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My dream is to become a god of war, to roam the sea of stars, to be omnipotent. I fight not because of enemies, but because of my love. The vast universe is all-encompassing and contains all kinds of wonders. Holding a quantum battle blade, I control a giant dragon from another world, fly through a forest of towering giant trees, hunt all kinds of strange alien beasts, search for ancient treasures in distant mountains, visit the floating city above the clouds... Billions of worlds unfold before me, and my adventures cover the entire sea of stars. At the beginning of the story, we go to the sea of stars to explore legends. At the end of the story, we become legends of the sea of stars.
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Chapter 1: Quantum Battle Body
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"Huang Xinghai, I want to be your girlfriend!" Shen Xinyi cornered Huang Xinghai against the wall, her small hands braced against it, trapping him between them as she declared fiercely.

"Sure thing, sure thing!" Huang Xinghai nodded eagerly, rubbing his hands together in anticipation.

"You big jerk!" Shen Xinyi threw herself into Huang Xinghai's arms, pounding his chest with her tiny fists.

But that punch did the trick—it jolted Huang Xinghai wide awake.

Huang Xinghai lifted his sleepy head from the desk, wiped the drool from the corner of his mouth, and habitually glanced at Shen Xinyi sitting in the front row.

She was quietly doing her homework with her head down, her adorable twin ponytails hanging down, revealing her fair, delicate neck.

"Sigh!" After watching her for a moment, Huang Xinghai let out a quiet sigh.

This scene had played out countless times before. Every time he woke up like this, he would lift his head to watch her back, yet they had barely exchanged a few words.

Graduation was fast approaching, and soon he wouldn't even have the chance to glance at her. With Shen Xinyi's academic achievements and family background, she would undoubtedly attend university in another city, while he would have to go to a university in a different province.

It was the last self-study period on Friday afternoon, and with the holiday break approaching, most students had lost all focus—except for a handful like Shen Xinyi.

Some were huddled in circles playing cards, others were playing chess, some were asleep with their heads on their desks, and others were cracking sunflower seeds and chatting... It hardly resembled a classroom; it was more like a card and chess parlor.

In the bottom right corner of the blackboard, a line of text read: 66 days until the college entrance exam.

Yet the atmosphere in the classroom felt more like there were 666 days left.

Huang Xinghai withdrew his gaze and pulled out a brick-thick book titled Maintenance of Combat Bodies: From Beginner to Expert, immersing himself in its pages.

He was already flipping through the final dozen pages, clearly having long since mastered the basics and advanced to the level of expertise.

As soon as he opened the book, his sleepy eyes brightened. He became completely absorbed, utterly unaffected by the noisy environment around him.

"Ring-ring-ring..." The bell finally chimed, and the classroom erupted in chaos.

Students who had been sleeping leapt to their feet and rushed out of the classroom in a flurry, as if they had been resurrected.

His desk partner, Zhang Hao, also woke up, lifting his head from the desk and staring blankly at the blackboard. "Class is over?"

"Class is out!" Huang Xinghai called back, but his eyes darted toward Shen Xinyi in the front row. She was still bent over her homework, showing no sign of leaving.

"Let's go, let's go! Home!" Zhang Hao perked up instantly at the word "dismissed," standing up with brisk efficiency.

Huang Xinghai shook his head, returning to his book. "You go ahead. I'll swing by the underground morgue later."

"Going corpse-robbing again? Aren't you afraid they'll drag you out and beat you to death?" Zhang Hao chuckled, slinging his jacket over his shoulder before striding out ahead.

The classroom quickly fell silent, with only a handful of students remaining.

After more than ten minutes, Shen Xinyi finally closed her book, slung her small backpack over her shoulder, and walked out the front door with another girl.

Huang Xinghai pretended to have just finished studying, slung his backpack over his shoulder, and left his seat, exiting through the back door of the classroom.

The moment he stepped out the back door, he "just happened" to run into Shen Xinyi coming his way.

Shen Xinyi and the other girl walked hand in hand, chatting as they went. They didn't notice Huang Xinghai at all and passed right by him.

Her footsteps stirred a gentle breeze that lifted the hem of her sailor uniform skirt, brushing against his fingers.

In that instant, Huang Xinghai's heart skipped a beat. His fingers trembled as if electrified.

"Are you free tomorrow? I discovered a ruin on Giant Bear Star. Let's explore it together!"

"Sure!"

Shen Xinyi and the other girl's voices gradually faded into the distance. Her long twin ponytails swayed behind her, leaving only a trail of fragrance and the echo of her crisp laughter.

Huang Xinghai watched her receding figure until she vanished around the staircase corner before finally looking away.

He took a deep breath, inhaling the lingering scent she'd left behind in the air. Then he too descended the stairs, heading toward the school's rear mountain.

At this hour, the campus crowds were streaming toward the school gates and dormitories, but Huang Xinghai moved against the flow.

He skirted the science building, crossed the soccer field, and arrived at the base of the back mountain's wall.

He accelerated forward, leaping with all his strength. His hands gripped the top of the wall, and he deftly swung himself over.

Beyond the wall lay a desolate wilderness, fronted by a barbed-wire fence bearing a sign: "No Trespassing. Violators Will Be Dragged Out and Beaten to Death."

Ignoring the warning, Huang Xinghai made his way with practiced ease to a gap in the fence. He pulled apart several strands of wire and ducked through the opening.

A concrete path appeared ahead, sloping downward toward a pitch-black underground entrance.

Just then, several transport vehicles drove into the entrance, disappearing into the darkness below with a rumbling roar.

"More fresh corpses!" Huang Xinghai's eyes lit up as he quickened his pace, breaking into a light jog toward the subterranean entrance.

After entering the underground entrance and navigating several turns, he arrived at a vast subterranean chamber.

The gloomy floor was piled high with corpses, scattered limbs strewn everywhere as far as the eye could see. Men, women, children—most missing arms or legs, exposed tangled wires at the stumps.

Huang Xinghai closed his eyes and took a deep breath. A potent, ionized ozone scent filled his nostrils.

He loved this scent. Whenever he smelled it, he felt as if he were piloting a quantum battle suit, adventuring through the vast, beautiful starry expanse, hunting down evil creatures from other worlds, and experiencing the customs and cultures of alien civilizations.

This underground morgue wasn't filled with real corpses, but processed, discarded quantum battle suits. Though resembling humans in form, they were nothing more than high-tech electronic waste.

Quantum War Bodies, invented by Era Corporation, served as tools for interstellar exploration—essentially a second human body capable of carrying human consciousness and possessing various powerful abilities.

Humans could comfortably stay at home, don a quantum helmet, and project their consciousness into quantum battle suits stationed across distant star systems, exploring various planets.

Over the past century, major corporations raced to develop quantum combat suits. Rapid technological advancements drastically reduced costs, making them accessible to the general public. They are now widely used across industries, replacing humans in hazardous tasks.

In Huang Xinghai's class, most students owned quantum battle suits. During holidays, groups of friends would gather, don their quantum helmets, and journey through distant star systems via their battle suits. They marveled at magnificent, fantastical landscapes, hunted malevolent alien creatures—what a thrilling adventure! If they were fortunate enough to discover precious energy ores or rare materials, they could sell them on the interstellar market for substantial profits, improving their lives.

However, obtaining top-tier treasures was unrealistic. Low-end quantum battle suits were standardized, mass-produced by manufacturers with limited capabilities. They could only venture into relatively safe zones and were easily damaged when encountering crises.

To truly dominate the cosmos, one must craft top-tier quantum battle suits from rare materials. These bespoke masterpieces—every arm, leg, even finger—are forged from countless treasures and ingenuity, packed with cutting-edge tech capable of devastating worlds.

Beyond crafting supreme quantum battle suits, another path leads to comparable power: cultivating oneself into an unparalleled master. Possessing transcendent strength and godlike abilities, one can equally roam the starry seas.

Huang Xinghai had been fascinated by the vast cosmos since childhood. On every clear night, he would gaze at the stars from his rooftop, dreaming of journeying into the boundless starry seas one day. He longed to explore wondrous, unknown planets, encounter bizarre alien races, and pioneer new worlds for humanity.

To this end, he began diligent cultivation at an early age. Unfortunately, lacking cultivation resources, his progress remained slow.

To embark on interstellar adventures in the near future, his only hope lay in a quantum battle suit. Yet his family's financial struggles meant even the cheapest model was beyond his reach.

For the past two years, he'd spent every spare moment scavenging this scrapyard. He'd gathered most of the components—only one arm and a fusion capacitor remained—before he could assemble a complete Quantum Battle Suit.

"Boom!" The transport vehicles began unloading, dumping discarded battle suits that piled up into several mountains of corpses.

In the vast underground space, tens of thousands of stark white corpses—even knowing they were fake—looked utterly unsettling.

Sprinkle some blood on them, and it would resemble a human slaughterhouse—a scene straight out of a horror movie.

The transport vehicles were all driverless. After dumping the scrap, they automatically drove away empty, paying no heed to Huang Xinghai standing nearby.

In the eerie morgue, he was now the sole occupant, free to do as he pleased with the corpses.

He quickly stepped over scattered limbs and climbed the massive mountain of corpses, searching meticulously.

Severed arms and legs were tossed aside carelessly, scattering in all directions. His sharp eyes scanned the area, hunting for prey.

Scavenging was entirely a matter of luck. On a good day, he might unearth treasures like quantum chips or nuclear batteries; on a bad day, he couldn't even find a lens ring.

Just then, Huang Xinghai's eyes lit up. He swiftly picked up a slender arm.

The original owner was clearly a girl—her nails were manicured, and a red rose was tattooed on her arm.

He extended a finger, inserted it into a crack in the severed limb, and dug downward.

"Snap!" A cylinder the size of a fingernail fell out, landing firmly in his palm.

It was a fusion capacitor—a standardized component compatible with various models of quantum battle suits.

Huang Xinghai smiled happily, tucking the fusion capacitor into his pocket as if it were a precious treasure.

Now, he only needed to find another arm to assemble a complete quantum battle suit.

...

Over an hour later, he climbed down from the mountain of corpses, wiped the sweat from his face, and shook his head regretfully. He hadn't found a usable arm.

Seeing that it was getting late, he sighed and stepped over the scattered limbs, heading toward the exit.

"Hm?" Suddenly, his right foot caught on something, preventing him from lifting it.

He looked down—

A palm emerged from the mass of severed limbs, clutching tightly onto his heel.

Huang Xinghai crouched down, examining the hand with curiosity.

It was a right arm, mostly buried beneath the debris, with only the palm exposed. The fingers were thick and powerful, radiating strength as they clutched his heel.

Instead of fingernails, its fingertips were sharp claws, slightly digging into his shoe.

The skin of the palm was bronze-colored, marked by several gruesome scars, unlike the smooth skin of other battle bodies.

"A freshly scrapped battle body?" Huang Xinghai's excitement surged.

Freshly scrapped quantum corpses retained residual power. When stepped on, they automatically triggered a stress response—hence the grip on his heel.

Such freshly scrapped quantum battle bodies were treasure troves; many of their components could be reused.

He quickly pulled his foot free from the palm, then dug vigorously along its surface, shoveling aside other debris. Grasping the arm, he yanked upward.

"Clatter~" The severed arm was suddenly pulled free, revealing its true form.

The next moment, his face paled. He shuddered in terror, quickly tossing the arm aside and stumbling backward several steps in horror.

From the severed stump, crimson blood gushed forth, filling the air with a thick, pungent stench of blood.

It was a real human arm.
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Chapter 2: The Hand of God
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Among tens of thousands of fake stumps and limbs, a real human arm had been hidden!

The morgue's atmosphere instantly turned eerie, as if it were a real morgue, surrounded by piles of genuine corpses.

Huang Xinghai swallowed hard, a chill running down his spine as he stared fixedly at the arm.

The severed limb lay on the chest of a combat body, palm facing upward, fingers pointing directly at him.

Suddenly, the severed arm hooked its index finger toward Huang Xinghai, as if beckoning him closer.

Huang Xinghai recoiled several more steps, his face contorted with terror!

A real severed arm was actually beckoning him!

This was nothing short of a supernatural phenomenon!

Huang Xinghai took several deep breaths, forcing himself to calm down. He stared intently at the beckoning stump, his mind racing.

The fingers on that arm were covered in claws, not fingernails. This indicated it was not a human arm. Many custom battle suits did have claws instead of fingernails.

Moreover, this was a specialized scrapyard for combat suits—a real human arm shouldn't be here.

Perhaps the severed arm was merely exhibiting a reflexive response, which is why it had beckoned him.

Huang Xinghai composed himself, slowly stepping forward to examine the arm once more.

Compared to other combat body arms, this one's skin texture, bone structure, proportions, and the flesh at the fracture point all resembled a human arm more closely.

"Could it be... a bio-warrior from Era Corporation?" Huang Xinghai pondered, a bold hypothesis suddenly forming in his mind.

As the inventor of quantum battle bodies, Era Corporation had always been at the forefront of science and technology, controlling some of humanity's most advanced technologies.

They could create unique biological combat bodies that barely used electronic components, relying instead on extensive biotechnology. The body material resembled real human flesh and blood, using blood to transport energy substances and nerves for signal transmission, yet its toughness far surpassed human flesh. It was hailed as the future direction for quantum combat bodies.

However, the biological combat suits were prohibitively expensive and complex to manufacture, with annual production limited to only a few units. They also had dedicated maintenance and recycling channels, making their presence in this small town's scrap warehouse highly unlikely.

Huang Xinghai gritted his teeth and slowly approached, casually picking up a short leg and tentatively touching the severed arm.

The severed arm showed no other reaction; the index finger still twitched unconsciously, seemingly merely a reflex response.

Huang Xinghai exhaled slightly in relief, tossed aside the severed leg, and returned to stand before the arm.

He took a deep breath, slowly extended a hand, and picked up the severed arm once more.

Suddenly, the severed arm's veins bulged as it clamped down on his palm, gripping it like a drowning man clutching a lifeline, refusing to let go.

Huang Xinghai startled again, violently shaking his hand, but it was useless. The severed limb clamped down like a vise, refusing to release its grip.

However, the severed limb seemed to harbor no ill intent. Its sharp claws retracted into the flesh of its own accord, sparing him any injury.

Then, the index finger of the severed arm began to move again, tracing a gentle path across Huang Xinghai's palm, as if performing some important task.

Huang Xinghai carefully traced the finger's movements with his senses. Finally, he understood—it was writing!

This severed arm was writing words in the palm of his hand!

It spelled out— "Take me away!"

Huang Xinghai stared at the severed arm in astonishment!

It was actually begging him to take it away!

What kind of arm was this?

Why could it speak?

Huang Xinghai had never encountered anything so bizarre in his entire life. He couldn't help but examine the severed arm closely.

Soon, he noticed a peculiar phenomenon: though fresh blood oozed from the wound, it never dripped down. Instead, it always coalesced into a single pool.

Even after he tossed it aside, the blood didn't stain anything else. It seemed the arm possessed some kind of suction, firmly holding the blood in place.

Now, the pool of blood swayed rhythmically at the stump, pulsing with an eerie cadence like a hypnotist's pendulum, radiating an inexplicable, mesmerizing power.

Huang Xinghai's gaze was instantly drawn to it. His eyelids grew heavy, and as if compelled by some unseen force, he reached out a finger and tapped the pool of blood.

In an instant, the pool of blood seemed to encounter a sponge, seeping entirely into his fingers and vanishing without a trace.

Simultaneously, a searing heat rapidly radiated from his fingertips, spreading through his blood vessels to every part of his body.

Fortunately, the burning sensation subsided quickly. He hastily checked his body, flexed his limbs, and detected nothing unusual.

"What the hell?" Huang Xinghai stared in horror at the severed arm.

This mysterious blood had just surged into his body—who knew what terrifying consequences might follow? Faster cultivation speed? Sharper focus? Immunity to all poisons? Or perhaps... becoming more handsome?

Gritting his teeth, he searched the area again but found no other severed limb matching this arm.

Night had fallen, deepening the eerie gloom of the subterranean chamber. Countless corpses piled around him, their faces contorted in grotesque expressions, pairs of eyes staring at him from every direction.

Huang Xinghai felt a chill run down his spine. He quickly retrieved his backpack, stuffed the bizarre arm inside, and hurried away.

When he returned to the surface, a cool night breeze blew, rustling the wild grass. Billions of stars twinkled in the night sky, and a spaceship sliced through the darkness toward the constellations. Everything seemed normal.

His wildly pounding heart gradually calmed. Beneath the vast starry sky, he set off toward the school.

By the time he reached the school, streetlights had already illuminated the grounds. Students passed by in small groups, looking as if they had returned from hell to earth.

Shouldering his heavy backpack, he crossed half the campus to the club activity center, entering the dedicated workshop room for the "Handicraft Club" on the second floor.

Motion-sensor lights flickered on automatically. The room was empty, furnished only with several massive metal workbenches.

Huang Xinghai walked to the storage area at the back, verified his fingerprint, and opened his locker.

The locker was spacious, crammed with all kinds of crafting materials. The most eye-catching item inside was a mangled battle body.

The combat body was grotesque, its proportions wildly mismatched. It was clearly cobbled together from disparate parts of different models, resembling a deformed human. Many of the components were obsolete models.

Its right arm was missing, the gap exposing internal electronic components, with several optical cables dangling down.

This was the quantum combat body Huang Xinghai had spent two years assembling, and now it was finally nearing completion.

He dragged the combat body out of the cabinet and placed it on a workbench. Pulling the fusion capacitor from his pocket, he began the installation.

His gaze was focused, his movements practiced and precise. Tools seemed to come alive in his hands, dancing nimbly across complex circuit boards. His long fingers fluttered up and down with even pressure, every action purposeful and free of excess, creating a pleasing spectacle.

His academic performance was average, and his cultivation was nothing special, but he excelled at crafting electronic devices.

Whenever the Handicraft Club held events, fellow club members would gather around to watch him work.

His work flowed effortlessly. Devices that took others a long time to assemble with clumsy fumbles, he completed in just a few quick steps.

Moreover, his creations were visually appealing, with even the internal components arranged neatly and tidily.

When others' creations were taken apart, their wiring appeared chaotic and haphazardly crammed together like tangled balls of yarn.

But when you opened up his devices, the wiring was laid out logically, each wire distinct and neatly organized.

In under five minutes, he had the fusion capacitor installed, with solder joints so smooth they were virtually invisible.

Now, the entire combat suit was conspicuously missing its right arm.

Huang Xinghai bit his lip, turned, and walked to the activity room door. Peering out, he saw no one in the hallway and quickly closed the door.

Returning to the workbench, he retrieved his backpack and pulled out the strange arm.

Seeing it again sent a chill down his spine, reminding him of all the strange occurrences.

If this arm possessed such extraordinary properties, might it be compatible with this combat body?

He immediately placed the arm on the right side of the combat body, aligning it with the gap at the shoulder, and pressed it firmly into place.

The next moment, something miraculous happened!

The flesh at the stump of the arm began to writhe, drawing the optical cables within the gap into its substance. It then automatically reshaped itself, perfectly aligning and fusing with the battle body's opening.

Huang Xinghai stared in astonishment, unable to resist reaching out to touch the junction where the arm met the combat body.

It was smooth and seamless, not a single gap remained, as if they had always been one.

"How amazing!" Huang Xinghai murmured to himself.

Rubbing his hands together eagerly, he hurried back to the cabinet, retrieved an object resembling a motorcycle helmet, and placed it on his head.

This quantum helmet functioned as an interface device, leveraging quantum-level superluminal properties to transmit consciousness into the quantum battle body regardless of spatial distance—even across a hundred million light-years.

The moment Huang Xinghai donned the quantum helmet, his consciousness instantly transferred into the battle body on the workbench, adopting it as his own physical form.

The combat body's eyes became his eyes. Billions of sensors on its skin transmitted real tactile sensations, and his ears picked up the conversations of his classmates outside the building.

He immediately leaped off the workbench and began manipulating that extraordinary right arm with effortless fluidity—swinging, bending, splaying fingers, clenching a fist, raising a middle finger...

Every movement flowed effortlessly, joints responding with fluid precision. It felt as though he were controlling his own arm, without the slightest hint of resistance.

"Unbelievably agile!" Huang Xinghai thought in astonishment.

This battle body was cobbled together from assorted components, many of which were worn out. Controlling it felt clunky, like operating a shoddy robot.

Yet this right arm alone was extraordinary, moving as if it were his own, responding to his commands with effortless precision.

"Snap!" Huang Xinghai flicked his right fingers together with a crisp pop.

This was the simplest way to distinguish between mid-tier and low-tier battle bodies. Snapping one's fingers involved precise control of force, finger joint flexibility, skin material, and palm design—details that low-tier battle bodies couldn't replicate. Only mid-tier and high-tier battle bodies could produce that sound.

"Hit the jackpot!" Huang Xinghai murmured to himself, breaking into a delighted smile. Yet the facial material was so crude that the grin looked stiff and distorted, like a grimace.

The control and flexibility of this right arm were undoubtedly top-tier, but its strength remained unknown.

He immediately reached out with his right hand, grabbed the edge of the workbench, and lifted it upward with all his might.

"Boom!" The heavy workbench was sent flying, smashing hard into the ceiling before crashing back down. The impact shook the entire workshop, sending repair tools scattering everywhere.

Huang Xinghai was startled. The workbench was metal and extremely heavy, yet this right arm had tossed it aside effortlessly—completely defying physics.

The stronger the battle body's performance, the greater the arm's strength. This battle body was merely a cobbled-together piece of junk. Its power unit was extremely inefficient, and its structural design was flawed. Power transmission suffered a loss of around 40%, making it impossible to generate such immense force.

Clearly, that immense force had originated from the arm itself, unrelated to the combat suit.

Without a doubt, this was a perfect arm—its control, flexibility, and power were all top-tier, with no weaknesses to be found.

"This is nothing short of a gift from God!" Huang Xinghai murmured, staring in awe at the right arm.
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Chapter 3: The Feeling He'd Dreamed Of
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Huang Xinghai maneuvered the battle body to return the workbench to its original position, tidying up the tools scattered around.

He wondered if the tremendous noise from flipping the workbench had alerted anyone. It would be troublesome if his teacher discovered the damage to school property.

But it was already vacation time. No one should be lingering here.

He removed the quantum helmet, grabbed some tissues, and approached the battle suit to begin wiping it down.

He wiped it carefully, as if handling a cherished treasure, removing every speck of dust and grease from every corner.

After using half a pack of tissues, Huang Xinghai finally finished cleaning the battle suit from head to toe. Though it still looked ugly, at least it was now clean and tidy.

He gazed at the battle suit before him and smiled with anticipation.

He finally had a battle body of his own, and one with such an incredibly powerful right arm. It was time to venture out into the vast starry skies.

Stepping over the scattered tissues, he sat down before a chair, reattached the quantum helmet, and channeled his consciousness into the battle body.

The combat body immediately began walking toward the exit. However, its legs were mismatched models—one tall, one short—causing it to limp like a cripple.

Soon, the battle body left the club activity center and arrived on the bustling campus avenue.

Students on the path burst into laughter at the sight of the combat body, its grotesque and comical appearance drawing pointed stares and even a flurry of phone cameras snapping away.

The commotion made Huang Xinghai feel embarrassed, so he hastened his pace and left the school grounds.

The school was located on the outskirts of Xiahai Town. Beyond the highway and a few scattered buildings, the area was mostly barren wasteland.

He immediately veered into the deserted wasteland, unleashing his full speed as he raced toward the town center.

Though the battle suit was outdated, it was still a battle suit—far faster than an ordinary person. His sprint became as swift as a cheetah, scenery rushing past on both sides as the wind whistled freely in his ears.

Huang Xinghai felt immersed in the moment, as if racing across the vast wilderness of an alien planet. Magnificent, fantastical landscapes unfolded beneath his feet. Several giant dragons soared across the distant sky, their loud dragon roars echoing. A great adventure awaited him, the air thick with the scent of freedom.

"Swoosh!" A startled crow flapped its wings and flew away.

He leapt into the air, thrust his right arm forward, and snatched the crow in an instant. Then he hurled it skyward, setting it free.

"This is the feeling of freedom..." Huang Xinghai couldn't help but sing aloud, running wildly beneath the vast starry sky. With a powerful kick, he leapt over a ditch, landed on a large rock, executed a nimble somersault, and touched down steadily on the ground...

His heart soared. This was the sensation he'd longed for, the fantasy he'd nurtured for over a decade finally realized.

After sprinting for several minutes, he leapt down from a rooftop, still reluctant to stop, and switched to walking.

The wasteland had ended, and the town center lay ahead. He couldn't keep charging around like a wild man; he had to follow the rules now.

He walked along the streets for a while until he reached the town's only interstellar courier service outlet.

The place was bustling with activity, many people handling interstellar shipping services.

"Esteemed Quantum Warrior, welcome to Kaixing Express," a service robot approached Huang Xinghai, flashing a friendly, albeit artificial, smile.

He nodded immediately and said, "I need to ship myself."

"What's the delivery address?"

"Giant Bear Star," Huang Xinghai replied without hesitation.

Giant Bear Star was a relatively safe planet, ideal for low-end combat units to explore.

Moreover, when he left the classroom that afternoon, he had personally overheard Shen Xinyi planning to explore a relic on Ursa Major.

If I were to go to Giant Bear Star myself, perhaps there might be a faint, slim hope of meeting her.

"Shipping fee: 8,200 yuan!"

"Um... could you make it a bit cheaper? I don't have a specific recipient. Just drop me off anywhere on Ursa Major."

"8,000 yuan." The robot offered a new price.

"Can I pay in installments?"

"Certainly. How many installments would you like?"

"24 installments... no, make it 36! Or 48 would work too. If I could spread it out over 30 years like a mortgage, that'd be even better."

"Our company only supports up to 12 installments. Each payment is approximately 666.66 yuan."

"That much..." Huang Xinghai hesitated for a moment before reluctantly nodding. "Alright! My phone number and Alipay account are..."

After the robot recorded Huang Xinghai's information, it stated: "We have sent you a payment request. Please ensure payment within 24 hours. Now, please follow me to the packing area." With that, it led the battle suit deeper inside.

At the packing area, Huang Xinghai found a box of suitable size and voluntarily climbed inside, as if stepping into a coffin.

The robot stood outside the box, looking down at him with a warm smile. "The space-jump spacecraft will deliver you to Giant Bear Star as soon as possible. Thank you for using Kaixing Express. Kaixing, Kaixing—making you happy." Then it promptly slammed the lid shut.

"Kaixing Kaixing, making you give up hope," Huang Xinghai muttered with a mournful expression as he removed his quantum helmet.

He pulled out his phone, opened Alipay, and with immense reluctance, paid the first installment to Kaixing Express.

His entire savings amounted to just 3,000 yuan. After the payment, his account balance dwindled to 2,333.33 yuan.

Over the years, he'd scrimped and saved relentlessly, even "safekeeping" his sister's red envelopes during last year's Spring Festival. Yet now, he couldn't even afford the shipping fee.

This meager balance would only cover three more months of expenses. He had to find a way to earn money.

Surely there must be plenty of money-making opportunities on Giant Bear Star!

There lies the dazzling Sea of Star Diamonds, where the ocean floor holds brilliant star diamonds used to craft engagement and wedding rings.

There are forests of towering giant trees, home to countless rare and exotic beasts whose fur, bones, and flesh are all treasures.

There are floating mountains suspended in the clouds, where exotic flowers and magical herbs bloom everywhere. Picking just one could accelerate cultivation speed.

Countless ancient ruins lie scattered across this land—imperial tombs, treasure caves, and untouched Santu tribes... Opportunities to make a fortune are everywhere.

Huang Xinghai's mind wandered to his future life on Giant Bear Star, instantly brimming with hope.

The more he thought about it, the happier he became. He shifted into a comfortable position, half-reclining in his chair, and relived the sensation of his battle body racing across the wilderness. The wind of freedom seemed to blow once more, and he couldn't help but smile contentedly, exclaiming, "That was awesome!"

"Click~" Just then, the activity room door swung open. A middle-aged man stepped inside—the school's head of discipline.

He had been in the office building across the hall when he heard a loud crash from this direction, fearing an explosion had occurred. He came specifically to investigate.

The moment he entered, he saw Huang Xinghai reclining in his chair, eyes half-closed as he savored some memory, wearing an enigmatic, satisfied smile. The floor was littered with used tissues, and he uttered, "That was awesome!"

As someone who'd been there before, he quickly understood what Huang Xinghai had been doing.

What a decline in morals!

To actually do such things in the activity room!

What a disgrace!

"Which class are you in?" the dean demanded sternly.

"Um... Senior 3, Class 5," Huang Xinghai replied, straightening up abruptly.

"Sigh!" The principal shook his head, expressing deep regret. "The college entrance exams are just around the corner, yet you're wasting time on this nonsense. How do you expect to get into a good university? You need to focus your energy on your studies from now on!"

"Yes, I understand! But today's a holiday, right? That's why I came over to work on it for a few hours. I don't have any other hobbies—I just enjoy doing this. Think of it as balancing work and rest, a way to relax."

"A few hours..." The principal repeated the phrase, his body trembling slightly as he sank into profound shock.

"Yeah! Didn't the school encourage us to improve our practical skills? This is exactly what I'm doing!" Huang Xinghai tried to justify himself.

"Improving practical skills... well... that's not quite how it's meant..." The principal shook his head, glancing at the scattered tissues on the floor. "Never mind, never mind! I understand the pressure you seniors face... but timing matters. School is for learning, not this sort of thing. Clean up this mess now—flush it down the toilet. It'd be awful if someone saw!" With that, the principal shook his head and left the activity room.

After stepping outside, he glanced back at the activity room. Seeing Huang Xinghai's awkward figure bent over picking up tissues, he felt as though he were seeing his younger self. Unable to help himself, he sighed, "Just a few hours ago... Youth really is wonderful!"

A minute later, Huang Xinghai finally finished gathering all the scattered tissues.

"Why flush it down the toilet? What a strange request!" He shook his head, muttered under his breath, and tossed it straight into the trash can by the door.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


Chapter 4: Starry Sky, Ocean, Dolphin
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Huang Xinghai stowed the quantum helmet in his backpack, humming a tune as he left school. He made his way to the bus stop to wait for the ride home.

He looked up at the dazzling starry sky, feeling exceptionally content. The thought of possessing the Quantum Battle Body made him feel like his life was finally reaching its peak.

The vast, colorful sea of stars had opened its arms to him—the great adventure had finally begun.

"Beep!" The driverless bus pulled into the station, its doors opening automatically.

Huang Xinghai pulled his gaze away and stepped forward, ready to board.

"Sugar-coated hawthorn on a stick!" A vendor's cry suddenly echoed nearby.

Beneath the streetlight, an elderly vendor held a bamboo skewer laden with red candied hawthorn berries, each coated in rock sugar that glistened temptingly in the lamplight.

Hesitating for a moment, Huang Xinghai ultimately chose not to board the bus. Instead, he saved his fare and bought a stick of candied hawthorn berries.

After buying the candy, he carefully tucked it into his backpack behind him. Then he scanned a shared bike and rode home.

After cycling for over forty minutes, he arrived at a small square.

The place was quiet, with only a few middle-aged women practicing martial arts, their movements powerful and dynamic.

Two of them even channeled energy into their fists—a single punch sent nearby trees swaying violently, shaking loose a shower of leaves.

The tree looked young yet was already nearly bare, a testament to how fierce these women were.

Huang Xinghai kept his distance. These ladies were not to be trifled with—decades of cultivation had given them formidable strength. They could easily knock the teeth out of any youngster who crossed them.

In the past, greater age meant poorer physical condition. But in this era of universal cultivation, greater age signified longer practice time, resulting in stronger physical prowess.

Nowadays, it's often the elderly who offer their seats to the young on buses. If any elderly woman refuses, she risks being exposed by the media and criticized for failing to care for the vulnerable youth.

Huang Xinghai bypassed the square and rode into a mountain tunnel. Five minutes later, he emerged from the other end to find the landscape suddenly opening up before him.

Perched halfway up the mountain, the scene unfolded before him: an endless ocean stretching to meet the vast starry sky. The heavens were dotted with countless stars, their reflections shimmering on the water's surface. Tidal waves lapped gently at the sandy shore, and a soft sea breeze carried the scent of the ocean. It felt like a whole new world was unfolding ahead.

Splash! Several dolphins leaped from the water, trailing a trail of silver-glittering droplets that landed heavily on the surface, sending out concentric ripples of starlight.

Since humanity ventured into interstellar space, heavily polluting industries had largely relocated to the stars, and resources were predominantly sourced from other planets. Earth's environment had greatly improved, its ecology restored to health. Everywhere, green mountains met clear waters, and azure skies met turquoise seas. Even in this small town, dolphins could be seen frequently.

Huang Xinghai gazed at the starry sky and the vast ocean. As a gentle sea breeze caressed him, all his fatigue vanished instantly. He raced down the coastal road leading to the mountains.

He raced against the sea breeze, his hair whipping backward like the sensation of charging on a warhorse.

This was his favorite stretch of road—completely removed from the bustle of Xiahai Town, now entering the realm of rural fishing villages where only the sound of the sea remained.

Descending the mountain, he continued along the coastal country lane, passing through dense coconut groves and over a long pier, finally arriving at a bay nestled at the foot of the hills.

This was Xia Sha Bay. Scattered along the shore were a dozen or so households, each far apart from the next. Looking out, only a few scattered lights were visible, creating a scene of serene tranquility.

Huang Xinghai stopped his bike in front of an old house by the shore. Warm light spilled from within, accompanied by the sound of a television drama.

He locked his bike, approached the door, and pushed his way inside.

The moment he stepped inside, a small figure rushed toward him, clinging tightly to his leg. Tilting her little head up, she looked at him with tear-filled eyes, calling out, "Brother! Brother!"

It was a little girl, perhaps only three years old, with long pigtails and a fair, delicate face—exquisitely adorable.

Her large eyes brimmed with tears, her long lashes damp, her little nose red, and her pouty lips made her look utterly wronged.

"Little Jasmine, what's wrong?" Huang Xinghai quickly crouched down and lifted the little girl into his arms.

The little girl reached out her tiny hands, wrapped them around his neck, and buried her face in his shoulder. "Waaah!" she cried out, as if she had been holding back so much sadness and now, finally finding comfort, she could let it all out.

"The little one won't use her chopsticks properly at meals. She just grabs with her hands. We gave her a little scolding, and now she's throwing a tantrum and refusing to eat. Lily adores you most. You'd better coax her properly." From the TV, a middle-aged man sitting on the sofa turned his head to look at Huang Xinghai, speaking with a mix of amusement and exasperation.

His legs were encased in a pair of mechanical exoskeletons, limiting his mobility.

"Haihai, why are you home so late? Mom will warm up some food for you. Lily didn't eat much earlier—feed her a little too." A middle-aged woman rose from the sofa and headed toward the kitchen.

This couple were Huang Xinghai's parents. His father, Huang Rong, had a leg disability and required mechanical exoskeletons to walk. His mother, Li Fangmei, worked at the town's nursing home, supporting the entire family with her job.

"Lily, sweetie, no more crying! Big brother got you something yummy!" Huang Xinghai soothed his little sister while unzipping his backpack. He pulled out the candied hawthorn on a stick and placed it in her tiny hand.

The moment Little Jasmine got the candy, her sobs quieted considerably. She burrowed into Huang Xinghai's embrace, sniffling while gnawing on it. Soon, her mouth was covered in sticky sugar.

......

After dinner, Huang Xinghai carried Little Jasmine up to the rooftop terrace. They sat on a lounge chair, feeling the sea breeze and gazing at the vast starry sky.

Ever since he was a child, whenever the night sky was clear, he would come here to gaze at the stars. That dazzling expanse of stars always held such an irresistible allure.

"Big brother, it's delicious!" Little Jasmine finished the last piece of candied hawthorn, then happily planted a kiss on Huang Xinghai's cheek. The sticky sugar from her lips instantly smeared across his face.

Huang Xinghai smiled and affectionately pinched Little Jasmine's cheek.

Her little face was rosy and soft, her big eyes as beautiful and deep as the starry sky.

Every time he saw those big eyes, Huang Xinghai felt utterly defenseless. Especially when she looked at him with such earnestness, his heart would melt. Whatever she wanted, he had to give her; whatever mistakes she made, he had to forgive.

Little Jasmine stared back at Huang Xinghai with her own wide eyes. In his gaze, she saw the stars and her own reflection.

She blinked softly, and in that instant, the starry sea froze, becoming eternal.

"When you gaze into my eyes like this again, everything returns to how it once was..."

Little Jasmine suddenly began to sing, her tender voice drifting through the starlit sky and the sea breeze.

Huang Xinghai smiled and joined in, strumming his guitar as he sang. He often played this song, and Little Jasmine had picked it up along the way.

"Lily, come down for your bath!" Just as the song ended, Li Fangmei's voice called from downstairs.

Huang Xinghai ruffled Little Jasmine's hair gently. "Good girl! Go take your bath. I'll tell you a story later, okay?"

"Mm-hmm!" Little Jasmine nodded obediently, leaving his embrace and heading downstairs on her own.

Huang Xinghai watched her retreating figure until she vanished at the stairwell before withdrawing his gaze.

He stood up, gazed at the vast starry sky, took a deep breath, slightly bent his knees, and began performing a standard set of boxing moves.

Actually, during morning and afternoon breaks at school, students were uniformly organized to practice a set of standard boxing moves on the playground, much like the old-fashioned calisthenics.

But his cultivation progress was too slow, so he added an extra hour of practice every day.

Humanity's true cultivation journey only began after entering interstellar space.

Over a century ago, Era Corporation meticulously selected a group of elites. Equipped with the first-generation quantum battle suits, they traversed quantum space and made humanity's first true interstellar journey.

Thus, humanity witnessed the true cosmos with its own eyes for the first time and achieved "face-to-face" communication with billions of alien lifeforms.

The cosmos bore little resemblance to the tech-dominated civilizations depicted in science fiction, instead resembling a realm of mystical wonder.

Dragon-like creatures were real, mystical cultivation techniques existed, peerless masters could obliterate planets single-handedly, and upon reaching certain realms, they could even shatter the void to ascend to higher dimensions...

Upon discovering the universe's true nature, humanity experienced profound psychological shock—the fantastical worlds of fantasy films were real.

Almost overnight, fantasy novels became nonfiction, and dragons and magical beasts transformed into subjects of realism.

More profoundly, humanity discovered with horror that many lifeforms on Earth had counterparts on other planets—including humans themselves.

Most extraterrestrials bore striking resemblances to humans—not only in physical structure but also in DNA composition.

This inevitably led to the suspicion that Earth's life and extraterrestrial life might share a common origin, possessing a mutual ancestor—perhaps Earth's life was seeded by extraterrestrial beings.

Humans acquired cultivation techniques from extraterrestrials and experimented with them, quickly discovering these methods were effective for humans as well.

However, normal cultivation progressed extremely slowly. To accelerate the process, vast quantities of cultivation resources were required. These resources were nearly impossible to find on Earth, forcing humanity to compete for them across the stars. This pursuit demanded enormous costs and even risked war with other alien races.

To bolster Earth's strength and compete with the universe's myriad alien races, the Earth Federation vigorously promoted the Quantum Battle Body. It encouraged all humanity to venture into the stars using this technique to seek cultivation resources, launching a sweeping nationwide cultivation initiative. From childhood, everyone learned cultivation methods in schools.

The first step in cultivation is building a strong physique to lay the foundation for subsequent training.

The standard boxing routine practiced by Huang Xinghai, for instance, is one such martial art vigorously promoted by the Earth Federation. Not only does it comprehensively train tendons, bones, skin, and flesh, but its relatively low difficulty makes it suitable for widespread cultivation by ordinary people.

While the same set of techniques exists, wealthy individuals can purchase cultivation resources to accelerate their progress. Those without means, like Huang Xinghai, must cultivate slowly.

Classmates from privileged backgrounds, like Shen Xinyi, had already laid solid foundations before turning fifteen thanks to abundant cultivation resources, long since advancing to the next stage.

Huang Xinghai, however, was eighteen and still stuck at the foundational stage. At this pace, decades from now he'd only reach the level of those square-fighting grandmas—capable of bullying youngsters but utterly helpless against extraterrestrial threats, likely to be swatted dead with a single alien slap.

Soon, Huang Xinghai completed the first form of the fist technique. His body felt slightly warm, and beads of sweat appeared on his forehead.

He sensed something different today—a mysterious force seemed to stir within him. This power sharpened his focus, immersing him completely in the form. His strikes felt more powerful and fierce than usual, as if he were battling real enemies on a battlefield, his fighting spirit surging.
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Chapter 5: The Little Prince
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By the end of the sequence, Huang Xinghai was boiling with rage. His eyes bulged, bloodshot and fierce. Every muscle fiber trembled, every bone quivered, and every cell entered combat mode—as if he were already in the thick of battle, bloodlust consuming him.

"Whoosh!" With his final punch, all his strength seemed to surge into his fist, propelling a blast of energy that struck the clothesline pole two meters away, knocking a white shirt loose.

Only then did his consciousness relax and return to normal, the bloodshot eyes clearing.

He stared in astonishment at the shirt lying on the ground, then glanced at his own fist. Unable to contain his excitement, he exclaimed, "Have I broken through?"

He walked over, picked up the shirt, gave it a couple of pats, and hung it back on the clothesline, savoring the sensation he'd just experienced.

Before, his practice had been routine—a calm, mechanical series of movements, like performing calisthenics.

But just now, a new force seemed to surge within him. An unprecedented focus gripped him, as if he were truly battling on a battlefield. Every part of his being was mobilized, completely immersed, driven solely by the will to defeat his opponent.

"Could it be... because of that blood?" Huang Xinghai couldn't help but recall his encounter in the underground morgue that afternoon.

After absorbing that blood, his body had rapidly heated up. It was highly likely that process was transforming his physique, resulting in his current state.

"So this afternoon wasn't an accident—it was a stroke of luck?" he thought excitedly.

The universe is vast and full of wonders. Every so often, someone would find a mysterious ring, eat a forbidden fruit, stumble into a forbidden zone, fall into a cave, or plunge into a septic tank... only to awaken unimaginable powers or even inherit the legacy of some peerless master.

The pinnacle of human martial arts masters all trace their origins to such earth-shattering encounters.

Take Zhang Kun, the god-tier expert nicknamed "Sword Emperor." He inherited the legacy of an extraterrestrial peerless powerhouse—their treasured blade, sword techniques, and title—and now commands interstellar awe.

Now, Huang Xinghai seemed to have joined the ranks of these fortunate few. Yet he had no idea how extraordinary this encounter truly was, or how profoundly it might aid him.

Suddenly, his legs gave way. Unable to maintain his balance, he collapsed onto the ground.

While practicing the fist form, he hadn't felt it, but now that he paused to rest, an overwhelming fatigue washed over him. It felt as if his body had been hollowed out, every inch of muscle torn apart, sending piercing pain through him.

Yet this was a tremendous blessing—proof he'd pushed himself to his absolute limit. This single round of boxing might equal the results of countless previous sessions.

With ample cultivation resources to replenish his vital energy and blood, and his body restored to peak condition, he would soon be as lively as a dragon and a tiger, ready to resume training. His progress would then accelerate at a breathtaking pace.

...

After resting for half an hour, Huang Xinghai finally caught his breath. Leaning against the wall, he struggled downstairs to Little Jasmine's room.
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