to make Xi Zhicai wary. Essentially, when the probability of an event
occurring was 50%, Guo Jia's choice would influence the outcome.

In practical terms, this meant that during a battle where the outcome was uncertain and both sides had
equal chances of victory, Guo Jia's judgment could tip the scales.

For example, after the Jiangdong clans had been devastated by Sun Ce, their chances of seeking revenge
were 50%, and their chances of killing Sun Ce were also 50%. Guo Jia judged that Sun Ce should die, and
thus, Sun Ce met his end. This ability was terrifyingly effective, though its activation conditions were so
restrictive that it could only be used in very specific circumstances. However, when it did activate, it
could resolve many troublesome issues.

What made it even more unsettling was that Guo Jia's ability didn't seem to directly influence people's
minds or cause anything irrational to happen. Instead, the outcomes occurred naturally, as a result of a
series of reasonable coincidences.



Because of this, Xi Zhicai was both envious and resentful of Guo Jia's mental ability. No matter how
difficult it was to activate, the ability was undeniably powerful. Xi Zhicai hadn't yet figured out how to
counter such a seemingly causality-driven talent.

From Xi Zhicai's perspective, since Guo Jia had chosen to serve Liu Bei, it was only a matter of time
before their masters clashed. If that happened, and if Guo Jia's ability triggered at a critical moment, it
could have disastrous consequences. Xi Zhicai had no doubt that Guo Jia hadn't fully understood his own
mental ability, but what if something unexpected happened?

Thinking back to the time when Guo Jia's ability was awakening and they had played a game of flipping
coins—winner gets to drink—Xi Zhicai often felt foolish for challenging Guo Jia in such a way.

Standing atop the city walls, Xi Zhicai couldn't help but reflect on how things had turned out. In
hindsight, keeping the truth about Guo Jia's ability to himself had been a wise decision.

Meanwhile, in Jiangxia, Sun Ce and Zhou Yu stood atop the city gate. Due to Yuan Shu's trust in Sun Ce,
the control of Jiangxia had effectively fallen into Sun Ce's hands. Sun Ce had even been granted the
power to appoint and dismiss officials. While this would have been an excellent opportunity to place his
own people in key positions, neither Sun Ce nor his loyal followers mentioned it. They were too proud to
bite the hand that fed them.

"Hmph, Liu Biao is really ungrateful!" Sun Ce sneered as he read the intelligence report. "And that Wang
Wei, he's lucky to have survived Lu Bu's wrath! Since they've dared to violate our borders, I'll make sure
Liu Biao suffers heavy losses!"

After speaking, Sun Ce turned to Zhou Yu. He had grown tired of thinking about military strategies and
political schemes. In his eyes, Zhou Yu could solve any problem, and he trusted him implicitly.

"We should meet them in battle. Have General Han defend Jiangxia. Our strongest force is our navy, and
whether on the Han River or the Yangtze River, we won't lose," Zhou Yu said with a smile. He didn't
underestimate Wang Wei and Wen Pin, but he was confident that no one could defeat him in a naval
battle.

"Alright!" Sun Ce's response was immediate, without a second thought. He knew all too well how
formidable Zhou Yu was in naval warfare.



Ever since Zhou Yu had commanded a weaker force to achieve seven victories in seven battles against
Huang Zu's forces on the Yangtze River, Sun Ce had been convinced that Zhou Yu was a genius. Although
Zhou Yu had little prior experience commanding a navy, after a few training exercises against Huang Zu,
he had been able to decisively defeat what was once considered the strongest navy in the land.

As for land battles, Sun Ce believed his own strength was more than enough to make the Jingzhou
troops regret ever provoking him. In fact, he dreamed of one day reaching Lu Bu's level of combat
prowess.

Unaware of the caliber of their opponents, Wang Wei and Wen Pin continued to march along the river,
planning to leverage their reputation among the people of Jingzhou to capture Jiangxia. Little did they
know that someone was already preparing to serve them up on a platter.

In eastern Qingzhou, a tall, lean man returned to the mountain stronghold, carrying a rabbit. Handing it
to the man sitting on the main seat, he said, "Yuan Shao, this is for you."

"Sigh, the stronghold has no more food. We should go borrow some," Pei Yuan Shao said, his eyes
turning red as he accepted the rabbit. He sighed again and looked at Zhou Cang. "A few days ago, Guan
Hai came to ask if we wanted to join him in borrowing some grain."

"Guan Hai!" Zhou Cang's eyes showed a hint of wariness. Of all the Yellow Turbans in Qingzhou, Guan
Hai was the most formidable. They had known each other since their early days serving the Great
Teacher, although Zhou Cang had been a personal guard while Guan Hai had been a leader of troops.

"What do you think we should do, Zhou?" Pei Yuan Shao asked. Although Zhou Cang was the stronger of
the two, Pei Yuan Shao led their troops.

Zhou Cang hesitated for a long time before finally sitting down heavily on the ground. "Let's surrender to
Liu Bei. At least Liu Bei honors the Great Teacher's principles. Even though the Great Teacher is gone, he
used his life to pave a path for us Yellow Turbans."

"And what about us? The ordinary Yellow Turbans are promised a pardon if they surrender. But what
about us?" Pei Yuan Shao asked, though he made no move to oppose Zhou Cang's decision. "Forget it.



Let's lead the brothers to safety. We'll go into hiding and live out our days quietly. After all, we're
nothing compared to the Great Teacher."

"The brothers can't even find enough to eat anymore. If not for our efforts to share what little we had,
they might have already fled to Liu Bei's territory. Let's go pay our respects to the Great Teacher's grave.
After that, we can surrender. If we die, we die," Zhou Cang said bitterly as he dusted off his clothes and
stood up.

"I'll gather the brothers. They've seen battle and are good soldiers. If they join Qingzhou's garrison, they
can still live a decent life," Pei Yuan Shao said with a wry smile. Since Zhou Cang had made his decision,
he would follow along. After all, Zhou Cang had saved his life. Accompanying Zhou Cang to the end
seemed like the least he could do.

With their men gathered, Pei Yuan Shao and Zhou Cang led them to a nameless grave marker, where
they solemnly placed incense.

This was a memorial they had erected after hearing of the Great Teacher's self-sacrifice. Since they
didn't know how to write and couldn't afford a proper stonecutter, they had simply placed an unmarked
stone as a monument. Every so often, they would offer incense to honor the spirit of the Great Teacher.

Chen Xi had no idea that similar rituals were being conducted by Yellow Turbans across Qingzhou and
Taishan. Although the Yellow Turbans might not remember what Zang Ba looked like, they knew that
the life they now led was thanks to his sacrifice. Thus, they had erected memorials in his honor, and
even Guan Hai, who harbored a deep hatred for the government, had offered incense.

While Zang Ba was long gone, his memory lived on as a kind of spiritual belief among the former Yellow
Turbans who had transitioned into ordinary life. He had become a symbol of virtue, courage, and self-
sacrifice, supplanting the original rebellious faith in the Great Teacher, Zhang Jue. Unlike Zhang Jue's
revolutionary doctrine, Zang Ba's image was one of righteousness, making him a more positive and
unifying figure.

If someone were to build a temple for Zang Ba one day, Chen Xi might very well turn a blind eye. After
all, religious beliefs and sects were bound to emerge eventually, and it was better to foster a belief in
someone like Zang Ba—a pure hero who had sacrificed himself for the greater good—than to allow
more destructive ideologies to take root.



Unaware of this development, Chen Xi spent most of his time focused on governing and rarely ventured
beyond the capital city of Fenggao. As a result, the small-scale veneration of Zang Ba went unnoticed by
him. After all, those overseeing the administration saw no harm in allowing such practices and thus did
not report them.

In this era, where values like filial piety and loyalty were paramount, a figure like Zang Ba was held in
high regard. Even those like Huangfu Song and Li Ju, known for their harshness towards the Yellow
Turbans, would have granted Zang Ba an honorable burial had they known the full extent of his sacrifice.

To be a hero meant deserving a hero's treatment. This was the prevailing sentiment of the time. Zang
Ba's actions had earned him the respect of those who once doubted him, and his legacy had become a
source of pride for the former Yellow Turbans.

After offering their respects, Pei Yuan Shao and Zhou Cang rallied their men. Though their forces were
small, numbering just over a thousand, their decision to surrender to Liu Bei marked a significant shift. It
was a sign that even the most loyal followers of Zhang Jue were beginning to place their trust in Liu Bei.

In Fenggao, a new round of construction had begun. While the capital itself focused on building
structures, other parts of Qingzhou saw efforts concentrated on infrastructure—repairing roads, digging
wells, fortifying riverbanks, and building bridges.

As usual, Chen Xi sat in the government office, sipping tea. News from Mi Zhu indicated that he was on
his way back, traveling along the Yangtze River. Although he had encountered a naval battle between
Sun Ce and Wen Pin, Zhou Yu had merely charged him a ten percent toll and let him pass. At this point,
Mi Zhu was likely either in Yuzhou or Xuzhou, and it would be about ten days before he returned.

As for the plan to bring the Wu family into the merchants' alliance, it had fallen through. Wu Yi had
insisted on being made the leader of the alliance, which Mi Zhu couldn't agree to. Despite his
negotiations, Wu Yi wouldn't budge, so Mi Zhu had no choice but to abandon the effort.

Mi Zhu had originally thought he could persuade Wu Yi to join by offering a position as deputy leader
and other incentives. Given the influence of the Wu family, adding them to the alliance would have been
a major boost. However, when he received letters from Lu Su, Liu Ye, Jia Xu, Li You, Fa Zheng, Jian Yong,
Liu Yan, and Sun Qian, all urging him to return to Taishan, he decided to leave.



The letters had all conveyed the same message: "Hurry back to Taishan. Chen Xi has a new plan, and the
Zhen family is already there. If you don't return soon, the benefits will go to them."

After considering this for a brief moment, Mi Zhu went to the Wu family and made his final offer. He
explained that he had urgent matters to attend to and would be leaving that day, hoping to reach an
agreement before he departed. When Wu Yi brushed it off as a negotiation tactic, Mi Zhu left
immediately.

Chen Xi's promise of lucrative opportunities was no small matter to Mi Zhu, who had come to
understand that when Chen Xi talked about making money, it often involved vast sums. If Chen Xi
mentioned a major opportunity, it was likely that Wu Yi's involvement was considered minor in
comparison.

Of course, the fact that the Zhen family was already in Taishan played a role in Mi Zhu's decision. He
feared that if he delayed, Chen Xi might shift the benefits to the Zhen family. Given this concern, Mi Zhu
decided that returning to Taishan was the safest move. As for the Wu family, they would have to be left
behind. If he couldn't secure their involvement, he could always try to bring the Zhen family into the
alliance instead.

In the world of commerce, there were no permanent enemies, only permanent interests. Mi Zhu
believed that Zhang Shi would be easier to negotiate with and, being closer, more accessible. If he could
successfully bring the Zhen family into the alliance, it would still be a significant gain. As for the Wu
family, he figured it was fate—sometimes you just had to accept what was.

After receiving news of Mi Zhu's imminent return, Chen Xi felt more at ease. As long as the delay wasn't
too long, he was willing to wait. Handing over control to the Zhen family, however, was never a serious
consideration. After all, this wasn't just about money—it was about security.

Control over one's own resources was crucial, and trusting others with it, even allies, was never ideal.
Although Mi Zhu had legitimate reasons for his absence, Chen Xi wouldn't have entrusted such power to
the Zhen family. While the Zhen family might have intentions of aligning with Liu Bei, they were still a
powerful clan. Giving them control over Liu Bei's financial resources would only invite trouble.

Even if Mi Zhu hadn't returned, Chen Xi wouldn't have handed over the reins to the Zhen family. Public
and private matters needed to be kept separate, and this time, the Zhen family wasn't in a desperate
enough situation to be entirely at his mercy.



If he had given them control, they would have had every reason to leverage that power against Liu Bei,
expanding their own influence in the process. Given this, if Mi Zhu hadn't returned, Chen Xi would have
taken charge himself. Although he lacked Mi Zhu's experience and connections, time and effort would
eventually earn him the respect and cooperation of others.

However, Chen Xi was fully aware that it was best for him not to get involved personally. While Liu Bei
might not mind, Chen Xi didn't want to risk getting caught up in unnecessary complications. After all, Liu
Bei had shown him great trust and had given him significant autonomy. It wouldn't do for him to
become too greedy and start overstepping his bounds.

This was why, despite having the authority to oversee all of Liu Bei's officials, Chen Xi chose not to
interfere. He preferred to delegate tasks to others, only involving himself in matters that truly interested
him. His role was wide-ranging, touching on military, administrative, commercial, and agricultural affairs,
yet he didn't take direct control of anything. Instead, he let others handle the details while he focused
on broader strategies and planning.

For now, Chen Xi was content to sip his tea in the government office. Although the new tax laws had
been largely settled with Man Chong, there were still plenty of details to work out. Chen Xi had replaced
many harsh penalties with labor reform, turning most forms of punishment into labor sentences.

Naturally, Man Chong wasn't pleased with this approach. He could accept labor sentences for minor
crimes, but for more serious offenses, like accidental manslaughter, reducing the punishment to labor
seemed too lenient. This led to a heated debate between the two, with Man Chong ultimately choosing
to reserve his judgment.

Chen Xi had made a strong argument: in an era where human lives were so valuable, it made more
sense to put offenders to work rather than executing them. After all, dead people couldn't contribute to
society. In this time of population shortage, keeping people alive, even as laborers, was more beneficial.
Besides, it allowed Liu Bei to maintain his image as a benevolent ruler.

As for the tax laws, the agricultural tax remained non-negotiable. Zhao Yun, with his spear in hand,
strictly enforced a cap of thirty percent. Any attempt to exceed that limit would be met with swift
retribution. Zhao Yun, ever the straightforward man, had consolidated all miscellaneous taxes into the
agricultural tax, ensuring it wouldn't exceed forty percent. His clear stance on the matter set the tone
for the new policy.



Once agriculture was addressed, Zhao Yun turned a blind eye to other forms of taxation. Whether
merchants were overtaxed or under-taxed was no concern of his. However, Chen Xi's final tax plan left
many officials scratching their heads. The taxes seemed too low, especially with no tolls for entering
cities. How was the government supposed to sustain itself if merchants kept all their profits?

To Lu Su and others, the new transaction tax seemed unsustainable. It wouldn't generate enough
revenue to support Fenggao. Even with the luxury tax that charged fifteen times the normal rate, the
lack of entry taxes seemed unreasonable.

Chapter 202: What Failure Can Liu Xuande, Who Started from Scratch, Not Endure?

Everyone rejected the proposal. How was this going to work? This was the first time Chen Xi had wanted
to attempt something on a large scale, and it was already being met with resistance. Moreover, as the
first to propose such a change, he had no examples to persuade others. As for lofty goals, did he really
think that people like Jia Xu could be easily swayed?

Bang! Chen Xi slapped the table in frustration. "I believe | have the authority to override your decisions,

don't I?" he glared at the people before him. Now he understood why those who pushed for reforms in

ancient times often had to resort to extreme measures. He was only making a small adjustment, yet this
group was already trying to dissuade him due to potential issues.

"Zichuan, there's no need for that. Fenggao, and all of Taishan and Qingzhou, are developing very well.
There's no need to take such a risky approach!" Lu Su, a stabilizing presence and a good-natured person,
was the first to stand up and try to calm Chen Xi. After all, Taishan and Qingzhou's current situation was
indeed very favorable, and there was no need to take unnecessary risks. What if things went wrong?

Chen Xi felt a momentary loss for words, then glared at everyone. "The development of Taishan and
Qingzhou is indeed progressing smoothly, and it's because of this advantage that we're able to keep
other warlords at bay. But let me ask you this—who's the strongest power in the land right now? It's us!
The only reason we're not dominating is that we're spread too thin! If we were willing to sacrifice our
foundation, we could severely damage any warlord!"

"Yes, yes, we are indeed the strongest among the warlords. And we've shown our strength when
necessary, which is why the other warlords are wary of provoking us. So why can't we just continue
developing steadily?" Liu Ye propped his head on his hand. Liu Bei's situation was currently very
favorable. As long as they steadily absorbed Qingzhou and avoided any major setbacks, they were
guaranteed to become the most powerful faction. Why take risks that could weaken them? It wasn't
worth it.



"I am developing steadily. But with our current pace, how much progress do you think we'll make by
next year after consolidating our position in Qingzhou? Sure, we'll be stronger than we are now, but
what about Yuan Benchu? What about Yuan Gonglu? What about Cao Mengde?" Chen Xi retorted
angrily, feeling cornered by the overwhelming opposition.

"Zichuan has a point. We know that Cao Mengde is currently consolidating his forces in Chenliu,
Yingchuan, and Wancheng. By this time next year, he won't be much weaker than us. While we
consolidate Qingzhou, he'll likely have solidified his control over those areas. And Yuan Gonglu will also
stabilize his newly conquered territories. As for Yuan Benchu, his situation isn't looking too good," Jia Xu
admitted, acknowledging the validity of Chen Xi's concerns.

"And we all know that Cao Mengde is training his troops. He's not going all out against Yuan Gonglu, so
the actual losses on both sides are minimal. Moreover, the damage we've done to Yuzhou isn't that
significant. And the four counties Yuan Gonglu just acquired are prosperous lands! By this time next
year, Yuan Gonglu may not be weak at all. As for Yuan Benchu, his situation is indeed problematic," Jia
Xu listed a series of points to show that all the other factions were also developing, making it crucial to
consolidate their own advantages. Liu Ye twitched slightly, frustrated that the conversation wasn't going
as planned.

Seeing Liu Ye's reaction, Chen Xi smirked, but Jia Xu quickly shifted his stance, "Precisely because all
sides are developing, we can't afford to lose our current advantage." Chen Xi suddenly felt uneasy.

As expected, Jia Xu then sided with Liu Ye. "In this situation, stability is more important than taking risks.
We aren't in a dire enough situation to need risky strategies. By following our current course, we'll
maintain a solid lead over Cao Mengde. There's no need to try dangerous schemes. If we make a
mistake, we'll not only lose our current advantage but also damage the hard-won credibility of the
government."

Jia Xu's reasoning was flawless, leaving no room for Chen Xi to counter.

"Jia Wenhe!" Chen Xi gritted his teeth, glaring at Jia Xu.

"I'm sorry, but this matter concerns the welfare of the people. Personal ties have to take a backseat," Jia
Xu responded with a righteous tone.



"Should | praise you for your integrity?" Chen Xi asked, exasperated.

"Thank you for the compliment," Jia Xu replied calmly.

"You!" Chen Xi's anger deflated.

"Let's try a different approach. Our current advantage isn't enough for us to dominate all sides by next
year. If we let Cao Cao finish off Yuan Shu and solidify his position, will we be able to maintain our
current dominance as easily?" Chen Xi tried a different angle, realizing that the debate over the
transaction tax had no precedent, making it impossible to win over the others.

This time, everyone fell silent. It was clear that a fully consolidated Cao Cao would be a formidable
opponent. Jia Xu and Guo Jia had both judged Cao Cao to be more dangerous than Yuan Shao. And it
was likely that in Cao Cao's intelligence reports, Liu Bei was also seen as a rising star, more dangerous
than Yuan Shao.

"This isn't a reason to implement your risky plan," Guo Jia, unusually sober, tapped his fingers on the
table. "We can't abandon our current advantage. If your plan fails, we won't be able to withstand a
counterattack next year. However, we do need to think of ways to both consolidate and expand our
advantage."

"I actually think Zichuan's proposal is feasible," Fa Zheng weakly supported Chen Xi. But Fa Zheng's
words were ignored by everyone, as they had long decided to keep him on the sidelines until he reached
their expectations.

"Xiaozhi..." Chen Xi immediately forgot his earlier stance and latched onto Fa Zheng, his newfound
supporter. "Xiaozhi, I'll recommend you as Chancellor of Qi. A true man should be steadfast and follow
me!"

"Xiaozhi?" "Xiaozhi?" Both Jia Xu and Guo Jia turned to stare at the traitorous Fa Zheng, making him feel
immense pressure.



"Taishan's intelligence organization is far better than the position of Chancellor of Qi, hahaha..." It took
Fa Zheng less than three seconds to change sides, betraying Chen Xi once again. His lack of integrity left
Chen Xi seething.

"Well, it seems we're back to everyone against you," Lu Su patted Fa Zheng on the shoulder, reassuring
him that Jia Xu and Guo Jia wouldn't do anything to him. He then turned to face Chen Xi.

"Zizhong, what do you think of my new commercial law?" Chen Xi asked, his eyes blazing as he stared at
Mi Zhu.

Cough, cough, cough! Mi Zhu reluctantly stepped forward. He had been pulled into the government
office as soon as he returned, and within minutes, the debate over the new commercial law had
escalated to the point where Liu Ye almost came to blows with Chen Xi. Now he was being asked to
weigh in.

Sure enough, Liu Ye, Jian Yong, and Lu Su all stepped aside, leaving Mi Zhu in the spotlight. Even Fa
Zheng stared at him blankly, still reeling from his earlier betrayal. Fa Zheng was determined to prove
himself, even if he had been relegated to a minor role for now.

Mi Zhu knew he couldn't support the new law. As a businessman, he understood the benefits it offered,
but as a member of Liu Bei's administration, he recognized the harm it could do to their leader's
interests. And anything that hurt Liu Bei's interests would hurt everyone's interests. Therefore, this law
couldn't be allowed to pass.

For Mi Zhu, money was no longer the most important thing. Being an official held more promise than
being a businessman. In Mi Zhu's eyes, Liu Xuande was someone who could ascend to the top. If his
sister, Mi Zhen, wasn't of humble origin and unable to become Liu Bei's legitimate wife, Mi Zhu would
have considered marrying her off to Liu Bei. After all, Liu Bei was only thirty years old.

For this reason, Mi Zhu was adamant about not supporting the new law. If sacrificing some of his profits
could make Liu Bei stronger, Mi Zhu estimated that he wouldn't mind throwing away several billion
coins. It was like buying a government position, something that had been out of his reach before. Now,
investing in Liu Bei's strength felt like a worthwhile trade.



As for Chen Xi's new commercial law, which allowed him to make money while weakening Liu Bei, it
could go to hell. What was more important, money or power? What was more important, money or a
solid backer? Mi Zhu, driven by a merchant's instincts, understood this very clearly. Therefore, he was
more resolute than anyone else in rejecting this harmful law.

"Zichuan, there's no way | can approve this law. I've invested everything in our lord. | don't have the
abilities that you all possess. All | have is money and loyalty. If our lord fails, I'll follow him to the grave.
The only thing | can do is remain absolutely loyal. So, | can't approve any tax law that might harm our
lord's interests," Mi Zhu said bitterly, leaving no room for negotiation.

Mi Zhu's candid words struck a chord with everyone present. Unlike them, Mi Zhu's fate was tied to Liu
Bei's success. If Liu Bei were to fail, the best outcome for the Mi family would be to preserve a sliver of
its legacy.

"Sigh, | understand," Chen Xi sighed, realizing that the discussion couldn't continue. The others were
right to be cautious. Without a precedent, they had to carefully weigh the risks. Even though Chen Xi
knew the transaction tax was beneficial, he couldn't provide an irrefutable explanation.

"Zichuan, if we ever reach a point where we can completely dominate the other factions, we can revisit
this law. For now, please set it aside. Given the current situation, it's just too risky," Lu Su said with a
sigh, noticing Chen Xi's low spirits.

Chen Xi forced a bitter smile and waved his hand. "You all go on with your duties. Let me think this
over."

Everyone understood that Chen Xi was feeling down, so they quietly left the room, leaving him alone in
the government office to reflect on everything.

Chen Xi knew that if the transaction tax wasn't implemented now, it would never be possible in the
future. Lu Su's suggestion that it could be revisited when they had full control was just an excuse. In
reality, the situation would be even more precarious by then. A slight misstep when they were at the top
could provoke a backlash. At that point, stability would be even more critical. If they couldn't pass it
now, how could they pass it later?



As for trying to implement it during a time of peace, that would be even harder. By then, any proposal
would face stiff resistance from all sides. Any attempt to reform would be seen as a political move, and
once it became entangled in factional struggles, there would be no hope for it.

Propping his head on his hand, Chen Xi sipped his tea, his eyes gradually hardening with resolve. If he
knew for sure that his plan was correct, why should he back down? If he yielded now, there would
always be a next time. It's one thing to admit a mistake, but this was a tried-and-true strategy. If it was
right, then it had to be done. If everyone opposed it, then he'd just have to prove that he was stronger
and wiser than they were!

With that thought, Chen Xi set down his teacup, a cold smile forming on his lips. In Taishan, everyone's
opinions could be ignored—except for one person. That person was Liu Bei. Although Liu Bei often
played the role of a figurehead, in truth, he held real power. There were things Chen Xi couldn't do, but
that didn't mean Liu Bei couldn't.

Chen Xi was determined. He refused to believe that Liu Bei had already been corrupted by wealth and
comfort, losing his drive. Someone like Liu Bei, who had built everything from scratch, wouldn't lack the
courage!

Click! Chen Xi pushed open the door and entered. Xu Chu was standing not far from the main entrance.

"My lord is in his bedroom," Xu Chu said, his expression slightly awkward, and his voice unusually loud.

Chen Xi rubbed his ears, puzzled. What was wrong with Xu Chu today? Normally, he would stand there
like a stone statue, pretending not to notice anything.

The place Liu Bei was staying in was under construction, so he had temporarily moved to a location just
a few steps from Chen Xi's residence. Actually, his previous residence was also just a few steps from
Chen Xi's place. As long as Liu Bei didn't say otherwise, no one was allowed to enter, and Chen Xi could
come and go as he pleased. Normally, Xu Chu would act like a stone statue when he saw Guan Yu, Zhang
Fei, Zhao Yun, or Chen Xi visiting Liu Bei. Today, however, Xu Chu was acting strangely.

As for the residence under construction, Liu Bei had witnessed firsthand what it meant to burn money.
Even Zhang Shi had been overwhelmed by the building materials, and naturally, Liu Bei felt that it was a
bit excessive. However, Chen Xi had brushed him off, saying that it was just a matter of a few billion



coins. Liu Bei had nearly had a heart attack and immediately questioned why Chen Xi wasn't using that
money to help the people.

Chen Xi had been very pleased with Liu Bei's reaction. The fact that Liu Bei's first concern after
recovering from his near-heart attack was the well-being of the people showed that his righteousness
wasn't just for show.

Chen Xi's response at the time had left Liu Bei speechless. "l made some idle money last year from a
little side business, so | decided to use it to fund a library. There were some extra materials, so | thought
I'd use them to build something for you as well."

That explanation had left Zhang Shi starry-eyed. She knew that Chen Xi could make money, but this was
on another level. However, the accounts for Liu Bei's residence only showed two sources of funding:
labor and materials, totaling just a few million coins—far from the billions Chen Xi had mentioned.

In other words, Chen Xi's extravagance was entirely his own. No one could say anything if he wanted to
build something grand for himself.

In general, women were attracted to shiny things, and the materials Chen Xi had produced may have
had some quality issues, but they certainly sparkled. This naturally piqued Zhang Shi's interest. Liu Bei
may have found it excessive, but Zhang Shi was already daydreaming about having a similar place built
for herself, even though it would be costly...

Liu Bei had reprimanded Chen Xi for being too extravagant, but after hearing from Chen Xi that the
money involved was negligible and confirming this with Li You, Liu Bei had let the matter drop.

If it were truly billions of coins, that money could have made a huge difference in Qingzhou and Taishan.
But a few million? That was just a drop in the bucket.

Pushing open the door, Chen Xi saw that Liu Bei was alone in his bedroom, reading a book.

"Hmm..." Chen Xi tilted his head, puzzled. Why was Liu Bei reading in the bedroom and not in the study?
And why did the incense in the room smell different today?



"Zichuan, it's rare to see you here unless | invite you for a meal," Liu Bei said with a smile after turning a
page in his book. However, Chen Xi couldn't shake the feeling that Liu Bei's smile was a bit forced today.

But Chen Xi had more pressing matters on his mind, so he ignored the details. "Lord, | have a favor to
ask!"

"Sure, Zichuan. If there's anything in the house you like, feel free to take it," Liu Bei replied generously.

..." Chen Xi stared at Liu Bei until he felt a bit embarrassed. Only then did he speak, "I have a plan that
could make your territory so wealthy that one county could rival an entire province. But this method has
never been used before, so Zijing and the others are too cautious to approve it."

Liu Bei's expression twitched. Whenever Chen Xi opened his mouth, it was always something big. But a
single county richer than a province?

Suppressing his other thoughts, Liu Bei focused and calmly said, "Zichuan, tell me about your plan. | trust
you wouldn't deceive me, but Wenhe and the others are also brilliant minds. How could you all fail to
reach an agreement?"

Chen Xi took a deep breath, set aside all his strategies for dealing with others, and directly explained the
concept of the transaction tax to Liu Bei.

"We had a disagreement over the commercial law. Please sit, and I'll explain all my thoughts to you. | ask
that you judge for yourself," Chen Xi said calmly, his mind clear and focused as he looked at Liu Bei.

Liu Bei nodded slightly. "Zichuan, go ahead."

Chen Xi rarely spoke with such seriousness. Most of the time, Liu Bei saw him as somewhat carefree. But
when Chen Xi got serious, Liu Bei knew he was in his element. It reminded Liu Bei of the time Chen Xi
had devised the plan that had led them to where they were now. In Liu Bei's eyes, a focused Chen Xi was
the most formidable strategist in the world.



"My new commercial law abolishes taxes at checkpoints, customs duties at city gates, and various
miscellaneous taxes on merchants. Instead, it implements a transaction tax, meaning that taxes will only
be collected on transactions within your territory. Once merchants receive a tax certificate, they won't
have to pay any additional taxes when trading in other parts of Qingzhou..." Chen Xi calmly and simply
explained the transaction tax to Liu Bei, maintaining a level-headed demeanor.

"This commercial law seems to significantly harm our own interests," Liu Bei frowned.

"On the contrary, my lord. The city of Wancheng has been devastated by the wars between Cao Mengde
and Yuan Shu. As the commercial hub of the Central Plains, Wancheng has fallen into ruin. Meanwhile,
we hold the Merchant Alliance in our hands. By implementing this commercial law and keeping the
alliance's headquarters in Fenggao, we can turn Fenggao into the new commercial center of the world.
Your territory will become the commercial hub of the entire realm," Chen Xi said, his face showing a hint
of manic enthusiasm.

"A city's commerce will always pale in comparison to commerce that involves everyone. What I'm doing
is tying all the merchants of the land to your chariot! I'm transforming Fenggao into a market that
surpasses Wancheng as the commercial center of the world!" Chen Xi's crazed expression startled Liu
Bei.

Liu Bei didn't understand commerce, but what Chen Xi said made sense. Merchants pursued profit, and
Chen Xi's approach provided them with incentives. If enough merchants were drawn in, the plan could
work. Without knowledge of Jia Xu and the others' concerns, Liu Bei's thought process was simple.

"In that case, Zichuan, it seems your plan has no flaws," Liu Bei said, somewhat surprised. It all made
sense—if Fenggao became the market center of the world, a single county could indeed surpass an
entire province in wealth.

Chen Xi then explained the current situation and the concerns raised by Jia Xu and the others. As
expected, Liu Bei fell into deep thought.

After a long period of contemplation, Liu Bei looked up at Chen Xi. "Zichuan, are you confident that you
can achieve what you say?"

"Absolutely!" Chen Xi replied firmly, without any extra words. His confidence reassured Liu Bei.



"In that case, why should you care if others oppose you? Do what you believe is right. I've said it before:
all government affairs are in your hands, and you have the authority to make final decisions. | trust that
you'll handle them better than | could!" Liu Bei said, looking directly at Chen Xi, his words filled with
sincerity and trust that touched Chen Xi deeply.

"Thank you, my lord!" Chen Xi stood up and bowed. "Please give me three months, and | will prove to
you that your trust is well-placed."

"Hahahal! Zichuan, don't worry. Whatever you want to try, go ahead and do it. |, Liu Xuande, started
with nothing. And within two years, with your help, we've become a force to be reckoned with. What do
| have to fear? The path of restoring the Han dynasty is not an easy one. What's a little failure along the
way?" Liu Bei's aura exuded confidence as he looked at Chen Xi.

"Even if you fail, it's just a missed opportunity. You're not even twenty, and I'm barely in my thirties. If
we fail, we can try again. What failure can Liu Xuande, who started from scratch, not endure? You don't
need to promise me anything. | believe in you. When | gave you the authority to make decisions, | knew
you wouldn't misuse it! Zichuan, go and prove that you're better than everyone else!" At that moment,
Liu Bei seemed like a hopeful elder, smiling warmly at Chen Xi.

Chapter 203: Finally Subduing Everyone!

Chen Xi looked at Liu Bei, his throat dry, unsure of what to say. He had expected to need to persuade Liu
Bei before getting him on his side. After all, Chen Xi had prepared his arguments and knew there was a
good chance Liu Bei would agree. But he hadn’t anticipated how easily Liu Bei would agree, not because
of his arguments but simply because Liu Bei trusted him. Liu Bei believed in Chen Xi—not because of any
specific reason but simply because he trusted him. Even if everyone else opposed Chen Xi, Liu Bei was
willing to stand behind him.

"Lord, thank you! I've never considered myself among the ranks of strategists, always feeling that | fall
short in many areas compared to others, despite the advantages | have. But since you believe | can be
better than everyone else, | will strive to prove it," Chen Xi said, a glint of madness in his eyes.

Even if it wasn’t just for ending the chaos, he would prove himself, if only for Liu Bei’s trust. This
moment gave Chen Xi a fleeting sense of what it meant to die for someone who truly understood him.



"Go forth, Zichuan!" Liu Bei said simply, without adding another word.

"Understood!" Chen Xi bowed deeply.

When Chen Xi had arrived, he was confident but not entirely certain of success. However, after leaving
Liu Bei’s presence, he felt fully assured once more. Even if only to live up to Liu Bei’s trust, Chen Xi
resolved to accomplish this task and shock everyone.

Chen Xi took one of Liu Bei’s paired swords. Since his authority wasn’t enough, he decided to add a bit
more until it was sufficient.

It was afternoon when Chen Xi went to see Liu Bei, and by the time their discussion was over, it was
already evening. Liu Bei didn’t invite him to stay for dinner but gave him a sword instead. The cool night
breeze hit Chen Xi as he stepped out, quickly bringing him back to his senses.

Feeling a bit embarrassed by his earlier display, Chen Xi sighed and gradually calmed down. While he felt
some embarrassment at first, he soon regained his composure. Even if he had been overly passionate,
he wouldn’t have spoken up if he didn’t genuinely believe in his cause.

Chen Xi shook off Liu Bei’s influence on his thoughts. As for Liu Bei’s trust, he would remember it.
Although Chen Xi found the idea of dying for someone who understood him a bit excessive, he
acknowledged that, in a heated moment, he might act differently—just as he had today.

After Chen Xi left, Liu Bei rubbed his temples, suddenly feeling that he had been a bit rash. There was
someone else in the room! He had been so caught up in his conversation with Chen Xi that he had
forgotten about it. Now that he thought back on it, the things Chen Xi had said covered such a broad
range of topics that, while they didn’t seem like much to him, they could be a big problem if heard by
someone else. The entire strategy had been exposed.

"Lady Zhen, you can come out now," Liu Bei called out helplessly toward the inner room.

Zhang Shi walked out calmly, taking a seat where Chen Xi had just been sitting, and looked at Liu Bei.
She understood that she had unwittingly been caught up in something dangerous. Chen Xi’s words had



contained too much information, including strategies for dealing with all four corners of the realm. As an
outsider who had heard these things, her only path forward seemed bleak.

"I wonder how Lord Xuande plans to deal with me, a widowed woman," Zhang Shi said with a bitter
smile. Faced with the grand ambitions of a lord, personal desires seemed trivial. Zhang Shi believed she
no longer needed to worry about herself; a man of such stature wouldn’t let her live.

Liu Bei didn’t respond immediately. Zhang Shi represented the Zhen family, an important piece in Chen
Xi’s strategy. Killing her would mean disrupting all the plans Chen Xi had made regarding Jizhou, creating
a massive obstacle in dealing with Yuan Shao in the future.

Zhang Shi couldn’t die. Liu Bei pondered this for a long time, ultimately dismissing the idea of killing her.
The importance of the Zhen family saved her life, though it was a precarious situation.

As Liu Bei’'s murderous aura gradually subsided, Zhang Shi relaxed. Her biggest fear had been that Liu Bei
would kill her without hesitation. If that happened, no amount of pleading would save her.

Although Zhang Shi had overheard details about the Zhen family’s role in the strategy, she wasn’t
certain she could use that information to save her life. After all, from her conversation with Chen Xi,
Zhang Shi realized that his capabilities far exceeded her expectations. Despite the constantly shifting
political landscape, Liu Bei had consistently followed Chen Xi’s designs. With someone like that advising
him, Zhang Shi knew that the Zhen family wasn’t indispensable.

"I ask that you remain in Taishan for the next two years and refrain from contacting the Zhen family. |
hope you understand," Liu Bei finally said, abandoning the idea of killing Zhang Shi. He wasn’t willing to
create trouble for Chen Xi.

"Lord Xuande is merciful, but would you allow the Zhen family to participate in Chen Zichuan’s previous
plan? The Taishan Merchants’ Guild—I believe my family could be of great help. We have considerable
influence among northern merchants," Zhang Shi said, now more at ease, her tone more assertive.

After some hesitation, Liu Bei agreed to her request. After all, a little sweet with the bitter was
necessary in situations like these, especially when the other party was as blameless as Zhang Shi.



"Thank you, Lord Xuande," Zhang Shi said, smiling. Now, she had something to report to the Zhen family,
and her position in Taishan would be secure. Moreover, her keen intuition and the natural instinct of a
merchant told her that Chen Zichuan's predictions could very well come true.

Moreover, after hearing Liu Bei and Chen Xi’s conversation, Zhang Shi’s faith in Chen Xi’s abilities was as
strong as Liu Bei’s. Someone capable of controlling the tides of the world couldn’t possibly fall short
after making such bold claims.

Sometimes, a simple approach with a bit of intuition yields the best results. Zhang Shi had played her
cards well.

"If the Zhen family has other business interests, Taishan will treat you equally," Liu Bei added after some
thought, offering another olive branch. If Zhang Shi couldn’t be eliminated, it was better to show her the
benefits of cooperating with Taishan.

"Thank you, Lord Xuande!" Zhang Shi’s eyes gleamed with gratitude, feeling that this misfortune had
turned into a blessing. Indeed, the old saying "fortune and misfortune are intertwined" held true.

During her time in Taishan, Zhang Shi had come to understand many things, especially the value of
certain resources. However, the barriers to entry were so high that only someone like Mi Zhu could take
advantage of them. But now that Liu Bei had promised equal treatment, Zhang Shi felt confident that
the Zhen family would thrive. Even if they were to compete with the Mi family in the pure business
realm, Zhang Shi believed they wouldn’t lose. After all, their centuries of experience were no joke!

"Lord Xuande, may | borrow someone from your household?" Zhang Shi asked.

"Of course," Liu Bei replied, appreciating Zhang Shi’s tact and understanding of when to advance and
retreat. "Whoever you need, feel free to take them."

Liu Bei trusted everyone in his household implicitly, so Zhang Shi’s request reassured him that she had
no intention of betraying him.

"Just a personal maid. | hope Lord Xuande doesn’t mind," Zhang Shi said calmly.



"If you have any other requests, feel free to ask," Liu Bei offered, realizing that it was now fully dark.
Inviting Zhang Shi to stay the night wouldn’t be appropriate, though he wouldn’t object if she insisted.

"I have nothing else. I'll return tomorrow," Zhang Shi said, rising gracefully and bowing before leaving.

The next morning, Chen Xi arrived at the government office with Liu Bei’s sword in hand. Mi Zhu and Sun
Qian arrived shortly after, with Man Chong and Lu Su arriving just in time. Jia Xu was a bit late, and by
the time Guo Jia and Jian Yong arrived, Liu Ye had already finished his breakfast.

"Everyone’s here," Chen Xi said, smiling as he scanned the room. He seemed in good spirits, as if the
previous day’s events were behind him. Whether Liu Yan had arrived was irrelevant; for all anyone
knew, he could be off somewhere boasting.

"My, Zichuan, you seem in high spirits today," Jian Yong teased.

Smack! Chen Xi placed the paired sword on the table with a loud thud. "We need to revisit yesterday’s
discussion. I’'m not satisfied with losing that debate, so we’re going to continue today!"

Everyone recognized the sword as Liu Bei’s and furrowed their brows.

"Some things can’t be resolved through debate, Zichuan. Even with Lord Xuande’s sword, | still disagree
with this plan!" Liu Ye was the first to stand up and reject Chen Xi’s proposal, just as he had the day
before.

"Forget about the sword." Chen Xi casually tossed it aside. "This is something | will do, regardless of
whether you all agree. | have the authority to override you all!"

Chen Xi stood up, pressing his hands on the table and scanning everyone with a cold gaze. "Whether you
agree or not won’t change the outcome. I’'m going to do this, no matter how much you try to stop me.
Nothing will sway my determination this time."

"Zichuan, we should consider this more carefully!" Lu Su, ever the peacemaker, tried to reason with him,
suggesting they take their time.



"There’s no time for that. The work begins this afternoon,” Chen Xi replied, his eyes as cold as ice. He
wasn’t about to fall for Lu Su’s delaying tactics.

"Zichuan, are you absolutely sure this will succeed?" Jia Xu asked with a frown. "This could affect all of
our future plans. We can’t risk ruining the current situation for the sake of haste. We’re not yet in a
dangerous position, and a steady approach is far more realistic than a risky gamble."

"I will succeed!" Chen Xi sneered at Jia Xu. "I’'m Chen Zichuan. From the Battle of Hulao to now, I've
navigated the tides of the world. Who among you can say you’ve got a better eye or better skills than
me?"

Jia Xu and Guo Jia exchanged glances. There wasn’t much to argue with. How had the discussion
suddenly turned into a contest of vision and ability?

"So, you do acknowledge my abilities and judgment," Chen Xi said with a hint of sarcasm. At this point,
he didn’t mind offending them; they weren’t petty enough to hold a grudge. He could make amends
once the job was done, but for now, he had to overpower them.

"Are you sure you won't fail?" Guo Jia asked, staring intently.

"Hmph, don’t play tricks on me," Chen Xi scoffed. "l won’t fail. I’ll continue to steer the course of history.
I’'m Chen Zichuan. When | can’t see the direction history is heading, I'll create that direction myself. |
have that power!"

Chen Xi’s words left everyone confused, except for Chen Xi himself. He knew that the current trajectory
of history had been thoroughly disrupted by his actions. Relying on historical precedent was no longer
an option. Since the future was murky, it was time for the strongest to cut through the fog and pave a
clear path.

Guo Jia frowned. Chen Xi’s behavior was completely different from what he was used to. In the past,
Chen Xi had been low-key, but today he seemed downright arrogant, as if he had taken leave of his
senses.



"Are you thinking I’'m arrogant?" Chen Xi asked, noticing their puzzled looks.

Chen Xi pressed his left hand onto the table, his confidence radiating as he spoke, stunning everyone.
"I’'m only eighteen years old, but I've already helped Lord Xuande, who started with nothing, rise to the
rank of a warlord. We now have all the resources, warriors, and advisors we need to be a formidable
force—one that makes the world take notice and tread carefully. | have the right to be arrogant, and |
have the strength to back it up."

"I’'m not here to discuss this with you. I’'m here to command you. | have absolute authority over
administrative matters. This is the power Lord Xuande granted me, and it’s the source of my
confidence," Chen Xi said, sweeping his gaze across the room as everyone frowned in thought. "So,
whether you agree or not, | will proceed. And by the way, there’s only one person who can stop me, and
that’s Lord Xuande!"

"Zichuan, is this truly your only option? No room for reconsideration?" Mi Zhu asked, instinctively
sensing Chen Xi’s unwavering resolve.

Chen Xi had rarely exercised his veto power, but now that he was doing so, it was clear how determined
he was.

"No! This is something | must do. The gap between Lord Xuande and the other warlords is too small—so
small that our original plan is no longer feasible. If we miss this opportunity, we’ll lose our grip on the
tides of history, and the future will be full of uncertainties!" Chen Xi firmly rejected Mi Zhu’s plea,
though he softened his tone to explain further.

"Why does it have to be this plan, Zichuan? Do you really need to prove yourself?" Lu Su, usually the
most patient, finally lost his temper, slamming his hand on the table in frustration. "We’re in a strong
position. We don’t need to rush. A steady, cautious approach is better!"

"Do | need to prove myself? Zijing, do you think | still need to prove my abilities? I'm no longer that
untested youth who first appeared at the Battle of Hulao. My name, Chen Zichuan, is enough to make
any warlord wary. | don’t need to build my reputation through achievements or a prosperous territory!
Even if this plan succeeds, it’ll only be the icing on the cake!" Chen Xi sneered, clearly beyond the need
for validation. His reputation might not be widespread, but it was certainly enough to make any warlord
think twice before crossing him.



"Then why are you so insistent? Isn’t a steady approach good enough?" Lu Su nearly shouted.

"To solidify our foundation! Taishan and Qingzhou’s foundations are too weak! We need prosperity and
resources! Our goal is to sweep across the land, not be confined to a corner!" Chen Xi locked eyes with

Lu Su, speaking slowly and deliberately. "So, we must amass enough strength to face any danger before
it arises! Zijing, help me! We’ve worked together for so long; you should know me better than anyone!"

Chen Xi’s words finally cooled Lu Su’s temper. He had worked alongside Chen Xi the longest and knew
him better than anyone else. Seeing Chen Xi so resolute, Lu Su realized just how much thought he had
put into this plan. After a long moment of indecision, Lu Su sighed. "Zichuan, promise me you’ll
succeed!"

Lu Su felt resigned, knowing there was no turning back now.

Chen Xi’s expression brightened as he solemnly nodded to Lu Su. "l will succeed. You'll see soon
enough!"

"Alright, I'll trust you this time, based on your past record," Lu Su said reluctantly as he walked over and
extended his hand to Chen Xi. "Shake on it. But if you fail, don’t ever use this veto power again. We’'re all
working for Lord Xuande."

"Agreed!" Chen Xi shook hands with Lu Su, grateful for the olive branch. He realized just how essential it
was to have a mediator like Lu Su among them. Without him, their group of proud advisors might have
torn itself apart.

Seeing Lu Su and Chen Xi shake hands, Liu Ye felt a pang of frustration. Lu Su was a good person—too
good, in fact. That was his consistent opinion, and now this good person had switched sides.

Once the first had crossed over, others were bound to follow. With Lu Su supporting Chen Xi, Liu Ye
sighed and finally relented. There was little point in continuing the argument now.

"Count me in. At least I'll be here to clean up the mess if things go wrong. I'll handle the accounts," Liu
Ye said reluctantly. He had been arguing all along for Liu Bei’s sake. Now that things couldn’t be



reversed, he could only minimize the damage. "Zichuan, remember, no matter what, don’t harm my
cousin’s interests! Everything we do must be for his benefit!"

"I promise, you’ll soon realize that today’s decision was the right one," Chen Xi replied confidently.

"I'll be glad if you prove me wrong!" Liu Ye grumbled, annoyed but resigned. "l hope joining you is a
mistake!"

"Don’t worry; I'll make sure you’re wrong," Chen Xi said with a wave, turning his attention to Jia Xu and
Guo Jia. These two weren’t heavily involved in administrative matters, but they needed to voice their
stance nonetheless.

"With you three handling things, everything should be fine," Jia Xu said, taking a sip of tea. After all,
Taishan and Qingzhou’s administration mainly relied on these three. With them on board, things could
proceed smoothly.

"Thank you for your understanding,” Chen Xi replied, bowing to Jia Xu. Jia Xu’s words signaled that he
wouldn’t interfere any further.

"And you, Fengxiao?" Chen Xi asked, turning to Guo Jia.

"I'll reserve my judgment, but | agree with Wenhe," Guo Jia said, shaking his head.

"Zizhong, rest assured. You’ll soon see the results. This is the best opportunity we’ll have. If we miss it,
we may never get another chance like this, so | ask for your understanding. | promise that both Lord
Xuande’s and your interests will be safeguarded," Chen Xi said, bowing to Mi Zhu.

"Sigh, | hope so," Mi Zhu replied, looking somewhat despondent.

Chen Xi didn’t push any further. There was no need for more words; the truth would reveal itself soon
enough. When the time came, Mi Zhu would understand that Chen Xi hadn’t misled him. Right now, no
amount of talk would change Mi Zhu’s mind.



Chen Xi thought to himself.

"Now that everyone agrees, I'll assign tasks. Let me be clear: no matter how much we’ve argued before,
now that we’re moving forward, no one can drag their feet. If you do, don’t blame me for being
ruthless! Boming, you’ll oversee everyone!" Chen Xi said, turning to Man Chong.

"Understood!" Man Chong replied, bowing.

Just as Chen Xi was about to delegate tasks, Zhang Shi entered the room, followed by Lady Gan.

"I heard that Marquis Chen is reorganizing the Merchants’ Guild and establishing it in Taishan. May the
Zhen family participate?" Zhang Shi immediately disrupted Chen Xi’s plans.

Mi Zhu glanced at Zhang Shi and sighed.

Chen Xi frowned at Zhang Shi. He hadn’t mentioned anything about the new tax law to anyone outside,
let alone the Merchants’ Guild’s relocation to Taishan.

Chen Xi’s expression turned odd as he tried to recall what he had said the previous day. Then, noticing
Lady Gan standing behind Zhang Shi, an unbidden thought crossed his mind.

Zhang Shi felt uneasy under Chen Xi’s teasing gaze, but she maintained her composure. "Marquis Chen,
what are your thoughts? The Zhen family is a well-known clan in Jizhou, and we manage one of the most
significant merchant guilds in the land. Joining the Taishan Merchants’ Guild would be a substantial
boost."

"That’s not my decision. I've entrusted all matters concerning the guild to Zizhong. If you have any
needs, please discuss them with him," Chen Xi said, deliberately emphasizing the word "Madam."
Instantly, everyone understood the situation. Upon noticing Lady Gan standing behind Zhang Shi, their
expressions grew thoughtful. How had they become so close, and when had this happened?

Mi Zhu chuckled inwardly. Whether Chen Zichuan had agreed or Lady Gan had intervened, it was clear
that the Zhen family’s participation in the guild was inevitable. Having once considered recruiting the



Zhen family himself, Mi Zhu didn’t feel too much pressure. He stood and bowed to Zhang Shi. "Madam,
we can discuss the guild in more detail in a few days. | have more pressing matters to attend to today."

"That’s fine. The Zhen family will need some time to prepare as well," Zhang Shi replied, nodding. She
took a seat as a guard brought her a chair, ready to listen to Chen Xi’s plans. After all, the Zhen family’s
future was now tied to these decisions.

Chapter 204: "You Keep Fighting, We're Just Having a Civil War!"

Chen Xi finally relaxed after confirming that no one would oppose him. Trying to maintain a calm
demeanor, he spoke, "Zhong and Madam, please mobilize your commercial connections. With the fall of
Wancheng, many goods will be stuck in limbo. Spread the word about the new commercial law. | trust
this won't be too difficult for either of you."

"This is easy. Within ten days, merchants from You, Ji, and Bing provinces will be here," Madam Zhen
said, jumping in before Mi Zhu could respond.

Mi Zhu didn't bother with Madam Zhen's challenge. He didn't need to compete. Regardless of Madam
Zhen's status, Mi Zhu's loyalty was to Liu Bei alone.

"Within twenty days, the news will reach merchants nationwide, but | can't guarantee they will all
come," Mi Zhu replied modestly. Unlike Madam Zhen, he didn’t make any bold promises, clearly not as
optimistic about the situation.

"As long as they’re informed, that’s enough. Don’t make me step in," Chen Xi said as he sat at the head
of the table, his tone dismissive. He acknowledged Mi Zhu's loyalty but felt that his rigid mindset was a
hindrance. If Mi Zhu could set aside his noble roots, his potential might shine even brighter. But for now,
he still had a long way to go.

"Understood," Mi Zhu responded, his tone neutral.

Chen Xi glanced at Mi Zhu, then turned to Liu Ye. "Do what you need to do—whether it's oversight or
audits, it's up to you."

Liu Ye silently sipped his tea without a word.



"Boming, you know what to do," Chen Xi’s eyes flashed with a cold light.

"Kill!" Man Chong responded without hesitation, his aura so cold that even Madam Zhen was startled.
How could a civil official have such a murderous presence? Although the era didn't strictly separate civil
and military roles, this level of killing intent was shocking.

"Zijing, you know what to do to stabilize the situation. I’'m taking districts two, three, four, and five in the
northern section of Fenggao," Chen Xi ordered Lu Su.

Lu Su exchanged a glance with Liu Ye and then nodded. They realized that Chen Xi had been planning
this for some time.

Lu Su thought quietly to himself,

"Madam, regarding the merchant guild, would you care to hear my thoughts?" Chen Xi asked, his tone
calm after assigning tasks.

"Why not? The Zhen family would greatly appreciate Marquis Chen's guidance," Madam Zhen replied
with a smile.

After witnessing Chen Xi's abilities, Madam Zhen had developed a newfound respect for him, shedding
her previous arrogance.

"You needn’t be so formal, Madam. These are just suggestions. If you find them beneficial to your
family, feel free to consider them. If you feel I'm being dismissive, please forgive me," Chen Xi said, his
tone steady. "And Madam, there’s no need to address me as Marquis Chen. My courtesy name will
suffice."

After more than a year of honing his skills, Chen Xi had learned to deliver instructions with a calm and
steady tone. Combined with his formidable reputation and the results of his efforts, even the most
outlandish suggestions would be taken seriously by those listening.



"In that case, I'll address you as Chuan," Madam Zhen responded smoothly, seizing the opportunity to
address him more familiarly.

Chen Xi didn’t mind her change in tone. Resting his hands on the table, he continued, "If the Zhen family
has time, | suggest waiting two more months before deciding to join the guild. There are some things
you may not be aware of yet. Zhong might have a better understanding."

Madam Zhen didn’t fully grasp what Chen Xi was implying, but she noticed that Mi Zhu remained
expressionless. So, she simply nodded, "If Chuan says so, there must be a reason. The Zhen family will
adhere to the guild's rules."

"Zhong, make sure the internal management of the guild is well organized," Chen Xi turned to Mi Zhu.

"Understood," Mi Zhu replied, though it was clear he had little desire to engage further with Chen Xi at
the moment.

"Madam, will you be the Zhen family’s permanent representative in Taishan? If so, please establish a
formal agreement with Zhong regarding the guild’s commercial regulations,” Chen Xi asked another
seemingly unrelated question.

"Very well," Madam Zhen agreed, recognizing that Chen Xi was subtly offering her an advantage.

"Gentlemen, the time has come. Zijing, please draft the announcement. Ruanyu Liang, have the
craftsmen work through the night to prepare printing blocks for the new commercial law!" Chen Xi took
out his personal seal, along with the seals for the Governor of Qingzhou, the Administrator of Taishan,
and his own title as Marquis Chen. He had cultivated his credibility with the public and the government
for a long time, and now it was finally time to use it!

Lu Su watched as Chen Xi laid out the seals. Once stamped on any proclamation, they would carry the
weight of the entire Qingzhou and Taishan regions. Chen Xi had built up the government's credibility and
his own over time, making it difficult for anyone to challenge the validity of his decrees.

When it came to announcing new laws or policies, the people of Liu Bei's territories had developed a
habit of checking the government bulletin boards daily. No matter how absurd the announcements



seemed, if they bore the seals, they were believed to be true. This level of trust left Lu Su in awe of how
much authority Chen Xi had amassed, which is why he rarely handed out these powerful seals to others.
A single mistake could destroy everything he had built.

"Will the commercial law be publicly announced?" Lu Su asked, frowning.

"Yes, and it must be displayed in every city within our domain. Thirty copies for each county in the Han
Empire! Every one of them will bear all four seals!" Chen Xi replied, shaking the seals’ cords.

"But if..." Lu Su began, only to be cut off by Chen Xi.

"No 'ifs'l" Chen Xi's gaze swept across the room, silencing any objections. "I’ve built this system to serve
us. We've spent countless resources building trust with the people, and now it’s time to use that trust. If
we don’t seize this moment, where does that leave me?"

Liu Ye opened his mouth, but in the end, he chose not to speak. He realized that Chen Xi had
meticulously planned every step. Even without their help, he would have forced the issue by leveraging
the trust he had built.

Liu Ye thought, and soon, his eyes glimmered with a different light, a sign that one of his passive abilities
was beginning to activate.

Chen Xi noticed Liu Ye’s shifting aura and had a good idea of what was happening. It seemed that this
development might actually turn out to be a good thing, at least for avoiding further debates.

"It seems we’re all in agreement. | ask for your support, and for that, | am deeply grateful," Chen Xi said
as he stood and bowed to everyone, an uncommon gesture of formality.

Despite their reservations, Lu Su and the others accepted Chen Xi's gesture. Having done so, they were
now committed, and anyone who didn’t follow through would have to answer to Chen Xi's wrath.



As Chen Xi had promised, the preparations were completed by that very afternoon. His proclamations
were plastered everywhere, and it seemed as if paper had become cheap and abundant. Chen Xi was, in
effect, conducting a massive display of sincerity.

As expected, this lavish expenditure paid off. Within three days, every merchant in Taishan and
Qingzhou had felt the sincerity of Chen Xi’s administration. With the unanimous backing of the local
populace, no one doubted the validity of the new commercial law. When large numbers of people say
something is true, even falsehoods can start to seem real. But in this case, it was real.

Merchants, driven by profit, quickly understood the opportunity before them. This was a chance to
make money—perhaps a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity.

“What do you think Chen Chuan is up to?" Yuan Shao asked, frowning at the new commercial law. Apart
from the apparent reduction in tax revenue, he couldn’t see any other benefits.

"I heard that Chen Chuan almost caused a rift with Liu Xuande’s advisors over this new law. Perhaps it’s
just youthful arrogance," Feng Ji speculated uncertainly.

No matter how much Feng Ji envied Chen Xi, he couldn’t deny his previous successes in Qingzhou,
proving that Chen Xi wasn'’t a fool. Given that, Feng Ji could only assume that Chen Xi’s current actions
were driven by rebelliousness. After all, with his abilities, it wasn’t unreasonable to think he might clash
with Liu Bei’s other advisors out of a desire to showcase his talents.

"Oh, if that's the case, then let’s not worry about Liu Xuande for now. Focus on defeating Gongsun Zan.
Yuan Hao, how’s the situation in Bingzhou?" Yuan Shao steadied his thoughts. Now wasn’t the time to
be distracted. Only after defeating Gongsun Zan could he consider other matters. Despite recognizing
Liu Bei as a threat, Yuan Shao had no choice but to put that concern aside for now.

"Yuanhao has personally gone to Bingzhou. If all goes well, he should stabilize the areas we’ve captured.
As for You Ruo, he has confined the Southern Xiongnu to the region around Loufan, and they should be

eliminated soon," Feng Ji said after careful consideration. Unlike usual, Feng Ji spoke highly of Tian Feng
and Xin Ping.



At this stage, Yuan Shao’s advisors hadn’t yet fallen out with one another over power, policies, or
personal interests. Instead, they remained united against their common enemies, Gongsun Zan and the
rising powers of Cao Cao and Liu Bei.

"Good, send word to You Ruo—show no mercy. We will cleanse the Southern Xiongnu with blood. |
refuse to believe that the proud Gongsun Bogui will accept help from them! | need the hearts of
Bingzhou’s people, their warriors, and the elite wolf riders that can mount their horses at a moment’s
notice!" Yuan Shao stood, exuding a powerful aura. He had been repressed for too long, but now, like a
sword drawn from a scabbard, his edge was beginning to show.

"Lord, please be patient," Feng Ji cautioned. His advice was perfectly in line with that of a skilled
strategist, even if victory seemed within reach. It was important to stay calm and focused.

"I've already waited this long, so | won’t mind waiting a bit longer. But Gongsun Bogui will soon
understand why I’'m the leader of the alliance and he’s just a participant. It’s not just because of the
Yuan family’s reputation—I am Yuan Benchu!" Yuan Shao’s eyes gleamed with confidence, his aura
growing even more imposing.

Even when at a disadvantage, Yuan Shao had never yielded. He remembered the many things he still
had to accomplish. Despite nearly losing his camp to Gongsun Zan’s forces, despite being humiliated by
Baima Yicong, Yuan Shao had never given up.

Though he had been forced to prematurely deploy his concealed forces, such as the mighty Dajishi, they
hadn’t yet reached their full potential under Ju Yi’s training. In their first clash with Baima Yicong, the
Dajishi had suffered one-to-one casualties, a result that had only revealed the tip of Yuan Shao’s hidden
power.

Afterward, many of Yuan Shao’s officers had advised him to dismiss Ju Yi for his arrogance, but Yuan
Shao took all the blame upon himself. He even returned Ju Yi’s sword, allowing him to continue
commanding the Dajishi until Ju Yi himself believed he was ready to defeat Gongsun Zan.

Though Ju Yi was known for his arrogance, he had his own sense of honor. Yuan Shao’s magnanimity
reignited Ju Yi’s cold heart, filling him with a burning desire to prove himself. No longer caring about the
scorn of others, Ju Yi grasped Yuan Shao’s sword, standing tall in the rear camp. He was ready to give his
life in the next battle to prove that Yuan Shao’s trust in him was justified. Even if it cost him his life, Ju Yi
would show the world that Yuan Shao had made the right choice.



Meanwhile, Cao Cao was also frowning as he read the latest reports. In his mind, Liu Bei’s forces in
Qingzhou were the greatest threat, so he made sure not to overlook any intelligence. However, this
particular report puzzled him. What was Liu Bei planning?

"Lord, Lu Bu has challenged us several times, and we’ve been flying the banners of retreat for days. If
this continues, morale will suffer," Le Jin warned as he knelt before Cao Cao.

"Is that so? Lu Fengxian... this man..." Cao Cao sighed. His martial prowess wasn’t exceptional, but even
he could tell that Lu Bu had grown even stronger since their last encounter at Hulao Pass.

Both Xiahou Yuan and Xiahou Dun had been severely injured when they faced Lu Bu in single combat.
Since then, Cao Cao had given up on open field battles against Lu Bu—it simply wasn’t feasible.

"Hmm?" Dian Wei grumbled, clearly eager for action.

"Erlai, do you think you can handle him?" Cao Cao asked without turning his head.

"Ill know once | fight him!" Dian Wei replied fearlessly.

"In that case, go ahead and give it a try. We can’t just hide behind the banners of retreat forever," Cao
Cao said, stroking his unkempt beard.

Dian Wei beamed, quickly retrieving two massive halberds from beneath Cao Cao’s desk and strapping a
bundle of throwing axes to his waist. He had been itching for a fight with Lu Bu for days.

"Ziyou, is everything ready?" Cao Cao asked as Dian Wei departed. Lu Bu’s unpredictability made Cao
Cao wary, and he wanted to deal with him sooner rather than later. If possible, he’d prefer to recruit Lu
Bu, but failing that, eliminating him was the next best option.

"Yuan Shu will soon grow suspicious," Xun Yu replied calmly.



"In that case, let’s go watch Erlai’s fight with Lu Fengxian!" Cao Cao tossed aside the intelligence report.
It didn’t seem to contain anything of significance, just the usual antics of a hotheaded youth getting into
disputes with Liu Bei’s advisors over commercial policies.

By the time Cao Cao and his men reached the city walls, Dian Wei had already donned his armor and
stood ready at the gate. Casually flexing his muscles, he leaped from the wall.

"Boom!" With a resounding crash, Dian Wei hit the ground, sending up a cloud of dust. Unlike Lu Bu’s
graceful landings, which minimized damage to the terrain, Dian Wei’s impact shattered the earth for
several meters around him.

Shaking off the dust, Dian Wei pulled out his twin halberds, scratching his head as he realized he had
forgotten to bring a horse.

Both Xiahou Yuan and Xiahou Dun covered their eyes in embarrassment. They knew Dian Wei was
stronger than them, but seeing his clumsy landing made them doubt his chances against Lu Bu, who
could leap from great heights without leaving so much as a scratch on the ground.

As Dian Wei scratched his head, Lu Bu studied him closely. Unlike the Xiahou brothers, Lu Bu couldn’t
sense any internal energy from Dian Wei, but he could feel the man’s formidable presence.

"Who are you?" Lu Bu demanded, his voice filled with authority.

"Dian Wei of Chenliu! Lu Bu, do you have the courage to face me in single combat? | don’t have a horse
that can match your Red Hare!" Dian Wei replied in his deep, booming voice.

Lu Bu dismounted, confident in his ability to fight without a horse. By now, he had mastered the art of
stepping on air, and even without Red Hare, he believed no one could defeat him in battle. The honor of
a war god demanded that he accept Dian Wei’s challenge.

Seeing Lu Bu dismount, Dian Wei grinned. He knew that in close combat, he wouldn’t lose to anyone.



"Lu Bu, take this!" Dian Wei roared as he charged forward, his body transforming into a blur of black as
he sped towards Lu Bu.

"Hmph!" Lu Bu snorted as his golden-red armor glowed brightly. He swung his halberd with all his might
towards Dian Wei.

"Clang!" A deafening clash rang out as Lu Bu’s halberd struck Dian Wei’s weapon. Yet, Dian Wei didn’t
budge an inch. Instead, the force of the blow reverberated through Lu Bu’s halberd, numbing his right
hand.

"Die!" Dian Wei roared, the sound breaking through the air as his right hand brought down his halberd,
aiming for Lu Bu’s chest.

"Boom!" Lu Bu barely managed to block Dian Wei’s strike with his halberd, but the sheer power behind
it sent Lu Bu flying backward.

"Hah!" Dian Wei didn’t waste a moment. He kicked off the ground, creating a massive crater beneath his
feet as he chased after the golden-red blur that was Lu Bu.

Lu Bu had no choice but to acknowledge that Dian Wei was no ordinary opponent. This man didn’t just
lack internal energy—he had refined all of it into his body, following a path of cultivation that carried a
high risk of death. It was a technique pioneered by none other than Xiang Yu!

"Get away from me!" Lu Bu roared as he halted his flight, hovering in mid-air.

Dian Wei’s attack missed its mark, and as the dust cleared, he looked up in confusion at Lu Bu, who was
now floating in the sky. No one had told him that Lu Bu could fly!

"Dian Wei, is it?" Lu Bu’s voice echoed coldly from above. "Let me teach you the greatest flaw of your
cultivation method. Even if you’ve reached the strength of Xiang Yu himself!"



With those words, Lu Bu’s halberd began to extend, fire and light swirling around it until it formed a
weapon over a hundred meters long. Then, with a mighty swing, he brought the colossal halberd down
on Dian Wei.

Chapter 205: "Dian Wei’s Disadvantage"

Before Lu Bu's massive halberd could smash down, Dian Wei dodged to the side and swiftly hurled a
throwing axe at Lu Bu.

"Hmph!" Lu Bu casually flicked his oversized halberd, effortlessly deflecting the axe. He didn’t care
where it flew or what it hit. Right now, he was focused on thoroughly crushing Dian Wei. No matter how
strong or powerful Dian Wei was, without ranged attacks, Lu Bu was confident he could torment him to
death.

Hovering in the air, Lu Bu swung his colossal halberd wildly, shattering the ground below. However,
despite his relentless assault, Dian Wei's remarkable agility allowed him to evade every strike. Though
he ended up covered in dirt, not a single blow landed on him.

The terrifying display of power left Cao Cao and his men on edge. They were already familiar with Lu
Bu's ferocity, but this was the first time they realized just how monstrous Dian Wei was.

"Lu Bu, do you dare come down and fight me face to face!" Dian Wei seized an opportunity to leap out
of the attack range, roaring up at Lu Bu.

"Ha!" Lu Bu sneered at Dian Wei. "If you can’t fly, just admit it! Stop talking nonsense!"

Dian Wei was stunned for a moment before bursting into curses. Since when was flying considered
normal? There were probably fewer than a handful of generals in the world who could do that!

As Dian Wei’s vulgar insults rang out, Lu Bu's face grew darker. Finally, with a cold smile, he declared,
"As you wish!"

With those words, Lu Bu dove from the sky, his halberd hurtling toward Dian Wei's head with
unstoppable force.



"Come on!" Dian Wei didn't even think about dodging. Gripping his twin axes tightly, his muscles bulged
as he swung upward to meet Lu Bu's strike head-on.

"Boom!" With a thunderous crash, the ground around Dian Wei shattered in a hundred-meter radius. A
fierce wind swept through the battlefield, leaving Lu Bu as the only one standing. But within moments,
Lu Bu shot backward as a massive hole burst open in the ground. Dian Wei emerged from it, using the
force of his leap to slash at Lu Bu.

Lu Bu smirked as he dodged Dian Wei's attack and countered with a flurry of strikes from his halberd,
forcing Dian Wei to guard his vital points against the deadly blows.

"Break!" Dian Wei, seeing no other option, combined his twin axes into one and swung with all his
might, aiming to trade blows with Lu Bu. If Lu Bu didn't evade, he'd be seriously injured, if not killed
outright.

"Hmph!" Lu Bu deftly distanced himself and resumed his strategy of keeping Dian Wei at bay with his
long halberd. With the ability to extend his internal energy beyond his body, Lu Bu could easily negate
the advantage of Dian Wei’s short weapons.

After over a hundred exchanges, Lu Bu had thoroughly analyzed Dian Wei's fighting style. Yet, despite
his understanding, he remained cautious of Dian Wei's immense strength. While Dian Wei's body was
covered in cuts, Lu Bu knew that with Dian Wei's regenerative capabilities, those injuries would heal
within minutes. Continuing the fight would eventually lead to Lu Bu’s victory since Dian Wei lacked long-
range attacks. However, killing him quickly seemed impossible, even for Lu Bu.

As two flaming dragons extended from Lu Bu's halberd, Dian Wei shattered them with a punch. But
before he could close the distance, the halberd’s smaller blade grazed his throat, forcing him back into a
defensive stance.

"Erlai, fall back!" Cao Cao's voice boomed from the city walls as he ordered Dian Wei to retreat. The
objective had been achieved; there was no need to prolong the fight. Dian Wei couldn’t defeat Lu Bu,
but neither could Lu Bu easily deal with Dian Wei. With morale already rising among his troops, Cao Cao
saw no reason to continue the skirmish.



Reluctantly, Dian Wei glared at Lu Bu. He now understood Lu Bu’s prowess. Against such a formidable
opponent, unless he could pin him down from the start, victory was out of reach—especially if Lu Bu
took to the skies. Yet, Lu Bu couldn't easily kill him either.

"Lu Bu, we’ll meet again! Next time, I'll take your head!" Dian Wei growled as he retreated, determined
not to lose face even if the battle was unresolved.

Lu Bu scoffed dismissively. Dian Wei was indeed formidable, but his limitations were too apparent.
Without the ability to fly, extend his internal energy, or launch ranged attacks, Dian Wei could only excel
in close combat. Any skilled opponent could keep him at a distance and wear him down.

Of course, anyone underestimating Dian Wei's lack of ranged abilities would be making a grave mistake.
His sheer endurance and physical strength would give even Lu Bu a headache in a prolonged battle.

"Are you alright, Erlai?" Cao Cao asked as Dian Wei effortlessly leaped back onto the city walls.

Dian Wei scratched his head, examining his battered armor. "Lu Bu is insanely strong. I've never faced
anyone like him before. If I'd known he was this powerful, | would’ve gone all out from the start. Too
bad he can fly..."

Clearly, Dian Wei was frustrated that Lu Bu’s ability to fly had tipped the scales. He could leap into the
air, but his speed would eventually slow down, leaving him vulnerable.

The thought left Dian Wei in a foul mood. Not only could Lu Bu fly, but his speed also matched Dian
Wei's—perhaps even surpassed it when he unleashed his internal energy. The realization that such a
monstrous opponent existed left Dian Wei feeling even more disheartened. How could anyone reach
such a level of power?

After experiencing the fight firsthand, Dian Wei couldn't help but feel amazed at Zhao Yun, who had
fought Lu Bu to a standstill at Hulao Pass, and Huang Zhong, who had dueled Lu Bu for nearly a month.
Were these men even human? He had always thought he was the strongest!



"Hahaha, don't let it bother you. That’s Lu Bu we’re talking about. Even with his ability to fly, he couldn’t
do much against you!" Cao Cao laughed heartily, patting Dian Wei on the back—since his shoulder was
out of reach.

"Hmph! Next time, if | get the chance, I'll pin him to the ground and beat him senseless!" Dian Wei
grumbled. The fight had boosted his confidence. If he could land a solid hit on Lu Bu, even the mighty
warlord would be gravely injured.

Chapter 206: "The Darkness Before Dawn"

Ever since Chen Xi issued his orders that day, he would show up at the city gates of Fenggao in the
afternoon, accompanied by his rumored bodyguard, Hua Xiong.

“Let’s go, Zijian,” Chen Xi sighed as he glanced at the bustling caravans passing through the city gates,
then turned to Hua Xiong. He now had reached a point where he needed protection; anonymity
certainly had its advantages.

“Strategist, please.” Hua Xiong glanced at Chen Xi with confusion but didn’t ask any questions. He simply
made a gesture of invitation and followed Chen Xi as they descended from the city walls.

“Zijian, give me a hundred guan of Wuzhu coins. I'll invest it in some property for you. It’s about time
you settled down and started a family,” Chen Xi casually remarked as they walked down the steps,
seemingly thinking of something.

“Oh,” Hua Xiong nodded, not thinking much of it. He had always lived off the spoils of war, and quite
comfortably at that, so the thought of investing in property never crossed his mind.

Chen Xi climbed into a carriage, while Hua Xiong mounted his horse, leading a group of soldiers to escort
Chen Xi to the northern second, third, and fourth streets. The area had become much more prosperous
compared to before, though the tax revenue hadn’t increased by much.

Of course, Chen Xi had already noticed the enormous potential here. Unlike Liu Ye, who couldn’t create
graphs, Chen Xi could easily draw out a curve showing the exponential growth, enough to make any
mathematician ecstatic. Unfortunately, this was the late Han Dynasty, and no one truly understood the
terrifying implications of exponential growth. Even Liu Ye, who claimed to be a mathematics expert, only
saw the difference compared to before but failed to grasp the incredible rate of increase.



“Zijian, how about this one?” Chen Xi casually asked. He had already advised all his acquaintances to buy
property on these streets in advance. Whether they heeded his advice or not was up to them, but he
knew that soon the value of this land would skyrocket. Once Fenggao became a commercial hub, the
rental income alone would be staggering.

Hua Xiong, not understanding much about the value of such investments, casually nodded in agreement
with Chen Xi’s suggestion, especially since they had just won a major battle and had plenty of resources.
A hundred guan was nothing to him.

Chen Xi bought three properties on this street for himself, but the entire first street was under Liu Bei’s
name. Liu Bei might not even remember Chen Xi’s words from when Fenggao was still under
construction, but Chen Xi used the whole street of shops as a form of investment. The value of a street
in a global-level market was something Chen Xi didn’t want to calculate.

“Tomorrow's tax revenue should catch up to the usual amount,” Chen Xi mused as he watched the
bustling merchants pass by, then closed the window of the carriage. “How dull. I've underestimated how
oppressive the Han Dynasty is towards merchants. After all, even the aristocracy needs money!”

In just fifteen days, from the moment Chen Xi gave the order until now, the number of merchants in
Fenggao had multiplied several times over, and trade had significantly increased. This was despite many
merchants arriving with limited goods due to being on the move.

Was it the Han Dynasty’s oppressive policies toward merchants that held them back, or was it that Chen
Xi’s credibility was just that strong? Perhaps it was the vast networks of the Zhen and Mi families.
Whatever the reason, the merchants had arrived, and that was enough.

Chen Xi’s business laws ensured that once merchants arrived, they wouldn’t leave. When there were
enough merchants, Fenggao would have everything needed, including contraband. But Chen Xi didn’t
mind—after all, even illegal goods would be traded in Fenggao, and he had no qualms about stockpiling
weapons and armor.

“Zijian, am | boring?” Chen Xi asked as the carriage stopped in front of his residence, casually hopping
off. “Haha, it really is boring. | haven’t felt like going to the administration hall lately. It’s just money and
power.”



“Strategist, | don’t understand what you’re saying,” Hua Xiong responded innocently, scratching his
head.

Chen Xi looked at Hua Xiong and waved his hand, signaling that he could leave. Hua Xiong’s home was
just a wall away from Chen Xi’s outer courtyard, as Hua Xiong also held the position of Chen Xi’s
bodyguard.

Watching the gates of Chen’s residence slowly close, Hua Xiong sighed. Could he really not understand?
Even if he didn’t, could Li You and the others not understand? The tax revenue in Qingzhou and Taishan
had dropped by a third recently, and this massive deficit was entirely due to Chen Xi’s policies. As a
result, rumors began circulating in the administration hall. It wasn’t just Lu Su and the others who
worked there; countless others helped manage affairs behind the scenes. If it were only Chen Xi and a
few others, they would be overwhelmed by the workload.

Chen Xi had risen to this position before turning twenty, and it would be strange if no one was jealous.
Lu Su and the others were all incredibly talented and not petty, but Chen Xi had never made a mistake.
Even if there was jealousy, it was suppressed. However, now that there was a clear decline in tax
revenue, these older officials, who had lost hope in Chen Xi’s young age, finally had an excuse to vent.

Five days ago, when Chen Xi went to the administration hall, a lower-ranked official publicly denounced
him, accusing him of being arrogant and ignorant. In response, Chen Xi ordered the man to be beaten
and thrown out. Afterward, Liu Bei personally intervened to suppress the situation, preventing the
disgruntled officials from rising up. But since then, Chen Xi hadn’t returned to the administration hall,
and the rumors and criticisms only grew louder.

Chen Xi understood that this situation was partly due to Liu Ye and Lu Su’s passive attitude. They had
their grievances, but the fact that they didn’t actively fan the flames showed their integrity.

But with the situation escalating, Chen Xi had nothing more to say. Whether people were pushing their
agendas or letting things slide, it would all be a joke in the end. Perhaps Liu Ye and Lu Su only wanted to
steer him back on track, but once the momentum started, it became difficult to control. Liu Ye and Lu Su
were likely troubled by it as well!



Since that incident, Chen Xi hadn’t returned to the administration hall. As for the increasingly rampant
rumors and growing calls for his removal, Chen Xi could only ignore them. The results would be evident
soon enough—there was no need to rush.

The darkened expression and solitary demeanor hadn’t completely faded. Despite the changes over the
past year or two, Chen Xi hadn’t entirely lost his old habits.

“Lord Xuande?” Chen Xi called out as he pushed open the door to his residence, only to find Liu Bei
sitting alone at a stone table under a tree, with two cups of wine and a few small dishes. It was clear he
had been waiting for Chen Xi. “Thank you for waiting, Lord Xuande.”

“Have a seat, Zichuan,” Liu Bei gestured to the stone bench Chen Xi had ordered made, speaking
casually. “Can you handle it?”

“There’s no problem, Lord Xuande. No need to worry. In three days at most, the situation will turn
around, and Fenggao’s tax revenue will gradually reach four to five times its current level,” Chen Xi
replied calmly. “As long as | haven't fallen, there’s no need for you to step in. Don’t worry about me.”

“Let’s drink this cup of wine!” Liu Bei raised his cup and drank it in one go. “Zichuan, rest well. If you
can’t handle it, use my sword. And if that still doesn’t work,” Liu Bei reached out and patted Chen Xi on
the shoulder, “you still have me.”

Chapter 207: The Momentum of Gongsun Zan

Chen Xi silently drank the wine, a smile gradually appearing on his face. “Although I'd like to say thank
you, but...”

“You don’t need it, right?” Liu Bei noticed Chen Xi’s smile and, understanding his habits well, knew what
Chen Xi meant.

“Indeed, | don’t need it at all,” Chen Xi replied calmly, looking at Liu Bei. “Though things are slightly
more complicated than expected, they’ve clearly chosen the wrong time. All they’ve revealed is their
own foolishness. This time, we will need the remorseful scholars and gentry on our side.”



“Zichuan, your way of thinking is entirely different from ours,” Liu Bei said with a wry smile. “Under your
guidance, | haven’t encountered any disasters.”

“There have been disasters, but ‘misfortune lies within fortune,” as they say. As for my thinking, it’s
likely just a different perspective,” Chen Xi replied casually.

“Since you’re fine, Zichuan, | won’t disturb you any further,” Liu Bei said. Originally, he intended to chat
more with Chen Xi, thinking it would be good to maintain contact with his key advisors. But his keen
eyes spotted Fan Jian hiding behind a pillar, and with a gesture, he signaled Chen Xi to go and comfort
his wife instead.

Chen Xi didn’t even turn around; Liu Bei’s expression told him who was behind him. With a smile, he
made a gesture and then escorted Liu Bei to the door. Sure enough, Xu Chu was already waiting
outside—truly an uncanny occurrence.

While Chen Xi was beginning to see hope, in Youzhou, Taishi Ci arrived at the front lines with a thousand
men after convincing Tian Kai, personally escorting supplies. Nearly five months of continuous fighting
had clearly left Youzhou in a state of disrepair.

After delivering the supplies to the main camp, Taishi Ci, who should have returned, instead stayed
under the pretense of observing the tactics of the White Horse Volunteers. Surprisingly, Gongsun Zan,
who had been quite accommodating to allied forces, was easy to convince, especially with Liu Bei’s
unreserved support of provisions.

Thus, despite being merely an escort of supplies, Taishi Ci was given a seat at the table and allowed to
observe the battles. Gongsun Zan even let him join in on the battlefield, providing him with a small unit
of White Horse Volunteers to experience firsthand how they were crushing Yuan Shao.

During his ten days at the Jiegiao battlefield, Taishi Ci witnessed Gongsun Zan's forces thoroughly
thrashing Yuan Shao, leaving the latter with barely any means to fight back. On several occasions, the
White Horse Volunteers even breached Yuan Shao’s camp, but each time, Yuan Shao managed to hold
out, though barely. It always seemed like they were just one push away from victory.

The situation was so overwhelmingly favorable that Taishi Ci found himself at a loss for words. The
White Horse Volunteers were like a wave of white that crashed through the enemy lines, easily



overwhelming them. With five thousand on each flank, they seemed unstoppable. How could they
possibly lose? Taishi Ci felt quite at ease here, unlike the constant skirmishes and ambushes from Zhang
He and Gao Lan back in Licheng.

Taishi Ci, observing another small-scale engagement where Yuan Shao’s forces nearly crumbled under
the White Horse Volunteers, couldn’t help but think how absurd it would be if Gongsun Zan were to
lose, especially after Chen Xi had insisted on his defeat. Based on the current situation, it seemed
impossible for Yuan Shao to hold out much longer.

“How do you find it, Ziyi?” Gongsun Zan asked arrogantly, standing atop a high slope, pointing at the
white waves of his troops. “Is my army not magnificent?”

“The White Horse Volunteers can indeed be called the elite of the world!” Taishi Ci replied without a
hint of flattery, speaking the truth.

“Hahaha!” Gongsun Zan laughed heartily. “Under my command, the White Horse Volunteers are the
strongest troops! They were forged with the blood of the northern barbarians, and each one of them
can hold their own against ten men in the borderlands!”

Taishi Ci smiled. While Gongsun Zan’s words were boastful, they were also true. Perhaps a single soldier
couldn’t take on ten enemies alone, but when a thousand White Horse Volunteers charged across the
northern plains, achieving a one-to-ten kill ratio was entirely within their grasp. Gongsun Zan had earned
the title of White Horse General not from others but from the blood of the barbarians, to the point
where the northern tribes—Xianbei, Wuhuan, and Xiongnu—would flee at the sight of white horses.

In this respect, Taishi Ci, who had lived in Youzhou, held deep respect for Gongsun Zan. Though his
methods were ruthless, he had undoubtedly protected the people of Youzhou. This was why Taishi Ci
had willingly accepted the task of safeguarding Gongsun Zan.

“The northern frontier is harsh, and the barbarians are rampant. If not for General Gongsun, the
northern part of Youzhou would have long fallen to their depredations,” Taishi Ci said. Like Gongsun
Zan, he believed in using force to maintain order, disapproving of Liu Yu’s conciliatory policies. No
matter how much appeasement was offered, the barbarians still raided, making Liu Yu's methods seem
like mere political posturing to Taishi Ci.



“Barbarians!” A cold light flashed in Gongsun Zan’s eyes. “If given the chance, | would march to the
North Sea and wipe out every last one of those beasts! The only good barbarian is a dead one!”

Gongsun Zan suddenly thought of something and pulled a letter from his chest, handing it to Taishi Ci
with a chilling look. “Look at what the southern Xiongnu have proposed. | suspect the Xianbei are also
getting restless.”

“How could we agree to this?” Taishi Ci’s eyes blazed with anger. The southern Xiongnu had suggested
that Yuan Shao had offered them rewards to attack Gongsun Zan, but if Gongsun Zan paid them more,
they would turn on Yuan Shao instead.

“No grievances with me? I've lost count of how many Xiongnu lives I've taken! | have no problem
crushing them along with Yuan Shao!” Gongsun Zan sneered. “I'd never stoop so low as to collaborate
with barbarians!”

“By the way, General Gongsun, how do you plan to handle the issue of Liu Yu in Youzhou?” Taishi Ci
asked, relieved by Gongsun Zan’s response. He shifted the topic, as the conflict between Gongsun Zan
and Liu Yu’s differing political ideologies was a more pressing issue.

At the mention of Liu Yu, Gongsun Zan'’s face darkened instantly, his eyes revealing undisguised malice.
He decided there and then that once he returned, he would eliminate Liu Yu. No matter where he
fought, Liu Yu was always there, undermining his efforts.

Seeing the look in Gongsun Zan’s eyes, Taishi Ci knew what Gongsun Zan intended, silently lamenting
that Chen Xi had predicted this correctly.

“General Gongsun, if you find this matter troublesome, you can leave it to me. Lord Xuande and Liu Yu
share the same lineage, and in these dark times for the imperial family, we need respected Han princes
like Liu Yu to help. My lord hopes that General Gongsun will show mercy and allow me to escort Liu Yu
back to Taishan and then send him to Chang’an,” Taishi Ci relayed Chen Xi’s message. The implications
were clear.

Gongsun Zan froze for a moment, then burst into laughter. “Xuande is indeed my brother! Leave Liu Yu
to him!”



Gongsun Zan might have been straightforward, but he wasn’t stupid. His earlier decision to eliminate Liu
Yu had been driven by anger. He hadn’t considered the broader implications, but Taishi Ci’s words
snapped him back to reality, making him realize the potential disaster he was about to create.

Chapter 208: Gan Ning’s Mindset

After sailing around the sea for a while, Gan Ning steered his ship back into the Yellow River and then
returned to the sea once again. Despite receiving regular reports from Taishi Ci, there was no apparent
progress. Frustrated, Gan Ning swung his large blade at a shark in the water. He was the type of person
who had confidence and courage, but no patience. If you asked Gan Ning to charge into Yuan Shao's
camp, he'd do it without hesitation. But asking him to wait near the coastline for the right moment was
just too much. The longer he waited, the more irritated he became.

Were it not for his confidence in Chen Xi, Gan Ning would have long lost his patience. Even so, he had
already gotten so bored that he ended up fighting several battles with nearby pirates. Whether they
were from the Three Hans or Gongsun Du's forces, anyone who dared to provoke Gan Ning found
themselves at the receiving end of his wrath.

As he watched merchant ships pass through his territory one by one, Gan Ning couldn't shake the
feeling that something was off. When had Youzhou become so busy with merchant ships? Ship after ship
carried goods such as horses, cattle, sheep, hides, medicinal herbs, and incense—anything you could
imagine. On more than one occasion, Gan Ning was tempted to rob them, but he held back, reminding
himself of the current situation. He even resisted his habitual urge as a career bandit to demand a toll,
letting ship after ship pass through his waters unscathed.

Over the next few days, Gan Ning noticed that the number of merchant ships kept increasing, and some
of them clearly weren't suited for the open sea. These flat-bottomed boats were purely for transporting
cargo, and in Gan Ning's eyes, they were practically sailing to their doom. Yet, the merchants persisted,

even hugging the coastline just to carry more goods.

"Move aside! Move aside!" Gan Ning grumbled as another merchant ship, nearly the size of his flagship,
approached. Annoyed, he ordered his men to spread out and let the ship pass. He wasn't here to rob
these people, so he turned a blind eye to them. As long as they didn't act foolishly and attack him, Gan
Ning treated them like annoying flies—something to ignore as long as they didn't bother him.

But this time was different. The merchant ship stopped not far from Gan Ning's flagship, and a voice
called out from the deck.



"Brothers over there! I'm a merchant from the Tian family. | see your ships aren't fully loaded. Would
you be willing to rent them to us? We'll split the profits fifty-fifty!" A wealthy-looking man in silk clothes
shouted from the merchant ship.

"Not interested!" Gan Ning replied bluntly.

"Come on, brothers! Let's talk this over. The Tian family is wealthy, and we’ve brought a lot of goods to
Qingzhou this time. We're overloaded. If you lend us two ships, you can make a fortune! Qingzhou and
Taishan are now gathering places for merchants from all over the world. Miss this chance, and you
might never get another like it! As a fellow ship owner, would you like to join in? The Tian family is
willing to offer goods as compensation!" The man shouted, pressing his case from the ship's deck.

This man was Tian Yu's younger brother, Tian Tian, who had no interest in anything but business. The
head of the Tian family was furious at his lack of ambition, but over time, he had given up and allowed
Tian Tian to do as he pleased. As a result, the Tian family's chief steward held significant power.

"You're headed to Qingzhou? What's going on there? Why say it's a gathering place for merchants from
all over the world?" Gan Ning had intended to drive these people away, but the man's mention of
Qingzhou piqued his interest.

"My good brother! Listen to me, and quickly follow us to Qingzhou. | promise you'll make a fortune!
Miss this opportunity, and you may never find another like it!" The man, realizing that Gan Ning was
unaware of the situation, quickly explained. After all, it was common knowledge among savvy
merchants that Qingzhou was currently the place to be. Whether for buying or selling, it was the ideal
market.

As the man explained, Gan Ning's thoughts began to wander. Could it be that the strategist stationed me
here to protect the trade routes as well? There were plenty of pirates and bandits in this area before! If
that's the case, it's not impossible...

"Steward Tian, | am Gan Xingba, commander of the Qingzhou navy. | am stationed here to protect the
trade routes! Have you encountered any pirates or bandits on your journey?" Gan Ning laughed, fully
embracing his role.



"Huh? You say you're here to protect the trade routes?" The man was momentarily taken aback. "Oh, |
see. My ship is overloaded, and those scoundrels made off with all the ships in Youzhou. Now, I'm stuck
with this slow journey to Qingzhou. Well, if General Gan is guarding the sea route, then | won't trouble
you any further."

After speaking, the wealthy man turned to his guard and whispered, "Yue Wen, instruct the crew to give
the toll we prepared for the pirates and bandits to General Gan. We've had a smooth journey without
any interference, and even though he didn’t ask, we should leave something as a token of appreciation."

"Steward Tian, please proceed to Qingzhou without delay." Gan Ning ordered his fleet to make way for
the merchant ship, noting how deep the ship sat in the water. It was clear that they weren't joking about
being overloaded—Youzhou must have really run out of ships.

The merchant ship moved slowly, weighed down by its cargo.

"What's this?" Gan Ning asked curiously as a small boat approached.

"The journey must have been exhausting for General Gan and your men. Our Tian family didn't realize
the situation before, but now that we know, please accept some food, drink, and supplies as a token of
our gratitude," the guard who had been standing beside Tian Tian replied with a smile.

"Very well." Gan Ning stroked his chin. He wasn't the type to stand on ceremony, and besides, he had
indeed been protecting the trade routes and had taken out quite a few pirates.

"Gan Yan, take some men and use the pirate ships we captured to help transport their goods to
Qingzhou. If those ships sink with all that cargo, it would be a disaster," Gan Ning ordered after some
thought. Returning favors wasn't a bad thing, after all. Besides, his regular fleet now had more pirate
ships than military ships.

"Understood!" Gan Yan saluted and accepted the order.

After the exchange, Gan Ning felt much better. It turned out he was still very important—guarding the
sea, waiting for an opportunity to strike Yuan Shao, and possibly even rescuing Gongsun Zan's forces.



With so many responsibilities, the pressure didn’t weigh him down but instead fueled his burning desire
for action.

Watching the Tian family’s fleet disappear into the distance, Gan Ning's fighting spirit surged. He turned
to his officers and ordered, "Spread out! Gan Luo, Gan He, each of you take a portion of the navy and
patrol the coastline. If you find any pirates or bandits, attack immediately! Anyone who dares to steal
from Qingzhou will die!"

"Understood!" Gan Ning's men shouted in unison. The navy quickly split into three groups. Gan Ning
stayed behind with five hundred men, while the other two groups patrolled the coast, seeking out those
who dared to disrupt Qingzhou's trade routes. In Gan Ning's mind, since he had accepted the role, he
would fulfill it to the best of his ability. Anyone who dared to reach for Qingzhou's wealth would have to
pay the ultimate price!

As he watched his fleet sail away, a sudden sense of unease washed over Gan Ning. He shook his head
to clear it and pushed the feeling aside, finally managing to quell the anxiety that had been gnawing at
him.

Chapter 209: Yuan Shao’s Boldness

Leaving aside Gan Ning’s uneasy feeling, at this moment, Yuan Shao finally received news from his rear
camp three days after sending out his battle challenge.

“Master, | am ready,” Ju Yi reported, clad in heavy armor, the clanging of metal accompanying his every
movement as he saluted Yuan Shao.

“Are you confident this time?” Yuan Shao asked, looking at Ju Yi.

“Victory or death!” This time, Ju Yi spoke with a calm demeanor, his voice resolute and strong, with
none of his usual arrogance.

Yuan Shao sighed, “Be prepared. This time, my life is in your hands. Don’t disappoint me.”

“Yes!” Ju Yi didn’t say another word, simply bowing and turning to leave the tent. As he was about to
step out, Yuan Shao’s voice reached him again, “Don’t die, Zhengli.”



Ju Yi didn’t look back; he just silently walked out. Outside, his men were already prepared—a force of
eight hundred heavily armored spearmen, known as the Da Ji Shi, and three thousand death squads
armed with strong crossbows and swords, ready for battle.

“For this battle, there is no retreat! The banner of the White Horse Cavalry must fall. I, Ju Zhengli, swear
not to return unless victorious!” Ju Yi commanded his soldiers. “If any of you have final words, speak
now, for there may be no chance on the battlefield.”

A heavy silence followed. Ju Yi’s face showed a faint smile.

No one spoke. Ju Yi poured each soldier a bowl of wine from a large jug, and after they all drank, he led
them out of the camp. Ju Yi was ready to die.

Yuan Benchu’s boldness had earned his admiration. A commander doesn’t always have to lead from the
rear. Sometimes, leading with one’s blood and courage is also a way to command. Ju Yi believed that his
soldiers would not flee, even in the face of death. The White Horse Cavalry must die; anyone blocking
Yuan Benchu’s path to dominance must die!

“Today is the day,” Gongsun Zan laughed heartily, “l didn’t expect Yuan Benchu to have such courage.
Good, very good! All troops, break camp and follow me to crush Yuan Benchu!”

Taishi Ci felt a bit uneasy. Ever since receiving Yuan Shao’s challenge three days ago, he had a vague
sense of foreboding. He had immediately written a letter to Gan Ning and sent it off.

What Taishi Ci didn’t know was that Gan Ning was now down to just over three hundred naval troops.
He had already sent out most of his forces to patrol the coastline, eliminate pirates and bandits, and
protect the sea merchants.

“ZiYi, would you like to join the battle?” Gongsun Zan asked with a smile. He admired this strong man
from Qingzhou and was willing to share some of the glory, for in his mind, facing Yuan Shao at Jiegiao
was a death sentence for Yuan.



“It is my duty, and | would not ask for it otherwise!” Taishi Ci smiled. Whether they won or lost, he just
needed to do his part. The rest was up to fate.

Meanwhile, on the Zhang River, Gan Ning was steering a small sailboat with his remaining three hundred
men, preparing to head to the battlefield. To him, there was nothing wrong with this action, nor did he
consider that his few hundred men would be nothing more than a drop in the ocean against tens of
thousands of troops.

After assigning military duties, Taishi Ci returned to the rear camp to organize his forces, where he
received a letter from Gan Ning. The letter stated, “l am leading all my troops up the Zhang River. | will
arrive within three days.” Instantly, Taishi Ci felt relieved!

In Taishi Ci’s mind, having Gan Ning’s unnoticed three thousand elite naval troops lurking behind Yuan
Shao’s lines, ready to strike at any moment, meant that even if Gongsun Zan suffered unexpected losses,
Gan Ning could arrive two or three days later to gather the remnants, reorganize the troops, and fight
again. As for total annihilation, that seemed impossible.

What Taishi Ci didn’t realize was that the situation was far more dire. Gan Ning didn’t have three
thousand men, and the battle at Jiegiao wasn’t just about winning or losing—it was about how many of
the White Horse Cavalry would survive. No one had even considered the possibility of the White Horse
Cavalry being completely wiped out.

Gongsun Zan’s strength lay in his White Horse Cavalry. After the battle of Jieqgiao, the cavalry was utterly
destroyed. Although Gongsun Zan still had nearly ten thousand infantry, they were a far cry from the
force that once made the northern nomads tremble. Without the White Horse Cavalry, Gongsun Zan
was like a tiger that had lost its teeth and claws, no longer possessing the same fearsome aura. This set
the stage for the coalition of Xianbei, Wuhuan, and Yuan Shao to jointly attack Gongsun Zan. If the
White Horse Cavalry had still been around, even in his downfall, Gongsun Zan would have made the
nomads hesitate before looking south.

“March!” With the sound of drums, Gongsun Zan'’s left and right wings surged forward. Ten thousand
White Horse Cavalry followed on both flanks, their white banners and clouds of dust nearly obscuring
the blue sky.

“Master!” Just as Yuan Shao was about to lead his troops, Shen Pei entered the tent and bowed.



“Zhengnan, what brings you here?” Yuan Shao asked curiously.

“Master, do you trust your generals and advisors?” Shen Pei half-knelt on the ground, knowing that his
guestion was dangerous, but his loyalty to the Yuan family compelled him to ask.

“l do!” Yuan Shao answered without hesitation.

“Then | ask you to break camp. General Ju’s words, which | once doubted, | now believe. Just now, | saw
him swear a blood oath—not to return unless he destroys the White Horse Cavalry! Therefore, |, Shen
Zhengnan, am willing to vouch for General Ju!” Shen Pei said solemnly.

“Good! | trust not only Zhengli but also You Ruo and Yuan Hao, who are ready and waiting for this battle
to annihilate the White Horse Cavalry!” Yuan Shao declared firmly. “Zhengnan, relay my orders—break
camp! Every soldier is to carry three days’ worth of rations. Burn the camp and pull back the supply
troops. Tell Zhengli that if this battle is lost, | will die as welll”

Yuan Shao now felt a pressing sense of urgency. The rise of Cao Cao and Liu Bei had grown to rival his
own power. Under this pressure, Yuan Benchu, the paragon of the land, shed his former lethargy and
once again revealed his heroic spirit. Since he had decided to trust Ju Yi, he would trust him fully,
believing that Ju Yi would crush the White Horse Cavalry!

Ju Yi, receiving Shen Pei’s message, felt a wave of fear, followed by a return to his usual demeanor.
However, his expression hardened with determination. If he had previously thought that fighting to the
last man would be enough to prove his loyalty to Yuan Shao, now only one thought remained: he could
die, but he would ensure that Yuan Shao won this battle.

Sometimes, war is the stage for just one person. A brilliant victory can create a renowned general. If Ju
Yi had still held onto his previous mindset of fighting to the last man, he might have lost. But with the
resolve to drag his enemy to hell, even in death, his spirit soared above all. Throughout history,
strategists have only calculated odds, but only a truly outstanding commander can turn the tide from
the brink of defeat. All miraculous battles have always had one thing in common—an exceptional
commander!

Chapter 210: Ju Yi’s Capabilities



By the time Gongsun Zan led his troops to the battlefield, Yuan Shao's forces had already taken their
positions. Ju Yi commanded the heavily armored spearmen in the front, followed by thousands of death
squads armed with broadswords and strong crossbows.

"Yuan Benchu, come out and face me!" Gongsun Zan rode forward, preparing to issue a challenge.

Thud! The sound of a crossbow bolt striking the ground echoed. Ju Yi coldly stared at Gongsun Zan,
showing no need for words. Those who lived would write today's history, and the dead would simply
become part of the earth.

Gongsun Zan glared at the bolt embedded near his horse's hoof, then raised his head to glare at Ju Yi,
who stood at the forefront of the troops. "Hmph, is this all Yuan Benchu's courage amounts to? He
doesn't even have the guts to come out and face me?"

JuYi remained silent, and the entire front line was equally quiet. They were there to kill, not to talk.
They had no interest in responding to such provocations. Their only goal was to annihilate the enemy.

Faced with the cold and emotionless stares and the silent, murderous formation of soldiers, Gongsun
Zan couldn't help but frown. With a cold snort, he turned his horse around without any hesitation.

"Order the left and right flanks to attack! | will show Yuan Shao what real power is!" Gongsun Zan
commanded Yan Gang angrily.

"Yes, sir!" Soon after, the sound of drums filled Gongsun Zan's camp, followed by the earth-shaking
sound of galloping hooves. The familiar battle cry, "Where justice goes, life and death follow; Heaven
bears witness, with the White Horse as proof!" echoed, and the White Horse Cavalry surged forward like
a tidal wave.

Ju Yilooked at the approaching White Horse Cavalry with cold indifference, feeling a calm resolve in his
heart. As he expected, the proud Gongsun Zan sought the perfect battle, leading a cavalry charge. But
for Ju Yi, who had prepared thoroughly, this was just another opportunity.



Each soldier of the Da Ji Shi (Great Halberd Soldiers) knelt down under the command of their squad
leaders, watching the approaching white cloud of dust. They crouched behind their large shields, waiting
for Ju Yi's command.

In that moment, as Ju Yi crouched down, he felt an overwhelming sense of calm. The thunderous
hoofbeats of the White Horse Cavalry seemed to slow down in his perception, each thud like a distant
rumble of thunder.

Ju Yi silently watched the White Horse Cavalry draw closer and closer. He waited, counting down from a
hundred paces to seventy, then to fifty. The White Horse Cavalry's arrows began to rain down, but the
barrage was neutralized by the shields and heavy armor of the Da Ji Shi. The soldiers remained
unmoved, crouched behind their shields.

"Attack!" At thirty paces, Ju Yi suddenly sprang up, hurling his only short spear forward. In the next
instant, the soldiers slammed their shields into the ground and braced their spears against the shield,
creating a slight incline—exactly as planned.

Thud, thud, thud! Eight hundred short spears flew out, taking down at least three hundred White Horse
Cavalrymen. The cavalry's formation faltered, and as the Da Ji Shi collided with the disordered front
lines, many soldiers were thrown aside. However, the cavalry's formation, already disrupted by the
spears, became even more chaotic.

At that moment, Ju Yi unleashed his hidden trump card. Three thousand crossbows fired simultaneously
into the White Horse Cavalry's ranks.

After releasing their only volley, the death squads discarded their crossbows without even checking the
results. Drawing their broadswords, they charged forward, just as they had been trained. The Da Ji Shi,
with their large shields, slowed the cavalry's advance, while the death squads hacked down the
cavalrymen who had lost their momentum.

"Charge!" Yuan Shao shouted as he saw the White Horse Cavalry fall into disarray. He unleashed his
hidden force of one thousand heavy cavalry—most of whom could only ride ten kilometers before their
horses would collapse under the weight of their armor. Led by Yan Liang and Wen Chou, these super-
heavy cavalry units finally sprang into action, gaining speed with every stride.



They crashed into the center of the White Horse Cavalry, and the once-invincible formation crumpled
like paper, unable to hold even for a second before being smashed apart by the heavy cavalry.

"Killl" Yan Liang, frenzied with battle fury, poured his inner strength into every strike. Despite the
suppression of the White Horse Cavalry's aura, which hindered most of his abilities, his loyalty to Yuan
Shao and his sheer bravery drove him to lead Ju Yi's heavy cavalry straight into the heart of the enemy
formation.

Seeing the black-armored cavalry tear through the White Horse Cavalry, Ju Yi knew his goal had been
achieved. With a roar, he decapitated a White Horse Cavalry officer and led the death squads in a
ferocious assault, further disrupting the enemy formation.

"Master, quickly order the archers to fire in Ju Yi's direction!" Shen Pei shouted, recognizing that as long
as the Da Ji Shi held their ground, the White Horse Cavalry would remain trapped, their mobility
completely neutralized.

"Fire!" Yuan Shao roared, then turned to Feng Ji. "Yuan Tu, command this battle! Only by leading from
the front can we crush the White Horse Cavalry before Gongsun Zan can react! Charge!"

With that, Yuan Shao drew his sword and bellowed, "All generals, follow me into battle! Today, we will
defeat Gongsun Zan! Charge!" He spurred his horse forward, leading the charge into the fray.

With Yuan Shao personally entering the battle, the morale of his troops soared. Even the Da Ji Shi fought
with renewed vigor, further shrinking the already confined space in which the White Horse Cavalry could
maneuver.

"Our lord does not fear death! What do we have to fear? Kill! Kill! Kill!" Ju Yi roared as he beheaded a
White Horse Cavalry commander and continued his advance toward the enemy's command banner.

"Master, this is bad! Quickly order the White Horse Cavalry to retreat!" Tian Kai shouted urgently. In just
a few minutes, Gongsun Zan's once-proud White Horse Cavalry had been thrown into disarray, and he
had yet to recover from the shock.



"Get out of my way!" Gongsun Zan, his eyes bloodshot with rage, kicked Tian Kai aside. He was
determined to kill Yuan Shao, believing his White Horse Cavalry to be invincible—how could they be
stopped by just eight hundred Da Ji Shi?

In his fury, Gongsun Zan led his troops into the fray, cutting off the White Horse Cavalry's retreat and
sealing their fate. The once unstoppable cavalry, the fastest in the world, was now caught like a trapped
animal, completely losing its mobility.

Even though the White Horse Cavalry were known for their bravery and battle prowess, and despite
their experience, they could not turn the tide. The death squads' broadswords were far more suited to
close combat than the White Horse Cavalry's sabers. Moreover, the death squads, fighting under the
leadership of their squad leaders, displayed far greater combat effectiveness than the dismounted
cavalry.

Fueled by sheer determination, Ju Yi hacked his way through the enemy ranks. His black armor was now
soaked in blood, but he finally saw the command banner of the White Horse Cavalry.

"Ju Yil" Yan Gang, enraged by the sight of his proud White Horse Cavalry reduced to such a state,
charged at Ju Yi with his saber raised.

JuYididn't dodge. He took the hit head-on, then grabbed Yan Gang's saber with his left hand. With a
powerful swing of his own sword, he decapitated Yan Gang. Before the surrounding White Horse Cavalry
could react, Ju Yi summoned all his remaining strength, throwing his sword with all his might and cutting
down the enemy's command banner.

"Hahaha..." Ju Yi laughed, blood pouring from his mouth. He had no intention of leaving the battlefield
alive. With the command banner of the White Horse Cavalry down, his mission was complete. "Master,
in the next life, | will repay you for your kindness!" With those words, he drew the saber embedded in
his waist and charged back into the fray, determined to fight to the last breath.



